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INTRODUCTION 


Ihe Collaboration of the in a Great Work 
of Art .—The ground-theme of Goethe’s Faust, 
as is indeed the case with mos*Fif not with all 
great poetical creations, is not the individual 
fabrication of one gifted mind, but rather the 
climax in a long evolutionary series, through 
the medium of which the poet has enjoyed the 
collaboration of the ages. To the material 
which in the ripeness of time he found ready to 
his hand have contributed, not only the con¬ 
scious literary efforts of such of his predecessors 
as have been attracted by the same subject, but 
also the artless imaginations of the ignorant 
and unlettered multitude who have, through 
many generations of men, moulded the growing 
mass of inherited fact and fiction into a coherent 
w’hole in accordance wnth their owm ways of 
life and thought. The reader will doubtless 
appreciate some introductory account of this 
lengthy preliminary elaboration before entering 
upon the study of the masterpiece in which it 
culminates. 

The Mythology of Sorcery. —For the first germ 
of this inherited material in the conception of 
the mage or -wizard, who by various devices 
could persuade or compel to his service the 
supernatural powers, gods or demons, and 
through their agency pervert the accustomed 
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course of nature, we must go back to the very 
dawn of literature, and even then we shall find 
such a conception already in existence, an in¬ 
heritance from the voiceless limes beyond. It 
will be sufficient merely to hint at the currency 
of the belief in sorcery amongst the Jews, the 
Greeks, and the Romans, and, for a parallel to 
the forms in which it nnist have existed in pre¬ 
historic times, to cite the magical practices in 
v’ogue amongst savage nations in our own days. 

Such a belief was, indeed, in the first instance 
merely un outgrowth of religion, it it was not 
rather of the very essence of primitive religion 
itself. The earliest sorcerer was the priest, 
and the practice of sorcery by no means earned 
wnth it at first the odium which attached to it 
in later times. It was, however, already looked 
at askance amongst the Greeks and tlic Romans, 
doubtless rather on moral grounds, as being em¬ 
ployed as the instrument of malevolence, than 
on religious grounds as an offence against the 
Deity. Amongst the Jews, however, in view of 
theii* monotheistic conception of religion, sor¬ 
cery could not fail to be regarded as a form of 
idolatry, and as such condemned; and this 
attitude grows still more marked in the ('luis- 
rian conception of sorcery, in which it apjiears 
as de\dl-worship, as amongst the early Chris¬ 
tians the old heathen god.s themselves figure 
as devils. 

The roll of sorcerers of ^vhora legend tells in 
Christian times i'^ a long one, and constantly 
receives new additions as one after another the 
names of the men who distinguished themselves 
by their learning m times of ignorance are 
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enshrined in it. Three of the earlier Christian 
legends of sorcery deserve at least a passing 
mention, by* reason of the resemblance which 
they show in certain points with the Faust- 
legend. 

The subject of the first of these is mentioned 
as early as the Acts of the Apostles, in Chapter 
V^III. of that book: “ A certain man, called 
Simon, which beforetime In the same cit3’' used 
sorcer>’, and beuntched the people of Samaria.” 
Later legend busied itself further with this 
Simon, introducing into his story traits which 
present so striking a parallel with certain 
featurors of the Faust-legend, that many have 
held him to be the real original of Faust. He 
lost his life by an attempt to fly in Rome, 
whilst Faust came to grief in a similar attempt 
in V’enice; and he married the Homeric Helena 
(in the older form of the legend Selene, the 
moon-goddess). It is worthy of notice that 
this Simon is actually compared with Faust in 
the Faust-book, but with the biblical Simon 
nf>t the Simon of the later legend. In spite, 
liowever, of these striking coincidences, Kuno 
Fi-cher scouts on historical grounds the idea of 
any direct contribution made by this legend to 
the Faust-legend. 

The other two of the legends referretl to show 
us the mythology of sorceiy enriched by the 
conception, natural to Christianity, of a com¬ 
pact with the devil, whereby the sorcerer re¬ 
nounces Christianity, and forfeits his soul as 
the purchase-price of his magic-powers. These 
are the legend of Cyprian of Antioch, which 
belongs to the fourth century of the Christian 
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era, and was afterwards wrought into a well- 
hnown drama by Calderon, and the Thcophilus- 
legend, which belongs to the siith century. 
But neither of these legends knows anything of 
ihe irrevocable nature of the pact with the 
devil, wliich is characteristic of the medieval 
Faust. Cyprian is a heathen, who, like Faust, 
in his striving after all Icncnvlodge and power 
has entered into a pact with the devil, but dis¬ 
covering the powerlessncss of his ally against 
the might of the Cross is tlicrcby converted 
to Christianity and dies as a Christian martyr 
Theophilus on the other hand is a Christian, 
who from disappointed ambition abinres the 
Faith at the instance of ihe devil in a written 
document signed mth his blond, but repenting 
straightway, invokes the aid of the Virgin, and 
irom lier receives ngiin the written pact, 
wTcstcd by her from the devil. 

7'lie authority quoted above likew ise lra\'ers('.s 
the assertion that these legends .ire in the 
direct line of ancestry of the i'aiist-legend. 
However this may be, these three legends and 
countless others like them doubtless contri¬ 
buted to the stock of wizard-lore which was the 
common possession of all medieval Christianity, 
and which survived in vigorous life in the 
sixteenth-century German Protestantism in the 
bosom of which the Faust-lcgcnd had its birth. 
In this last scion of the wi/.ard-legcud the com¬ 
pact with the devil finally assumes an irre¬ 
vocable character; the Church itself is now 
powerless to intervene in favour of the recreant. 
In this feature Kuno Fischer finds the charac¬ 
teristic contribution of Protestantism to the 
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mytholoi^ of sorcery. As, for Protestantism, 
the Pope himself is Antichrist, so Ihe miracle- 
working p6wer t)f the Caiholic Church is itself 
ri form of magic, equally blameworthy and in- 
ptficacions to salvation. The man that has 
dabbled in sorcery and given himself to the 
tievil is lost past redemption. The drama 
must be played to its tragic consummation. 

The Evolution of the Fuiist-legend .—Wc have 
'Inis far acquired some very general idea of the 
erowlh of the a1m^lS7)he^(’; of thought and 
b('iief in wliich the Faust-legcnd liad its birth. 
It IS the last branch of a tree which ha^ it'^ roots 
deep dnwn in immemorial aiitujuity. We must 
n<nv scH*k to trace in greater didail the origin 
and growth of this particular legend. 

riic h'anst-legend, befon* it received from the 
g^'inus nt (roethc a new lease <T life, together 
'vith a deeper meaning, had already en]03'ed in 
canons forms a wide popularity. 

The inquiry into its credeiiiials began as 
?ailv as if)Ji. less than tiiU' 3 e.ars after the 
publication ot the fust Faust-book, when a 
ilif'ologian of Tiibingen, Scliickard, declared the 
stor3" of Faust to be a mere legend, invented to 
the end r»f (hderrmg peoide from the practice of 
magic. Aiiothei theoloLpan, Durr, of Altdorf, 
writing in 1676, is apparentU^ the fir.st to 
identify the black-artist Faust with Johann 
Fust, whose name is associated wdth (lie inven¬ 
tion of printing in the fifteenth century. This 
view is rejected by Neumann, a theologian of 
Wittenberg, who was moved to undertake (16S3) 
the investigation of the question chiefly, it would 
seem, from the desire to free that city from the 
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unwelcome association with such a disreputable 
character as Faust, which had become an im¬ 
portant feature in the legend." Neumann first 
produced documentary evidence for th? exist¬ 
ence of an historical Faust, but none earlier 
than that of IManlius, which is quoted latei 
(p. xxi.). His conclusion, that Faust'.s life 
is not a downright fable, nor yet a downright 
history", but a middle-thing,” is the view which 
in more recent times has generally prevaile.l. 
But the identification of the conjurer with 
Johann Fust (a name which would correspond 
etymologically with the modern German Faust). 
far from having been regarded as controverted 
by Neumann’s arguments, continued to be even 
more generally accepted. The story, proliablx 
fabulous, which relates how Fust incurred the 
imputation of witchcraft by reason of the ap¬ 
parently miraculous character of the new art, 
Itself underwent a legendary growth, and vas 
without any historical justification localised in 
Pans. The Englishman, Daniel Defoe, contri¬ 
buted not a little to its propagation by a 
passage in his Political Ihstoiy of the Dciil 
(1726), which may bo of interest to the lingli^h. 
readcT. It runs as follows;— 

“ John Fausius was Servant, or Jr urneyinaii, 
or Compositor, or what you please to call it, to 
Roster of Harlem, the first inventor of ITiiiting, 
and having printed the Psalter, sold lliem at 
Pans as manuscripts; because as such the)- 
yielded a better Pi ice. 

** But the learned Doctors not being able to 
understand how the Work was perform’d, cori' 
eluded as above, it was all the Devil, and that 
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tJie Man was a Witch ; accordingly they took 
liim up for*a Mg.gician and a Conjurer, and one 
that worli'd by the Black A rt, that is to say by 
the help of the Devil, and in a word they 
threaten’d to hang him for a Whtch, and in order 
to it commenc’d a Process against him in their 
criminal Courts, which made such a Noise in 
the orld as rais’d the I'arne of poor John 
Fausius to a frightful Height, ’till at last he 
vvas oblig’d, for lear of the Gallows, to discover 
tlie whole secret to them. 

“ N.B.—'I'his is the true original of the 
famous Dr. Fausius or Foster, of whom we have 
believ’d such strange Things, as that it is be¬ 
come a Proverb, as ^rcai as the Devil and Dr 
rt')ster: Whereas poor Fausius was no doctor, 
and knew no more of the Devil ihan another 
body.*' 

But more recent research, stimulated bv the 
re-auakened interest in the subject, has suc¬ 
ceeded in unearthing earlier and in fact con¬ 
temporary evidence, which puts beyond anv 
reasonable doubt the actual existence of an 
histcuic Faust, who when Ave first come across 
Ihiii entirely lacks the sulphurous halo with 
ahich the popular fancy cmickly began to 
invest him. It is vvorih noting here, however, 
that as recently as 1S74 an authority of such 
WLignt as Karl vSimrock still maintaini'd that 
the Fatist-lcgend begins with the printer Fust, 
and that this theory is still tenable in the light 
thrown on the subject by tlte evidence referred 
to above. His views will be bnetlv indicated 
in the proper connection. It may however at 
once be said that they do not iind general 
acceptance to-day. 
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The earliest extant reference to the historical 
Faust is contained in a collection of the letters 
of the historian Johannes Triiemtus (who writc*^ 
in Latin and thus latinised his name, in accord¬ 
ance with the custom of his time, from Johann 
von Triitenheim). Tritemius was Abbot of 
Spanheim, and one of the most learned and 
famous scholars of his day. An interesting: 
light is throAvn upon the credulity of the eyioch 
in which the Faust-legend had its origin by t!i<' 
fact that the learned abbot to whom we owe the 
earliest notice of Faust was himself, like the 
Fmghsh Kogor Bacon and clivers other scholaia^. 
at a later time canonised as a wizard, and Itj 
him were altributcd many feats of sorcery, 
borrowed from earlier legend and ultiniateJv 
transferred to Faust. Indeed he ftnuicl it 
necessary even during his lifetime to defend 
himseii against the sus|ucion of ha\'ing dealings 
with demons. 

Tritemius' letters were printed in 15^6, ario 
one of them, written m 1307. is addrosseJ Icj a 
mathematical friend who has ap])lied tu him 
for information eoneeming c>nc (Veorems Sabc’ 
licus, then on the point of visiting Tritcnna- 
correspondent, 

Tritemius describes him cls a “ I'liidloupCT, 
braggart, and vagabond that should bo wliipt 
at the cart's tail." He has presumed to st\li 
himself " Magister Oeorgius Sabcllicus, the 
younger Fauslus, the wmil-head of the nc'cro- 
mancers, astrologer, the second magician, 
cheiromancer, agromancer, pyromancer, tiie 
second in the hydric art," and this notwdlVi- 
standmg that he is in fact “ wholly ignorant of 
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all good letters, and should rather have called 
himself a f^ol than a magister,” The writer 
tlien cites instances of the charlatan’s extrava¬ 
gant boasts, as that “if all the books of Plato 
and Aristotle, together with their entire philo- 
.^uphy, had perished utterly from the mcmor\ 
of men, he himself with his own natural genius 
coiiid, like another Hebrew Ezra, restore them 
ill yet greater splendour”, and that “ thi^ 
rnrades of our Saviour Christ are nothing 
marvellous, he himself could do all that Cijrr'i 
had clone, as often and whensoever he would ” , 
and that “ in Alchemy he was the most perfect 
of all that had ever been, and knew and could 
do Vrhatever the folk should wish.” The letter 
finally quotes facts as damning for the moral 
cliaraclor of this “ well-head of the necro¬ 
mancers ” as are those already cited for hn> 
learning and his modesty, and finally sums him 
^up as “no philosopher, but a very foolish man, 
ind a very impudent withal.” 

This Mattering lettcir of introduction makes 
the calling of its subject sufficiently clear He 
was one of a well-known class, the so-crdled 
schohv-Aici vcipa)jies, fahrendc Schuler, or stroll¬ 
ing scholars, men of more' or less learning whcj 
roamed about the world living on their wits, 
equally ready to maintain a thesis against 
the learned, or as conjurors, treasure-sec'kers, 
weather-makers, etc., to bubble the ignorant 
and credulous out of their money. 

That this Georgius Sabelliciis styles himself 
the “ younger Faiistiis,” and claims to be only 
the “ -spcond magician,” etc., suggests that the 
name Eaustus must already have acquired 
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some notoriety as that of a magician before he 
adopted it, but it cannot mth any certainty be 
traced beyond him. It is this circumst^ince 
which furnishes Sinir^ck with the opportumtv 
to bring the printer Fust or Faust again in*oj 
connection with the Fanst-legend; he holds the 
latter to have been the fust h'ausi. tlinnigii 
whom the name became reputed as that ol a 
sorcerer. However this may be, as the Fau.st- 
book seems at a later date undoubtedly to havt' 
i;rown out of rumours concerning this Georgius 
Sabcllicus, the younger Faustus, there can be 
little doubt that in this (diailatan we ha\-c tlie 
unworthy prototype of Goethe's immortal 
Faust:— 

So that then the jjoodle's keriu l! 

A strolling scholar' " 

It will be inlerestmg to glance brietiy and in 
chronological order at the further references to 
this personage, whom wc shall sec gradually 
assuming a more legendary character, wdiilsi Ins 
impudent claims are reccn-cd with growing 
credhlity. 

On October 3, 1513. Conradiis Muiianus 
Rufus {i.e., Conrad Mudt the Redhaired), the 
Canon of Gotha, in a letter breathing lire and 
flames against the monkish persecutors of the 
theologian Reuchlin. turns lusidc for a moment 
to mention one whom w'C can scarcelv err in 
identifying with oiir hero. “ There t'amo eight 
days since to Erfurt a certain clieiromai' ei by 
name George Faust, Helmtihcus J 
a downright sw'aggerjack and fool, llis pro¬ 
fession is idle, as is tlie profcs' ion of all the like 
paltry soothsayers, and such (an art ui) pnysiog- 



Introduction 


xvii 


nomy is than a water-spider {tippula — 

the learned ^Canon imitates an expression of 
Plautus). The ilnlettered gape at him in 
Vv’onderment; let the t;,eologians rise up a,'gainst 
him. They will not ;^emohsh our philosopher 
oapnio (Reuchliii). I have heard liim babbling 
in a tavern. I did not reprove his boasting. 
tVhat is the lolly of others to me? ” 

The expression Heltniihcus Hcdcbergcnsis is 
apparently mean it jg less and probably' corrupt, 
li we accept Diirizer’s ingenious conjecture, 
Hemitheus Hedelbcvgcnsis, it would mean 
“ demigod, of Heidelberg.” There has been 
found actually inscribed in the Matriculation 
Rc>Il of the Heidelberg University a Jr)han3.es 
Jhi' t, who entered in the Faculty of Pliilo.^ophy 
in 1503 ami graduated as bachelor, the senior 
ol fourteen, in 1510. Is this the same man? 
The C'hristian names do not agree, but in the 
other documents which remain to be quoted 
there is this same wavering between George 
ttiid John. Was there more than one Faust 
the Sorcerer, or did our hero deal in aliaflS^—as 
indeed judging from what evidence we have of 
Imn h(' had good reason to ? The dates do not 
lorbifl us to identify this Johannes Fust of 
Heidelberg \Nith Mudt’s George Faust, but they 
do not tally so well with the facts quoted from 
Triuheim (see p. xiv.) concerningUcorgi Sahel- 
limis, ihe younger Fausins, and if we identify 
rnttheim’s iuui.st with Mudt’s, as the character’ 
istics of the two charlatans would seem to justify 
us in doiug. we must throw back into the sea the 
fish we have drawn in our net from the Heidel- 
beig rtlatnculalion Ivuli. The name Fust was 
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by no means rare, and Johannes Fanst the 
graduate of Heidelberg may well have been a 
harmless individual who in Defoe’s quaint 
words “knew no more of the Devil than 
another body.” 

The importance in the investigation of the 
Faust-legend of the two documents quoted can¬ 
not be overestimated. In them we have the 
personal testimony of t\vo of the best known 
men of their time, scholars both, to their own 
acquaintanceship with Faust, together w'ilh a 
graphic appreciation of his character, entirely 
untinged by the superstition of the time, whicli 
carries comuction with it. 

The year 1520 brings us a brief but highh 
interesting notice extracted from the rcgistc; 
of accounts of the bishopric of Bamberg, the 
entry of an “item of eighteen gulden given anti 
presented to Dr. Faustus the philosopher, as a 
gratuity for that he halh cast a nativity of my 
gracious master.” Oddly enough, we hud from 
an entry of the previous year in the same 
register that Hans Muller, the Treasurer, tlateti 
his yearly accounts “ from Walpurgis until 
Walpurgis again.” 

But Faust does not meet with such a gra- 
cirti'S reception everywhere. In the judicial 
archives of Up]'>er Bavaria is a report to the 
effect that “ on the Wednesday after St. Vitus 
152S, one that did call himself Dr. Jorg Faustus 
rf Heidelberg was bidden to quit the town 
(Ingolstadt) and spend his penny ^ elsewhere, 
and he hath taken a solemn vow that he will 
neither avenge him upon the authorities tor 
* t.e. his means; cf. English, “ a pretty penny.” 
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i this summons, nor make merry at their ex- 
pense/’ , ^ 

^ The learned Joachim Camerarius, Chancelloi 
I of the University of Tubingen, writing to a 
; friend in 1536, says:— 

‘ The day before the nones I passed the 
i-addcst of nights, the Moon being opposed to 
Mars in the sign of the Fishes. For my friend 
h'aust is to blame that I take pleasure in talking 
of these matters with thee. Would he had 
tauglit thee something of his art, rather than 
have pulTcd thee up with the vain wmid of the 
most empty superstition, or held thee m sus- 
' pense hy 1 know not wdiat magic! But what 
i doth he say to us now ? For I know that thou 
' hast diligently questioned him concerning 
everything Is the Emperor vicU^iioiis (in 
J'rance videlicet)? So it needs must be." 

Philipp Begardi, the physician of the city ol 
Worms, writes in liis Index Sanitatis (1530):— 
" her a lew years agone he journeyed almost 
throughout the whole country, principality, and 
kingdom, himself made known his name to 
everybody, and boasted highly of his great art. 
not alone in medicine, but also Cheiromancy, 
Nigromancy {sic). Physiognomy, Crystal-gazing, 
and the like other arts. ... He hath als(j 
himself avouched and doth not gainsay that 
be is and is called Faustus, thereto hath wTit 
1 imself Philosophus Philosophorum, etc. But 
they that have comj>lained to me that they 
have been cozened of him, of them the tale hath 
been great. Now his promise was great . . . 
and likewise his fame; but the deed . . . well- 
nigh petty and cheating; yet hatli he not been 
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backward in the taking of money, and fiirtlier- 
more, on his departure, ho hath paid many with 
hecl-monev." 

The Protestant pastor of Basle, Johaim Gast, 
in his Convivalcs Serinoncs (Table-talk) (15,48), 
relates the follo\\hng facts, already in a much 
more credulous spirit;— 

“ Concerning the Necromancer Fanst. To¬ 
wards evening he turned into a certain very 
rich monaster}^ intending to pass the night 
Lherc. One of the brothers set before inni a 
common vJine of doubtful quality and nothing 
pleasing to the palate. Faustus begged him to 
draw from anotlicr cask a better wine, such as 
he was wont to give to distinguished visitors. 
Tile brother said: ' I have not the keys, the 
Prior is asleep, and to waken loim is a sin.' 
Faust replied: ‘ There he the keys in the corner, 
take them, broach the cask there on the left, 
and bring me a drink.' The brother refused — 
he w'as forbidden by the Prior to set any other 
wine before the guests. WTieii Faust heard 
this he said, full of wTath: ‘Thou shalt soon 
see rnarv^els, inhospitable brother.’ He went 
away at daybreak, hot with rage, taking no 
leave of the host, and sent an infuriate demon 
which day and night kept a pother in the 
monastery, and flung everything 1opsy-tur\y 
both in the church and in the cells of the monks, 
so that do what they would they could get no 
rest. . . . 

“ Another sample of Faustus. In Basle 1 
dined with him in the great College. He bad 
given to the cook divers sorts of birds to roast. 
Where he had bought them, or who had given 
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them to him, I know not, for at that time they 
could not be bought, and besides, I had never 
seen the like in'our neighbourhood. With him 
he had a dog and a horse, of which I believe 
that they were devils, and ready to execute 
anVthing. They told me that the dog at times 
assumed the form of a servant and procured 
victuals. But the wretch fell upon a lament¬ 
able end, for he was throttled of the devil, and 
his corpse lay upon the bier ever face down¬ 
wards, although five several times he was turned 
upon his back. M.iy God keep us, that we 
become not bondsmen of Satan! ” 

It is '\\orth noting lhat of these mar\mls the 
only one which the good pastor ^^|tes as an 
eye-witness, though peiplcxing to inm. is not 
in itself wildly improbable. The others arc 
mere floating gossip. 

The famous naturalist, Conrad Gesner, 
vTiting on August i6, 1561, says:— 

“ I for my ])art conjecture that these {i.e. the 
forbidden arts, such as Astrology, Necromancy. 
an<.! the like) are survivals of Driiidism. Foi 
thf Druids amongst the old Celts were wont to 
be instructed for some years by demons in sub¬ 
terranean places, whereof it is established that 
it is still carried on in our day at Salamanca in 
Spain, From this school came those who are 
c unmonly called strolling scholars. Amongst 
^hese a certain Faust, who died quite recently, 
13 in particular famous." 

The next piece of testimony, that of the 
Locorum communiiwi collectayiea of Johannes 
Manlius (i5d2), has especial interest inasmuch 
as it claims to rest upon the authorit}’' of his 
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master, Philip Melanchthon, the great reformer 
and friend of Luther. It is as follows:— 

“ I (sc. Mclanchthon) kn»w one by the name 
of Faust, from Kuiulling, a small town in the 
neighbourhood of my home. Whilst this 
\vas a student at Cracow he loarnt the art of 
Magic, which art indeed was aforetimes greatly 
in vogue there, and of it there were public pro- 
iessorial courses. He wandered far and wdo 
and talked of mysterious things. Wlicii he was 
going to give an exhibition in Venice, he said 
he would fly up into the sky. And accordingl v 
the Devnl raised him aloft and so dashed hnn 
down, that being hurled to the ground he wa-i 
well-nigh a dead man. but nevertheless he came 
off with his life. Not many years since 
same Johannes Fauslus sat very dismal on his 
l.\st day in a certain village of llie Duchy oi 
Wurttemberg. The host asked hmi why, con¬ 
trary to his use and wont, he was so sad, for he 
was used to be a goofl-for-noihing losel, ui a 
tfjiil way of life, so that on fliveis iHea.sions Ins 
debauchery had br()iighl him to fXath’s door, 
'Alierenpon he said unto tiii‘ host in tliat vill.e^e: 

See yon be not alfnghLed tlii,-^ ihglild Ami .\\ 
lead of night the house (piaked, and winan 
Imust (lid not aris(‘ betimes anrl it was already 

.H' 

on midilay, the host to(jk others to hiiiiNelf, 
vv»^‘nt into his chamber and found him lying 
be 5 side his bed with his face twist'^d round to Ins 
bick, thus he had been destroyed of the devil. 
Whilst he still lived he had a dog with him, 
that was a devil. . . . This Faust slij)jK‘<l 
away in this city of Wittenberg wdien tlic excel¬ 
lent Prince, Duke John, had given orders to 
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lay hands upon him. So also he got away at 
Nuremberg. There he had scarce set himself 
down to breakfast wheji a great agitation took 
him, anti he immediately rose up, paid his host 
\V%al he owed him, but scarcely was out at the 
door when the tipstaves came and sought for 
lum. This same sorcerer Faust, an abominable 
beast and a sink of many devils, boasted of 
himself that all the victories won by the iin- 
j>^ial armies in Italy hati been by him brought 
to pass with the aid of Ins magic. But that 
vp.s altt)gcther a vain lie.” 

We pass over the references to Faust in the 
t lironiclo of the Count Frohen Christof*"von 
/inimcrn, which repeat the stf^ry ot the Polter- 
L.eist wdfh which the magician plagued the 
monks of Taixheim in tlie Vosges Mountains (ft'-r 
this lime the name of the monastery is given), 
.'ud also report his death at the hands of the 
Devil, with the adflition that he had been 
accustomed during his lifetime to call his 
trim.liar spirit his ■ brother-in-law.” 

'llie following account, drawn trom the book 
Dr priTcs/ny'is Daemonam (ctincerning the 
pig ,lories of demons), the work of a Dutch 
physician. Johannes Wier, published in 
adih yet further traits to tho.se with which w'c 
an' .ilieady familiar:— 

Johannes Faust, born in the little town of 
Kundling. studied Magic at Cracow, where it 
was aforetiincs publicly taught, and with lies 
and manifold deceit practised it in divcr.s parts 
of Germany for some yt'i'Lrs before 1540. mar¬ 
velled at of many. With vain boasting and 
promises there was nothing he could not do. 
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I will show the reader by one example the 
nature of his art, provided that he first promise 
me not to imitate it. It was\ in this wise. This 
scoundrel was arrested at Batenburg; on the 
banks of the Meuse, on the borders of Guelder- 
land, and in the absence of the Baron Hermann 
was treated with much gentleness by his chap¬ 
lain, since he promised to teach this goorl and 
simple-minded man the knowledge of divers 
matters and various arts. And accordingly the 
latter brought forth wine, for which Faustus 
had a singular affection, until the cask was at 
an end. Thereupon, when Faust was aware of 
this and the other said he must betake him to 
Grave to have his beard shaved, he promised 
him, if he would have a care for more wine, a 
peculiar art, by which a man might be rid of 
his beard without the use of a razor. The 
bargain having been struck, he bid him rub in 
arsenic, without in any way describing the 
method. Now when the other had rubbed in 
the arsenic, there followed such an infiamma- 
lion that not only the hairs of the beard, but 
also the skin and the flesh were burned. The 
man fiimself has related to me more than om'c 
this trick, with great chagrin. When another 
man, one not unknown to me, one that had a 
black beard and in general a somewhat dark- 
skinned countenance, such as witnessoth of 
melancholy (for he was a Splcneticns), came to 
Faust, the latter straightway said: ‘ (.)f a truth 
I weenerl thou hadst been my brolher-in law, 
wherefore I looked straight at thy feet, to see 
if they had long and crooked talons * Thus he 
compared him with the Demon, of whom he 
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believed that he came to him, and it was his 
wont to call him his brother-in-law. At last 
he was found in a villaj^e of the Duchy of 
Wurttemberp; dead beside liis bed, with his face 
twisted all awry, and it is said that on tlie 
preceding midnight the house had quaked. A 
school-master in Goslar learned*through the 
instruction of Faustus ma^^us, or r^her infaiisius 
mains, the method by which Satan by means of 
spdls might be shut up in a glass. In order 
thpl he might not be disturbed of any, he went 
on a certain day into a wood, and here, being 
.so ill-advised as to engage in a m%mcal incanta¬ 
tion, there appeared to him a devil of most 
hideous form, wnth flaming eyes, with a nose 
crumpled like a cow’s horn, with long tushes 
1:^. those of a wdld boar, with chaps like a cat, 
inrn, a most horrible sight. He swooned 
away of the horror of this pdinntom, and lay 
there some hours for dead. When at last he 
T('covered in part his senses, and went towards 
ihe city-gate, some friends met him and asked 
him why he looked so pale and discomposed 
He shuddered and hehl his peace, as if he were 
beside himself, and when they had got him home 
he began to utter fearful sounds and to grow 
abdgether demented. In the course of a year 
he Ix'gan at last to talk again, and related how 
that the Devil had ap>p^eared to him in that 
guise. After he had taken the Sacrament, he 
cmimended himself three days later Ji%God 
and took leave of this miserable life.” 

In a mai'uscript chronicle of about 15S0 M. 
Zacharias Hogel, writing of the penod about 
the year 1550, relates as follows concerning the 



XXVI 


Introduction 


" notorious sorcerer and desperate hell-brand 
Dr. Faust. Although he dwelt at Wittenberg, 
yet being wont with his restless spirit to roam 
ever about the world, he also presented hhusclf 
at the University of Erfurt, took a lodging near 
the great College, and by his boasting brought 
it to such a pass that he was allowed to lecture 
in a public chair, niui expound to the stiulenls 
the Greek poet Homer, and having thereby 
occasion to make mention of Priam, King of 
Tro}', and of Hector, the wailiki' hero of that 
city, of Ajax, Ulvsses, Agamemnon, and many 
others, he described tlieni all. what manner of 
men Ihev were to look iiptni. Ih' was entro.ited 
(tor nuked tliere be imj'ertincnt lads, and what 
there \va^ behind him was no setiel) {■ > hnug 
It to pass by Ills art that they sliou.M come 
and show them,'.<.just as he laid (\^ ^.ciibed 
tliem '' This he a.urces to do. and fixcii a time 
theiclo “ Guickh he called them in one a.itei 

r-'W 

anoilur, now this one, now tlie otlu'r when he 
was gone, came in to them, loolual upon lluan, 
and shook Im head, as if hc' wi le still acting in 
the held bt'ioif’ 'J'mv The last of all the 
giant PolyphtTiius, who liad onlv one horrible 
great e\'e m the middle of his forehead, and <l 
long beard as red as fne; he was ikwounng a 
wight, whose thigh dangled from his mouth . he 
frighted men with the look of him, that then 
hair stood on end. and wTien Dr Faustus 
beckoned to liim to lie genic, he made as if he 
understood it ne t he smote u])on tlie grcfund 
wnth his great iron spear until the wduiF Cr llcge 
shook again, and thereupon betook himself 
away.*’ 
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On another occasion in a learned gathering 
of theologians and councillors, the conversation 
turned upon the old poets Plautus and Terence, 
“ and it was famoAted that so much of these 
same writers was already lost, of wlft||^i, could 
they but have them, they might unth great 
]'>r()tit avail themselves in the schools. Dr 
haust listened, began also to talk of both poets, 
re( ited divers s])ceches whirh he asserted had 
stood in their lost comedies, and made offer, 
jinn irled he were held scathlcss, and that it was 
not distasteful to the theologians, to bring all 
the lost comedies to light again, and to lay them 
before them lor some hours, when they must be 
'^T)i'(‘d]ly CH^pied by tlivers students or scriveners, 
il biey widled to have them, and here<ificr thev 
rmcht avail thciiiselves of them to their heart':' 
('onient The tlicologians and councillors, how’- 
evei, (lid not a]>]>rovc of his piopositioii: foi, 
‘=;ajd llicy, tla* Dco'il might slip in all sorts 
(jt scandalous matter wdth these new-found 
(omedu's, and it was possible to learn cnougli 
good J.atin (waai without them, fniin tlu^^sc 
that w 1*10 extant ” 

Yet anoihcr of the tlicologians of Wiltimbcrg, 
out Augii.stinc Lcrclu'imer von SteinfeKIcn. a 
juipil (jf Melanchtlion like the Johannes Manlius 
alri ady (jnoted, lias much to te'l of the notonoiis 
sorcerer in his work cnlitle(.i CJinstian Rcfiectwn 
Cl) d Rc})in}ilt') Conn'} mug Sntrrty, etc, which 
: g)(’.Lre(l 111 an enlarged and improved edition 
at Stiasshiiig m i^So. The lolluwing extracts 
are drawn from this source:— 

Harmless, and yet sinful, was the prank 
that Johannes Faust of Knuttlingcn played in 
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the tavern at M-where he sat \nth sunrlrv, 

and they drank one to another now half a glas«, 
now even a whole glass, as is the custom of the 
Saxons and other Germans. ^Vllen noAv the 
liost’s lad filled his mug or goblet too full, he 
rnid him, and threatened to eat him up, if he 
tlid the like again But he mocked at him: 

‘ Eat me uj), quotha! ’ and again filled his mug 
too full. Thereupon Eaii'^t opens his jaws and 
eats him up. Then lie whips up the tub that 
held the water for cooling th(‘ wine, ‘After a 
good bite a good sup,' sacs he, and drains tliai 
too. The host spoke earnestly with the guest, 
that he should get him his servant again, or he 
would sec what he should do with liiin, i <iust 
bade him be content, and look behind the stove. 
There lay the lad, quaking with fright, drenched 
to the skin. Thither had tin' devil thrust him. 
poured the water over liim, bcccitched the eye.s 
of the onlookers so that it scTined to them as 
he were eaten, and the water flnmk. 

“ So Faust fareti once on i'astens-eve with 
Ifis comjjany, after they had suj^ped at home, 
from Meissen in Bavaria into the bishop's ccll.ir 
at Sal/burg for the night-draught, over sixty 
miles, where they drank of the best. And tlie 
cellarer coming in by hap, rated them as tliicves, 
wdiereupon they betook themseUa s a wav, carry¬ 
ing him with them as far as a wijod ; then Ihiust 
set him upon a high fir-iiee, and flew off with 
his crew, leaving him sitting 

"The levr’d, decnish rogue Faust soj()urn('<l 
a while at Wittenberg, cainf”' upon a time to 
Master Philip (t c. M'danchthon), who read him 
a good sermon, chid him and exhorted him to 
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(lepaWfrom the thing, or he would come to a 
bad end, as indeed it fell out But he gave no 
heed thcielo. Now once it was about ten of 
the clock, and Master Philip went down from 
his stmh^ to table, and Faust was with him. 
whom he had chidden hotly. And he speaks to 
liim: ‘ Mjst(jr Philip, you always set ui-^on me 
-aith rough words, one of these tnne^ 1 will 
bring it lo pass, when you go to table, that all 
tbo crocks m tbo kitelien shall fly f)ut at the 
ehimney, so that you and your guesis shali 
have naught to eatd Tiiereiipoii answers Inr.i 
Ma-^ler Philip: ‘ See thou let that be. I sn<i]' 
inv ling(‘rs at thee and thine art ’ And so he 
ie; it be. Aiiothei old tTod-leariiig man ex- 
horicd him too to repentance. To Imn he sent 
i-\' way of thanks a de\ il imo his br'd-chambei. 
uml.st he was e.dmg to lied, m order to aflrighi 
l.'ui. It goeih roand about in the chamber, 
grunteth like a sow. l^ut the man well-armed 
m taitli jeenUh at it: ‘ Marry now, what a fine 
\oj( -• and song that is, an angel's, that could not 
abide in Hea\'cn. th<it wa-s thiust tlien^e bv 
reason raf his pride and now gexdh about in 
folk’s house.s changed into a sow/ etc. There¬ 
upon the s[)irit betakes him home again to 
J'ausl, complains to him how he liad been 
received there and packed off. He would not 
b{‘ there, wiiere they flung ni his le(‘th his fall 
a d damnalio::, and gibed at him there- 

Up( i! ” 

1 his is how Leielifumer l■elale^ m a later 
edition of his work ^he sorcerer’s appalling 
end; — 

“ In the affirenamed village he arrived on a 
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FIolv Day in the evenin", sick and ill at ease, 
for that the lumr appointed him by the devil 
according to tlicir bond was now at mind. 
Fmdcth in the tavern a boon coinjxiiiy of 
peasants silting \\ith great upmar. Ikgfgeth 
the host theiefore to give him a st-peoMte 
chamber. When now the p(‘asants cry the 
n>ore the kniger they sit, entreaielh "hem to 
m.ike less din, ro beai with him as witli ,i sick 
man. Thtreujion rhev do it more than ever, 
as IS the w ait of peasants when they '>r(^ en¬ 
treated. Then Faust for the la.-hL time rnaketh 
proof uf Ins art upon them: Seltmh all iheir 
mouths aiar, so that thev sit aiitl g .pc c.ch at 
other - none can s])eah a wnrd; 'J la v Innt aiul 
point to the room of the egu'st, tied the Iiost 
should entreat him to let llieii months go to 
again. That is tluiie, with the* MMiditiuii tlnit 
henceforth they sliall be silent 'i'iieienpon 
they straightwa''' betake Ihemst'lves (.If, At 
midnight the host heareih an uproar in I'ansfi 
bedchamber: fimleth him in the morning m 
such wise that Ills neck wais Iwi hi-d ai\iv and 
his head hanging down ioan tlio In-i] ” 

L( echeimer's book brings ns denvn to i 
Other references to the storv of Jnoi.'.L ante¬ 
cedent to that date exist, but u onM sei ve no 
purpose to quote them here, since tliey are 
either bare allusions, or .ire drawn from the 
sources already qudted at lengiii. Together 
thev serve to .show the extent ol the interest in 
the figure of the sorcerer, and tlie nianiKT in 
which his extravagant pretensions gradnallv 
came to be accepted, and even capped by the 
ponular rumour. 
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It is scarcely possible to sift truth from fic¬ 
tion in the iVporlis concerning him, yet these 
cont('niptjrriry or almost contemporary ac( ounts 
leave no shadow of a doubt that such a man 
really existed, and (uiabie us to form at least 
some conception as to what manner of man he 
was. lie \could s-eem to have bc'fai a man oi 
no mean gifts and of c<jrisiderable culluie, 
iTuisrnuch a.s lie succeeded m commending liim- 
seil to men of learinng; yci tliere ’\\c>uld sc'eni 
to be as little doubt that he cultivated of set 
pur])Ose the leputc ol a sorcerer, and lent him¬ 
self to ]in])()Stiir(‘ to that end. Pc;>sibly he liad 
some insight into secrets of nature geneiMlly 
unknown m his day, or ])(>ssibly Ins feats 
weie merely well-planned conjuring-tneks. The 
stnnes of Ins lecturing on llomei, and of his 
[ roinise touclimg the MSS of Plautus and 
Terence, would seem to represent liiin as a 
hunniiiisi, intcicsied in the Pevival of Letieis 
in Cieimanv; the coiijuratiDii of the spirits ul 
Mormnic heioes, it it rest uoon auv found oiun 

t. » 

ol truth, may ha\e bc-en a skdfulh-contrived 
ni<is<jue, with rir without intcnituai to deceive 
He \vas vvidentlv a great wanderer, and if tlic 
reports nniv be believed, he was like Sclnverdt- 
lein, ovci litiid 01 “ lorthgn women and foreign 
wine" lie was appaicntly not a welcome 
visitor cverywliece alike, and piesumablv he 
cmne by a \'Jolcnt death. It has been ingeni¬ 
ously suggested—though of course it is the 
nu rest conjecture—that he blow himself iiji as 
th(‘ unpremeditated result of some chemical 
cxpciiinent 

Ihf Fatt^i-hooks. —With the year 1587 the 
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Faust-legend entered upon a new phase of 
development, for that year saw the definite 
crystallisation of all the scattered rumours 
concerning Faust, together with much foreign 
matter, in the form of what is generally known 
as the first Faust-book, ])rinted at Franklort- 
on-lhe-Maiii by Johann Sj^iess, The titl(“-page 
of tins, tlie first of a long line of I-'aust-btxdcs, 
runs as follows: " History of Dr Johann 
f'austus, the far-famed Sorcerer and Master of 
ihe Black .\rt, How he sold Inmsclt t(j the 
Devil for an apjioiiited time, Whai strange 
Adventures he saw, himself bronglit to pass and 
earned through in the meanwhile, till at length 
he received his well-earned reward. Compiled 
and printed largely from his own snivivmg 
Writings, an ap])alling Fxample, abiJimnabli* 
Instance, and well-meant Warning to all 
sumpluou^. curious, and Crodlcss Men. Jamcti 
IV. Submit your selves to God. Resist ihe devil 
and he will flee from you.” 

Though this I'aust-bouk is not the one that 
was known to Groethc, the later ones a!l lollow 
it more or less closely, and a bnet exanniiation 
of it wall enable us to dispense with aiiyiliiiig 
more than an enumeration of its succ.cssors. 

Dr. Faust then, according to this act (unit, 
was a peasant's son, who was adujned and 
Jl^red by a wealthy cousin at Wiltenbcig, and 
v?ls put to the study of Theology, but “ he 
departed from this blessed undertaking, and 
abused the Woid of God.” Xevertlu less he 
became Doctor of Theology, taking his exjniina- 
tion with distinction; but ” wdial will to the 
Dell maun to the Deil,” he lavs the Hoi}- Scrip- 
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tures behind the door and under the bench, 
turns to Medicine and the Magic Arts, “ takes 
to himself eagles’ \\*lngs, seeks to explore the 
reasons of everything in Heaven and on the 
Earth,” and as a preliminary step, sets about 
to raise the Devil. He makes the attempt in a 
wood at eventide in four cross-ways, and once 
and again is unsuccessful, the Devil choosing to 
be coy, though on each occasion he treats the 
bold conjurer to such a startling devil’s circus 
Until the latter must have felt very thankful 
to have the safe bulw^ark of a magic-circle 
between himself and the uncouth performers. 
At length, however, there appears a sort of fire- 
work-display, which shapes itself into a fiery 
man, who goes round and round the circle for 
a quarter of an hour, and finally, assuming the 
form of a Grey Friar, asks Faust what is his 
wish. Faust wishes his obedient service during 
his life, and truthful answers to all his questions. 
But the devil is only a subordinate ; he ex¬ 
pounds to Faust the devilish hierarchy, and 
after further negotiations detailed articles are 
drawn up on both sides, the sum and substance 
of wliich is contained in the \\cll-known pact. 
Faust accepts, for ” he thought the Devil was 
not as black as he was painted, nor Hell so hot 
; as was said.” 

[ ^ Our author then proceeds to give us the verj 
w( -els of the bond, ” a horrible and appallin| 
work," which was found in Dr. Faust's dwelling 
laltcT his ” miserable decease.” 

?5 llie bond sets forth in legal parlance, \ritl 
Hhe accumulation of synonyms in which tlu 
,lawyer’s heart delights, that Dr. Faustus, 
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having resolv'^ed to “ search the elements," and 
not finding in his own head the necessary skill 
thereto, hath submitted himself to the spirit 
sent to him and here present, Mephoslopheles 
by name, a servant of the hellish Prince in the 
East, and hath chosen the aforesaid Mephos- 
tophcles to instruct and teach him in these 
matters, who hath further promised to be sub- 
rni'-^sive and obedient in everything to the afore¬ 
said Dr. Faustus. In consideration whereof the 
aforesaid Dr. Faustus doth promise and engage 
himself, that twent3’’-four years from the date 
of these presents the aforesaid Prince of Hell 
shall di<^pose of him as scemeth to him good, 
vnth body, soul, flesh, blorid, and worldlv 
wealth, and that in his eternity. 

To sign this bond Dr. Faustus " took a 
pointed knife, opened a v€*in in his left hand, 
and they sa^^ that of a truth there was seen in 
that hand a graven and bloodv writing. O Homo 
that is to say, ‘ O man, flc'e from him and 
do right,’ " etc. 

Faust now leads a merry life, his Familiar 
laying under contribution all the iiciglibounng 
wine-cellars and larders to purvey for lus tabic. 
The Devil even makes him a yearly allowance 
of 1300 crowns, paid weekly. Things go on 
very smoothly between the high conlra,ciing 

rties until Faust proposes to marry. The 

evil objects, " for wedlock is a thing of the 
Most FTigh, but we are whollv opposed to it; " 
Imust persists, the Devil frightens him half out 
of his wits, whereupon Faust returns to hr- 
dllcgi.'ince, and the Devil prf>pitiales him wul; 
a seraglio of female d* moris 111 tlie foim ni ru: 
women. 
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But Faust has not sold his soul merely for a 
mess of pottage. He also lusts cognosccrc rertmi 
caiisus, a very laudable ambition in these days, 
but lo the biographer of Faust a “ godless curi¬ 
osity." Accordingly \vc find him engaging in 
a s<Ties of learned " disputations " with his 
Familiar. Guided by a curiosity not unnatural 
ill one in his position, he first informs himself 
“ concerning Hell and its autre," “concerning 
the regimen of the devils," and " concerning 
I he former estate of the outcast angels." 

The 1 devil’s answers upon these points aie 
sutiicjcnllv frank and bv no means lacking in 
graphic detail, and F'aust “ goes out siU'ritly 
In an his presence into his own chamber, lay^ 
him‘'elf u])on his bed, begins to weep bitterly, 
to s:<dt, and to cry out in his heart," but lakes 
no serious thought of becoming reconciled with 
Goil. He seeks distraction from his gloomy 
iorol)odings in almanack-making, and “ h]> 
aim uiaeks were not like those of divers inex- 
])erio’iced astrologers, the which in winter set 
cold and frost, or snow,—in summer aie.1 in 
the dog-days warm, thunder and st<irni. ' init 
wbei' he bet mist, wind, snow, moist. warm, 
thunder, hail, etc., it fell out even so." He 
-ilso pursues his studies in physics at the feet 
of Mephostophclcs, plying him with questions 
conc erning " the art of Astronomy or .\str 
lofjcyn'* “ concerning Winter and Summer," a 
cnacerning the “course, adornment, and origin 
of the heavens." The devil's answer to the epu's 
tiou “ How God created the world and concern¬ 
ing the first birth of man " docs not tally with 
the account in Genesis, which provokes in our 
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author an outburst of indignation in the form 
of a marginal note; “ Devil, thou liest! the 
Word of God tcachcth otheirwise in this matter." 

Faust now lays aside for a while his studies 
at home, and proceeds to make the grand tour 
of the universe. Urged on by the old morbid 
curiosity, he begins with Hell, but the devil 
cheats him with a " mere phantasy or dream," 
for had he really seen Hell aright, he " would 
have had no longing to go thither." Then he 
takes an eight-days' trip in a dragon-chariot 
through the sky. His third journey extends 
over the whole of Europe, and as far as Cairo 
and India. His cliargcr is Mej^liostopheles, in 
the Iona of a horse, but with wings like a 
droiTUHlurv ^ (') hioni tlie highest peak ot the 
island (sic ') of Caucasus gels a glim[)se ot 
Paraflisc, with the tlammg sword that defends 
its entrance. 

The third part of the book de'^enbes tho vari¬ 
ous teats ot magic ])(Ttorined by the '><jr('erer: 
how h(‘ raised the spirit oi Alexandc'r ti^'* (iieat 
and his consort at tlie couit of th(‘ Ein]>eior 
CbarFs V.; how' he b*. wilchcil a anth'rs 

upon the head of a’gentleman, how he ate a 
cartioarl of hay, togclh^T with tiic cart and the 
horses, belonging to a peasant wlio di--pida d the 
passage with him; Ivav he borrowed money 
•om a Jew, giving the same Lis foot in pawn, 
e ivhich he inmself did saw in th<^ jireseiice 
of the Jew'; ho'.c he sold live swine l<j a pig- 
jobber, the wluci. turner! into wis]is rit straw 
wdicn crossing a running si:cam, how he built 

^ Thf* author um the dri mediiry with ih" 

•strtch 
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a castle by his magic upon a height; how with 
his cronies he fared into the cellar of the Bishop 
of Salzburg; how ^e called up the siurit of 
Helen of Troy to pleasure his guests, who were 
all inflamed with love of her; together with 
mar^other freaks of a like nature. In the 
twenty-third year of his contract with the Devil 
he takes the Grecian Helena to be his concu¬ 
bine, and by her has a son. Justus Fanstus. In 
ihe twenty-fourth year he prepares for his end, 
makes his will, in which he names his servant 
Wcagner his heir, bequeathing him further a 
familiar spirit named Auerhahn, and then 
delivers himself up to despair and lanneitrd.ion, 
to a running accompaniment of jeers and gibes 
from Mcphostopheles, who ingeniously exYiloits 
and adapts to this end the popular collections 
f'f proverbs of the day. 

rmist’s deadi is desrribed vuth vivid realism: 

Vow it fell that between the hours of twelve 


and one of the night, there came against the 
liouse a great tempestuous wind, the which 
''Ur:oniided the house on all sides as though all 
would fall in rnin, and it wmdd tear the house 
' thf' ground, whereat the students wcll-mgh 
•^1 heart, sprang out of bed and began to crun- 
[tort one another, would not quit the chamber, 
,tiie ho-,t ran from his own hou'^e into anot'ncr. 


'riie siudent.s lay hard by the chamber whereii^ 
pr. 'naust was, they heard a hideous whistling 
bud hissing, as ihe house were full of serpen,ts, 
ppers, and other noisrime worms, thereiqvm Dr 
jFaust's door flics open in the room, he sets up 



cry of ' Help! Mmther' ' but scarce with half 
'voice, sliortly after they heard him no more. 
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When now the clay dawned, and the students 
had not slept the whole of the night, they went 
into the room wherein Dr. Faust*had been, but 
they saw no Faust, nothing save the iroom 
bespattered with blood, the brains cleaved to 
the wall, for that the Devil had beaten him 
from the one wall to the other. There lay there 
also his eyes and sundry teeth. A horrible and 
appalling spectacle.” 

Wlicthcr the compiler of this truly ” appal¬ 
ling history ” had indeed before him any of the 
surviving writings of Dr. John Faust or not, he 
certainly did not limit himself to them, but 
l<K)k good handfuls both from the bocdcs already 
quoted and from others dealing with kindre^d 
topics, troubling himself little whether the 
stones were originally told of his hero or of 
another. Thus the conjuring np of the spirits 
oi Alexander the Great and his consort, the 
planting of the stag’s antlers upon the head of 
the knight, the leg that was given in pawm to 
the Jcov, the bewitched s^vine, the devouring of 
the cartload of hay, even the union of the 
sorcerer with the Grecian Helen, have all been 
traced to earlier, some to much earlier sources. 
I he compact wdth the devil was a commonplace 
of the wizard - superstition of the day. The 
wotif !s found as early as the sixth century, in 
^he oriental Theophilus-legend. Thcophilus, 
like Faust, as has already been pointed out, 
signs the contract in his own life-blood, but, 
unlike him, is sa.\d at last by the intervention 
of the Ploly Virgin. 

Jf the good faith of the author of the Faust- 
book in the matter of his sources is questionable. 
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it is equally permissible to doubt whether, in 
spite of the frequent Scriptural texts with 
which he interlard^ his story, he was entirely 
single-minded in his professed purpose of setting 
before his readers an “ appalling Example, 
abominable Instance, and well-meant Warning.” 
It iS^easonable to suppose that his first aim was 
to produce a marketable book, and though he 
shows none of the qualities of a great writer, he 
certainly possessed the first requisite of success, 
the knack of hitting the public taste of his time 

There was something in the machinery of 
devilry and witchcraft that appealed strongly 
to a superstitious age, and is not without interest 
in our own; there was something in the “ god¬ 
less curiosity,” the yearning after hidden know¬ 
ledge of the hero of the Faust-book, that was 
by no means foreign to a society through whicli 
ivas passing with the Revival of Letters as it 
w ere a breath of fresh air through a long-closccl 
chamber; there was in the lust for sensual 
gratification, in the very horse-play of the con- 
juring-feats, something that tickled the palate 
of an age that asked for “strong drinks.” 
Accordingly the success of the Faust-book was 
immediate and enduring. 

A first proof of this success is seen in th(‘ 
bitterness with which Lercheimer attacks it in 
a later edition of his already-mentioned book., 
Lercheimer takes it as a slight upon Wittenberg' 
and the reformed religion, overlooking the fact 
that the writer is a Protestant like himself, 
he accuses it of error in various points, and 
concludes: “ It is, however, an unseemly and 
grievous thing that our printers should venture 
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without fear or shame to scatter broadcast and 
make known to everybody such books, that arc 
a slander upon honourable folk, and to curious 
youth, into whose hands they fall, a stUinbling- 
block and a temptation to wish, like apes 
(whereby indeed the devil is not slow to present 
himself), to attempt to imitate the like wonder¬ 
works, thoughtless and heedless of the end of 
Faust and his likes; not to mention that the 
fair and noble art of printing given to us of God 
to a good end is in such a degree misused to an 
evil end/' 

In spite of this counterblast of Lercheimer the 
Faust-book appeared in two new editions in 
1587, and again in two editions in 1588. In 
1588 there appeared also a rhymed version of 
the Faust-story. In 1590 an enlarged edition 
of the prose version appeared at Berlin. One 
of the additional stories relates how Faust with 
a party of students visited the fair of Leipsic. 
As they were seeing the sights, “ it fell out that 
they passed a wine-cellar, where certain dray¬ 
men were busy with a great cask of wine, of 
about sixteen or eighteen runlets, and they were 
tr>nng to hoist it out of the cellar, but could 
not." Faust gibes at their want of skill; one; 
man, he says, could do it single-handed if he 
knew how to set about it. The host, nettled, ' 
retorts; ^^'ell, then, he of you who can bring . 
forth the cask alone, his shall it be." Faust 
asks nothing better; he forthwith " bestrideth 
the cask, as were a horse, and rideth it so 
swiftly out of the cellar that every man was 
PStonied. Thereupon Faust and his comrades 
invite other boon companions, and hold a I 
carousal of several days around the cask. 
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Another of the new anecdotes relates how 
Faust asks hi^ cr5)nies at a drinking-bout 
whether they would not like to try one or two 
foreign wines. “ Anon Faust asks for a gimlet, 
begins to bore four holes one after another along 
they^ge of the table-top, sets pegs therein, as 
one sets spigots or corks into casks, bids bring 
d few clean glasses, then draws forth one peg 
after another, and to each there flows from the 
dry table-top, as it were from four casks, the 
wine he had asked for.'' 

We shall not seek to enumerate all the suc¬ 
cessive editions, wdth their remodellings, addi¬ 
tions, and variations, but must content ourselves 
with tracing the descent of the Faust-book 
which Goethe knew. In 1599 there appeared 
at Hamburg an entirely recast and greatly en¬ 
larged edition, that of Georg Rudolf Widmann. 
Notwithstanding its claims to originality, and 
its lofty contempt of the older Faust-book, it 
is throughout entirely dependent upon it. 

In 1674 a Nuremberg physician. Johann 
Nicolaus Pfitzer, produced a new version based 
upon that of Widmann, and this lived on in a 
series of editions till 1729. Then there ap¬ 
peared a shorter version under the following 
title: “ The compact of the world-famed Arch- 
Sorcerer and Black Magician Doctor Johann 
Faust with the Devil, wherein his adventurous 
ca eer and his appalling end are all described 
in the plainest fashion. At this present time 
newly revised, abridged to an agreeable length, 
and prepared for the press, as an earnest ex¬ 
hortation and warning to all wilful sinners, by 
a Man of Christian Sentiments.*' 
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'i'his version lived in successive editions until 
the year 1797, and it was doubtless in this form 
that GoelJie made acquaintance with the story, 
though oddly enough he docs not enumerate 
it amongst the books, of the type of the English 
chap-book, “ printed from standing type on 
account of the great sale, almost illegibly, on 
the most abominable blotting-paper." which the 
clnidrcn l)ought " h.r a few coppers from the 
little stall tliat stood before flic door (d a booli • 
-sf'ller." [Du'htuu^ uud Wahrhcit, Book I.) 

The Faust-drama and the Puppet-play .— 
There was, however, a collateral branch in the 
deseendants ol the old Faust-book which also 
reached into Goelh('’s time, and shined with the 
haust-book itsclt the honour of moving the 
mind of CtOcIIk* to its greatest creation This 
was th(‘ stage-play of Dr. Faust us. The first 
10 perceive the dramatic value oi the story was 
our own Marlowe, who must have become 
acquainted with the book almost immediately 
after its aj>pearancc, possibly even before the 
jnibhcation of the first English translation, 
which there is reason to place in 15SS or i5He9. 
Marlowe’s Traf^ual Hisiovy of Dr. Pausius was 
in all likelihood wri-tteii not later than 1589. 
Marlowe’s play was jrracUcally a dramatisation 
of the story in the Faust-book, with the exclu¬ 
sion ot unessential matter and with fevr altera¬ 
tions. This dramatised version weis introduced 
into Germany by a troop of English players— 
we hav<^ evidence of at least two such troops for 
whom the excellence of the Elizabethan drama 
procured appoiruinents at the courts of German 
princes, and who also made tours in the prO' 
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vinces. This play was handed down by one 
generation of actors to another, undergoing 
many changes, and becoming more and more 
a vehicle for spectacular display and buf- 
toone^>^ something not unlike our Christmas 
pantomimes. 

A play-bill of the year 1688 gives an excelleni 
idea of what it had then become. It is adver¬ 
tised as the incomparable and world-famed 
play entitled the Life and Death of the great Anh- 
son.cver D. Johannes Faustns, with cxiellini 
jackpnddiyig tomfoolery from beginning to end 
In this mam performance will he seen with 
woudcvnwnt :— 

1. Pluto floatuig through the air on a dragott. 

2. Dr. Faust's sorcery and conjuration of iht 
spirits. 

3 Jackpudding, whilst he is trying lo collect 
;old, is tormented by all sorts of magtc-hirds ui 
the air. 

4 Dr. Faust's banquet, in winch the show- 
dishes are transformed into fantastic figures. 

5. Marvellous to see will he how men, dogs, 
cats, and other beasts come out of a pasty and fly 
through the air. 

6. A pre-hreathing raven comes fiyvng through 
the air and announces to Faust his approaching 
death. ^ 

T. At len^ Faust is earned away by the 
.pirits. 

8. Lastly, Hell will he represented adorned 
with^l^autiful firewoifis." 

It may easily be imagined how this strange 
medley fell out of favour with the cultured taste 



xliv Introduction 

of the eighteentli century', which under the 
influence of Gottscbed turned more and more 
for inspiration to the classic^al drama of France, 
and fhe last authenticated representation of the 
drama of Faust was in the year 1770. But 
tlic play had already found a new ficdd in 
the marionette-theatre. Such the.itres visited 
Frankfort, Goetlie's birthplace, during fair- 
iimo, and it was in one of them that he saw the 
play as a boy, receiving from it a most profound 
impression. 

The pup])ct-j>lay had no place in the republic 
ot letters until Goethe’s play procured it citizen¬ 
ship It lived only upon the lijis of the show¬ 
men, in a hundred va.rying versions, as the 
hazard ol circumstance shaped it. It was still 
largely plat ed m the first half of last centuiy, 
and an account of the efforts made by literary 
men to secure a copy of the libretto would make 
a story in itself Often it was handed down 
from f.ilher to son, and did not exist in tvriting, 
or if it (lid exist, was jealously guarded as a 
trade secret. Various versions of it w^ere ob¬ 
tained in mcu'c or less imperlect form by making 
notes at actual performances. Amiclst much 
that is as wooden as tlie actors into whose 
moil ill it was ])ut, and much that is “in ’Ercles 
vein,” tlierc are not wanting many marks of its 
higli lineage. 

The version of which there follows the 
brictest rhione is that published by Dr. Wilhelm 
Hamm, who, t’ ,nks to the smartness of his 
amanuensis and the seductive ]lowers of ale and 
wine, succeeded in divertmg for a while from its 
lawful owner a w('ll-thunibed stage-copy of the 
play. 
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The scene opens on Faust in his study; dis¬ 
contented with Theology, he is resolved to study 
“ Nigromanticks.” * A voice on the right warns 
him against this resolution, a voice on the left 
coiiiirras him in it. He decides to follow the 
voi^c from the left. Wagner enters, to an¬ 
nounce the arrival of two students wdth a long- 
wished-for book on “ Nigromanticks.^’ He 
obtains from Faust permission to engage a boy 
to help him with the houscAv^ork. The youth 
engaged is Casper, the clown of the play. Mcan- 
|while Faust with the help of his new book con- 
'jurcs up fi-ve spirits. He wishes to have the 
swiftest for his servant. One is swift as the 
bullet from the gun, another as the wind, another 
as the ship on the sea, another as a snail, another 
aji human thought. ?lis name is Hdcphistc- 
, holes. Tlirough him the usual bargain is 
sti iick with Pluto for four-and-twenty years, 
and the bond is signed with blood, in spite of 
the warning letters H. F. {homo ju^c) wnL by 
the blood on Faust’s finger. Thereupon the 
bond is carried to Pluto by a raven. Faust and 
Ins household now travel to the court of the 
Duke of J^arma, wjiere the sorcerer cmijurcs up 
several dead notabilities, mostly scriptural 
characters, for the entertainment of the court 
Returned home, Faust is seized with remnrse, 
th(‘ devil setLfees him anew by the gift of Helen. 
The tragic tJfne oi the last scene, winch lias 
many striking touches, is relieved by the buf¬ 
foonery of Casper, now a night-watchman, 
the Furies carry off Faust amidst thunder and 
lightning, but the devil Auerhahn, who harl 
come for Casper, will have none of him on learn- 
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ing that he is a night-watchman. With this 
]est at duly-constituted authority the curtain 
fails. 

r 

The Growth of Goethe's Fewst.—We hat^e seen 
ho\r the Faust-drama underwent changes which 
brought it more and more out of harmony with 
the cultured taste formed upon the French 
classical drama. But even before the popular 
1^'aust-play finally disappeared from the boards, 
another movement had sprung up in German 
IncTature, which sought its models amongst the 
i'diglish poets, notably in Milton and Shakspere, 
which raked out from the dust again such 
monuinenls of ancient German literary glory as 
the poiislied lyrics oi the Minnesangcr and the 
jiopuiar eiiic of the Nibelungeii, and which 
oould not tail to be: ntti acted anew by the 
romantic story of the great arcli-sorccrer. 
There vras even in the second half of the 
eigliff'cnth century some intellectual kinship 
With the period which had first given birth to 
the Fa list-legend. The impulse given to free 
inquiry by the French “ age of reason,” not in 
France alone, but in Germany, as in England, 
wais akin to tluit winch haj resulted from the 
Thnival of Letters and the Reformation; all 
minds were in a state of ferment, of revolt 
against old conventions in every branch of 
human activity; and the imperious thirst after 
kTu>wlcdge, combined with the decay of reli¬ 
gious belief, produced then, as it tends to pro¬ 
duce in our owi aays, an inclination to Gabble 
in all kinds oi mystic lore. Faust, the ambi¬ 
tious spirit wli 1 iwwired after all knowledge and 
ail power, reckless of consequences, and shook 
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himself free from all trammels of moral or 
religious law, seemed the very incarnation of 
tlic spirit of the times, and could not possibly 
linve escaped the attention of the fiery young 
geniuses of the age of Storm-and-Stress. And 
so we find there was scarcely a single aspirant 
to liicrary fame but bed in his wallet his scheme 
for £i Faust - romance, a Faust-poem, or a 
Faust-drama. And like the rest of them 
(h'ctlic too had his. 

If we may trust Goethe’s own memory in the 
matter, it was in his twentieth year, in the year 
1769, that he first began to toy with the 
thought,of wriling a Faust-drama. A severe 
illness had brought him home from the Uni¬ 
versity of Leipsii^P his father's house in Franli- 
fort, and he whiled away the tedium of a 
prtitractcd convalescence by studies of alchemy 
and magic, in half-credulous mood. In 1770, 
a^hilst he was pursuing liis studies at the I 3 ni- 
v('rsity of Strasbourg, he tells us “ the signifi¬ 
cant story of the puppet-play again murmured 
and hummed in my soul with manifold voices 
1 too had roamed about in the whole held oi 
science, and had early been brought to see its 
vanity. 1 had made trial of life too in every 
form, and had returned ever more discontented, 
more ill at ease. Now like many another I bore 
these things about with me, and took pleasure 
in them in my hours of solitude, but without 
^ riting any part of them down.” 

When he did actually set pen to paper it is 
impossi^?;^ to say with certainty. Scattered 
allusions show us him busy with it at intervals 
between 1773 and 1775; portions were read to 
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liis friends, and it even leaked out to a wider 
circle that Goethe, whose Gbtz von Berlichingen 
and Weriher had already won liim European 
notoriety, was engaged upon a Faust, .which 
was awaked with the most lively expectation. 
But in 1775. on the invitation of the Duke of 
Saxe-Weirnar, Goethe transferred his abode to 
Weimar, and the distractions and duties of 
court life put an end for fourteen years to all 
work upon the Faust. .Not until his Italian 
journey, not indeed until his second year in 
Italy, did Goethe find himself again in the mood 
to take up the dog’s-eared and time-stained 
manuscript and resume the interrupted task. 
'I he j'art then written Avas the Witch’s Kitchen. 
I'he new impulse, however, earned him no 
lurthcr, and when in 1700 he published an 
eddioiv of liis works, the Faiist-sccnes, ottering 
but a loosely-connected sequence, appeared 
under the title, Faust, a FragmenL 

This fragment did not extend beyond the 
scene in the Minster, and even then, as com¬ 
pared with the completed Part I., it showed 
many gaps. 

It begins with the first monologue of Faust 
in his study, “1 have studied, alas! Philo- 
sophy,” etc., includes the apparition of the 
Earth-Spint, and the first conversation with 
A^agner, as far as the line “In such a leavned 
wise with you to reason.” Of the following 
monologue cf Faust it contains only the first 
four lines. The r'^mainder of this monologue, 
together with the attempt at suicide and the 
Easter-music, is lacking as are also the Easter- 
walk, the first sceiie in the study with the 


-% 
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exorcism of the poodle and the spirit-lullaby, 
the second appearance of Mephistopheles in the 
study, the •dialogue between him and Faust, 
and the striking of the bargain as far as the 
words “ Each yearning assigned in sum to the 
whole race of mortals,” which follow immediately 
on the first four lines of Faust’s monologue after 
the departure of Wagner. Then come the 

remainder of the conversation betivecn Faust 

* 

and Mephistopheles, the scene with the " fresh 
man,” Auerbach’s Cellar, the Witch’s Kitchen, 
and all the Gretchcii-scencs with the exception 
of the dungeon - scene; also the two scenes 
between Faust and Mephistopheles, entitled 
respectively, ” Street,” and ” Woodland ard 
Cave,” the second of which, however, is placed 
between the conversation of Grctchen and 
Lisbeth at the well, and Gietchen’s prayer at 
the shrine of the Virgin. 

Not until 1797 did Goethe again take up the 
Faust, and then largely, thanks to the repeated 
urgings of his friend Schiller. To this new 
growth belong the ” Dedication,” the ” Pro¬ 
logue in Heaven,” the ” Prelude on the Stage,” 
and the greater part of Oberon and Titania’s 
Golden Wedding, the latter not originally 
written for the Faust (see note, Walpurgis- 
Night's Dream, p. 241). Again the work was 
shelved for a while, but with the beginning 
of the new century the poet took the task 
earnestly in hand again, and in 1808, nearly 
fort^^gears after its first conception, the First 
Part 01 Faust appeared complete as we now 
have it. 

It was nearly twenty years from the publica- 
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tion of the First Part before any portion of the 
Second Part was given to the public. In 1S27 
there appealed the third act, bncfly known as 
the “ Helena,” in 1828 the beginning ol the 
first act, and the poet now worked continuously 
upon it until by the middle of the year 1831 the 
])C)em was completed, sealed up and laid aw<iy, 
Aitli instructions that it should be opened and 
publisfed only after Gocllie's death. In 1S32, 
however, he himself opened it, and made one 
or two trifling alterations. x\nd thus the .L;rey- 
headed old man of ciglily-thrcc set the hnishing 
touches to the work first contemplated by the 
youth of twenty, Witliin two months of this 
lie died, and in the same year tlie Second Part 
of Faiisf was published amongst his posthumous 
works. 

The Second Faust —The Second Part of 
Faiist has not yet attained to anything like the 
popularity into which the First Part leapt rd 
once upon its communication to the world 
The reason of this diviTsity in thenr fortunes is 
not far to seek. The feature which captivated 
popular interest in the First Part was no part 
ol the original ancient story which Goethe had 
set himself to revivify. The Gretchen-episode 
was a scion grafted upon the old stock, which 
blossom'^d into such beauty as completely to 
overshadow the fostering stem, it is not the 
medieval diahlenc, still less the modern Wclt- 
s dimerz, which constituies the universal appeal 
of the First Part 01 Tanst. The central fieure of 

O 

the drama is neither the chafing human spirit 
nor the sneering devil. The soul of the play 
IS the Gretchen- tragedy. The piLifui story of 
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sweet girlhood snapped from its stalk and 
trailed in the dust has no limit in the range cd 
its appeal but that of the human heart. It 
grips alike the simple and unlettered, th/' 
cultured and refined. 

That story is consummated in the First Part 
It has and can have no sequel. And so the 
cfjnviction naturally arose that there could be 
no continuation of the Faust, and the jmblic - 
the j)it, at least—was quite content to round 
ofr the story for itself, and take for granted 
that the villain of the piece—Faust, of course 
—met with his merited traditional reward. 

When accordingly the story resumed its origi 
nal course, and the Gretchen-episode retreated 
from the undue prominence which it had usurped 

-not, be it remembered, alone in the public 
tmnd, but also in the author’s own elaboration 
of his scheme—the public would have none of 
it, perplexed and disconcerted, it refused in 
the new drama to recognise its Faust. 

'to this first cause of estrangement were 
added others, and this time it must be admitted, 
such as must ever circumscribe the readers of 
the Second Part within a relatively narrow, 
though it may be hoped, an ever-widening 
circle, from which the simple and the unlettered 
must remain excluded. Whilst the Second 
I\irt of the Faust touches upon, or rather 
searches deeply into, some of the profound est 
problems of human destiny, it portrays none oi 
those elemental emotions which link together 
from the humblest to the highest all degrees 
of human life, no touch of nature which, like 
the tragedy of Grctchen’s betrayal, makes the 
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whole world kin. Its appeal is intellectual, 
rather than emotional; it addresses itself to 
the mind, rather Ilian to the heart. 

A further bander to universal appreciation is 
erecicd by the fact that in the Second Part of 
Lhe drama Goethe draws for his material not 
only uiioii his cxpei'icncc of the livinj; world 
around him, but also, and in large measure, 
upon his experience of the no less ical, but less 
comuioiil}'' accessible world of books; and only 
those who have themselves frequented tliat 
world, or, at least, are content to accept a guide 
through it, will feel themselves at home in this 
creation of his riper years. 

The earlier commentators scarcely mended 
matters. Those of them who tool: the con¬ 
tinuation seriousT^ persisted in seeing in it an 
elaboiatc allegory, wdiich they prt'cecded to 
work out in detail, each along liis owni lines. 
Their labours, reciprocally contradictory, con¬ 
stitute an admirable illustration of a remark in 
the Preface to Bacon’s Wisdom of the Ancients, 
an allegorisation of classical mythology wliich 
might itself suffice to put us on our guard 
ag<iinst the insidious process. Neither am I 
i^pofuat, says Bacon, how fiMe and inconstant 
a thing potion is, as being subject to be drawn and 
wrested any way, and how great the commodity of 
wit and discourse is, that is able to apply things 
well, vet so as never meant by the pist authors. 

Vet the allegorisers were not allogethcr w ith¬ 
out justihcalion. .uiich of the Second Part of 
the Faust, and for the matter of that, some of 
the h'lrbt, has a secondary figurative signifi¬ 
cance, whether we call it allegory or symbolism. 
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whether we regard it as abstract idea clothed in 
concrete form, or as concrete form shadowing 
forth abstract fdea. But no mind, not even 
that of its author, could lay bare to us in haid 
and fast lines the whole of this inner signiii- 
cancc. Each reader will interpret its content 
according to the range of his own o])3ective ami 
subjective experience. 

The transla tor has though t it advisable to give 
the reader in the notes some hint of the various 
ailcgorical interpretations which have been 
read into parts of the text without, as a rule, 
pinning his faith to any. 

The hostile critics disposed shortly of the 
Second Faust as tlic product of Goethe’s 
declining powers, of his dotage, in short. 

But the tide would seem to have turned, and 
Goethe’s words in the First Part upon the slovv 
growth of the appreciation of a great worMhave 
been prophetic of the fortunes of the Second 
Faust .— 

Oji must tt first through long, Jong years have striven 

In perfect beauty ere it greet the Light. 

Tuiai IS born to be the tnomeiU's pleasure, 

'] he sterling gold will future uga treasure. 

The Faust in its entirety is indeed altogether 
unique. Its composition syiicinoriises with the 
whole period of intellectual productiveness oi a 
life gifted with a length and fulness of experi¬ 
ence such as are rarely vouchsafed to mortals. 
From its inception in 1769 to its consummation 
in 1832 it reflects the thoughts and moods of 
the greatest mind of the time, and of one of 
the most universally gifted minds ol all times. 
It is the masterpiece of a poet who re-created 



liv Introduction 

the literature of a nation and re-inspired the 
literature of a continent. Qualified to attain 
pre-eminence in letters, in arit, in science, m 
statecraft, Goethe has made of the Second 
Faust in particular a vast receptacle for his 
r^vcTflowing reflections on these and kindred 
matters 

I'Jie Second Faust has not the impetuous 
rush (h the First, when life moved vehemently, 
ivUh majestic passion , but it abounds in the 
ri])e leMcctioiis of that mellow age which treads 
shyei^'dly now, in heedful fashion. If there are 
in It traces of the advanced u.ge of its writer, 
these arc perhaps to be found in a certain self- 
complacency, akin to the licensed garrulity of 
honoured age, with which the poet protracts 
some porlioiLS beyond due limits, as if secure 
that all that falls from his lips will find res])ect- 
ful liearing, whereas a younger writer, standjiig 
in wholesome avx" of criticism, would perhaps 
have been less sparing of the pruning-knife. lii 
the Mask in Act I. and m the Classical Wah 
pv.y^is Night this makes itself most felt. Yet 
it is hard to put the finger on this or that and 
say that one would wish it away. The present 
wntci would be loth to sacrifice an^-^thing, 
unless, perhaps, it were those venerable, but 
utterly inexplicable and ineffably wearisome 
deities, the Kabiri. 

But if there are some dull passages, there are 
inagnificent bursts of poetry, such as Goethe 
in his highest fl'glits never surpassed. The 
splendid terza rima in the first act {Life's pulses 
newiy-quichencd not: awaken), in spite of some 
obscurities, is amongst the finest poetry the 
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world has seen; the stately re-creation of the 
torms ot the Greek drama, the so-called Helena 
(Act Ill.) will ajjpeal irresistibly to the c]as.sical 
scholar, and let us hope not only to him; the 
impassioned description of Arcadia in the latter 
[j.irt of that act {And now, what though the 
niouniain’s giant shoulders) is in itself a jierfect 
poem, a yearning \asion of that ideal land 
’.vhich men have never seen save in their dream.s. 
The simple and touching idyll of Philemon and 
Baucis, the ghostly prologue to the Classical 
Walpurgj-S Night, the cloud-wrought pictures 
in the prologue to Act IV., the lyrical Euphorion, 
with its tribute to an English poet, the hymn 
of the Pater Profundus (As at my feet, the gaze 
entrancing), Faust’s tranced dream, as also his 
waking vision of the wooing of Leda, these, and 
the countless passages of lesser moment which 
arrest and entrance the attention throughout 
the poem, show no trace of waning powers, and 
more than redeem the occasional longueurs 
'•.iiich were perforce admitted above. So far 
from being a gigantic failure, the Second Part 
of the Faust is in itself a whole poetical litera- 
^re from which it would be possible to cull no 
mean-sized anthology, without ever descending 
to the second-rate. 

To the reader wdio by his reading desires to 
think as well as to feel, who is exhilarated by 
the rarer air of the heights and docs not shrink 
from the labour of attaining to them, the 
Second Faust will be a perennial source of 
inspiration to which he will return again and 
again, as the mountaineer to the high summits. 
He will traverse many an arid tract, but there 
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w ill be revealed to him such shuddering depths, 
such an outlook over land and sea, such occa¬ 
sional vistas of the heavens, as will carry him 
along without weariness when even the First 
Part of the drama has grown monotonous from 
overgreat familiarity. As Mcphistopheles says 
to Faust of Helenas robe, so we may say to 
him:— 

’Tiuill bear thee swxfi above the trivial 
In ether high, so long thou weary not. 

The Present Translation .—The gratifying and 
growing success which the present translation 
has already enjoyed in the “ Temple Classics ” 
has encouraged the translator and the pub¬ 
lishers to ofier it to the public in this even more 
popular form. The opportunity thus furnished 
has been utilised to correct such misprints as 
had crept into the earlier editions and to 
remove a few fla^s from the rendering. The 
translator is ful\y conscious of the fact that 
there is further room for this labour of the file, 
and promises himself at some future time, 
should his resolve be strengthened by continued 
appreciation of his work, to subject it to a yet 
more thorough revision than he has at present 
found himself able to undertake, when he 
trusts that a profounder study of the text and 
commentaries and a riper technique may enable 
liim to render it a worthier reflection of its 
great original. In the meantime, whilst well 
aware that he has no title to speak as the final 
judge, he venturet, again to express the hope 
that his version will be found on the whole 
a more adequate presentation in English of 
Goethe's masterpiece than its predecessors. 
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These, even the best of them, where they do 
not wantonly depart from the original or dilute 
it with otiose irfterpolations, are frequently dis¬ 
figured by mistranslations, often serious ones, 
and that even where no excuse is furnished by 
obscurity in the original, or by the exigencies 
of rhyme and rhythm. Thus one of the best 
known translators, and one whose version has 
been most frequently republished, apparently 
misled by an accidental resemblance in the 
sound of the words, consistently renders the 
German ehern, brazen, by iron, not only in 
figurative uses where the substitution might be 
justified by certain obviously unsuitable asso¬ 
ciations of the literal English equivalent, but 
even when he thereby transforms the bronze age 
of the Homeric heroes into an age of iron! The 
same translator, again apparently misled by a 
resemblance in sound, consistently renders the 
German darf by its relatively rare sense of dare, 
even when the sense cries out for the common 
jneanings of may or need or must. 

The metres fare no better than the sense. In 
the Second Part of the poem, where the adapta¬ 
tion of the ever-varying rhythm to the senti¬ 
ment is of the very essence of the conception of 
the poem, this defect is particularly conspicu¬ 
ous. The iambic trimetre and the Alexandrine, 
which bear a certain superficial resemblance in 
the number of feet, are in thfe extant transla¬ 
tions hopelessly confused. The smooth flow of 
the latter is frequently dislocated by the neglect 
of the median cesura, which Goethe observed 
almost without exception, and the charac¬ 
teristic movement of the former, which certain 
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modifications introduced by Goethe do not 
destroy, sinks by a too frequent admission of 
the median cesura to a dead leXel of monotony, 
that is the merest travesty of Goethe’s nervous 
lines. The choral odes, if anything, fare worse. 
Not only do the metrical schemes bear no 
resemblance to those of the original, but the 
essential metrical correspondence of strophe 
and antistrophe is completely ignored. 

The word-plays, moreover, are frequently no! 
seen, or if seen, shirked in translation. 

The present translator does not claim to ha^'^' 
steered clear of every reef, Nemesis forbid! 
But he docs believe that his claim to have kept 
nearer to the fairway will be judged wcll- 
lounded. 

Tn the matter of rhyme the translator has fell 
no hesitation, m view of the difficulties cf his 
task, in availing himself on occasion of even.' 
licence which can be justified by good prece¬ 
dent. In that he has but imitated both the 
theory and practice of his great original, who 
nevertheless had the richer rhyme-store of 
German whereon to draw and a greater liberty 
in modifying the expression of his thoughts than 
his translator has felt justified in assuming. 
Whcie greater fidelity seemed attainable by a 
little VTesting of the rhyme, it seemed belter 
that the unimpeachability of the rhyme should 
be sacrificed rather than the accurate repro- 
luction of the thought. Happily it is not in 
th*^ more highly-u ■ ught lyrical passages, where 
impeccable rhyme is most essential, that the 
fetters of rhyme are mo_^t galling to bear. In 
grotesque or playful passages a far-fetched 
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rhyme, e g. a compound trochaic rhyme, may 
oven enhance the effect; and in the more hum¬ 
drum dialogue, which in its exclusion of figura¬ 
tive language and of any but everyday words 
offers the greatest obstacles to a rhymed version, 
the occasional admission of imperfect rhyme is 
not only quite in keeping with the general quasi- 
; rosaic effect, but affords also a not unpleasing 
contrast whereby the rest is thrown into higher 
relief. Even in music discords arc admitted, 
anil there may be Mch a thing as pedantry in 
rhyme. The prcsi^t WTifer trusts he has made 
,i judicious and not too frequent use of the 
liberty he has thought fit to arrogate to himself. 
Where the text of the original lends itself 1o 
varying interpretations, it has been the trans- 
laloj's oiulcavoiir to allow his version to reflect 
the various possible senses of the original. 
Only where, after careful reflection, the argu¬ 
ments in favour of any particular interpretation 
iiave seemed to him overwhelmingly conclu¬ 
sive, lias he permitted himself to render tlmt 
interpretation with unambiguous precision. 

The problem which confronted the writer in 
Hie notes was greatly complicated by exigencies 
of space. It w'as a question of compressing into 
relatively few pages the essential results of 
volumes of criticism. He has perforce limited 
himself to the endeavour to furnish the average 
English reader with the most indispensable 
clues whereby to find his way through what is 
admittedly a tangled maze. Those who may 
be tempted by his labours to explore every 
corner of the labyrinth will doubtless seek 
further guidance. 
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The notes, though by no means entirely 
second-hand, are naluraliy largely gleaned from 
the labours of others. Exceptin a'few specific 
instances the writer has not thought it neces¬ 
sary to make individual acknowledgment of his 
indebtedness. It did not seem desirable to 
support his conclusions with an array of refer¬ 
ences, which being mo.stly to German writers, 
would have been eo ipso useless to those readers 
for whom a translation of the great German 
poet was required. The writer prefers to make 
ius acknowledgments once for all to the great 
host of his predecessors in this field, whose 
labours have, as they them.sclves would have 
wished, become common property. 

ArmstronCx College 
I'in die Unuorsity of 
Newca'itle-iipon-Tyiif' 

April 1908. 
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As into some cathedral’s echoini^ aisles, 

\’ast and niysicnous in the triilmj" light, 

Wliere soaring iirches melt into the night, 

And massy pillars stretch out shadowy miles, 

W’e niter here, O Alaster oi many styles! 

W’lthout, grim gargoyles wmg their irozen flight; 
IMaitvrs and samts the stoned windows (light, 
d'lnimjihant victor? o'er the Tempter's wiles; 

A crucifix o’er tin* liigh altar towers. 

Great symbol ol mu oiujuer.dfle Love; 

TJallled the Evil S]ant hm]is away; 

Tlu' air lb iK'avy with Mother Mary's flowers; 

M hiter than ’gainst an angry sky the dove. 

With bij earning e yes, a white soul kneels to pray. 

El. L. 
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DEDICATION 


Ve wavering phantoms, yet again my leisure 
Ye haunt, as erst ye met my troubled gaze. 

Still doth mine heart the old illusion tieasurc ? 
Now shall I fix the dream that round me plays ? 
Ve throng upon me ! Nay then, have your 
pleasure, 

Ye that around me rise from mist and haze i 
My bosom by the magic breath is shaken, 

That breathing round your tram, old dreams 
doth waken. 

Dreams of glad days ye bring ; and well-loved 
faces, 

Dim shades of well-loved faces greet mine eyes. 
Like an old tale that dies adown Time’s 
spaces, 

I' irst Friendship and first Love with ye arise. 
‘Fhe old wounds smart, and grief again retraces 
Lite’s labyrinthine course, and names with sighs 
The trusty hearts, reft of their sunny season, 
Rapt ere myself away by Fortune’s treason. 

Ah 1 of my songs they may not hear the latter, 
Those souls for whom mine earlier songs were 
sung; 

Scattered the friendly throng as mist-wreaths 
scatter! 

Mute the first echo as a harp unstrung 1 
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I sing to strangerfe, and when they would 
flatter, 

E^en by their very cheers mine ’heart is wrung; 
And if there live whom once my song delighted. 
In the wide world they wander disunited. 

There seizes me a long unwonted yearning 
For yonder silent, solemn spirit-realm; 

My faltering, fitful song is tuned to mourning, 

A harp iEolian in a windy elm ; 

A shudder seizes me, the tears throng burning, 
And soft, sad thoughts my steadfast heart 
overwhelm ; 

All that I have, now far away seems banished, 
All real grown, that long ago had vanished. 



PRELUDE UPON THE STAGE. 

Manager, Stage-poet, Merry Andrew'. 


MANAGER. 

Yi twain, that oft have been my stay 
In trial and in tribulation, 

hat hope you, in the German nation, 

Of this our undertaking, say ? 

Fam would I please the crowd, and with good 
reason. 

Their motto ; LAvr and let live, I approve. 

The posts, the boards aie up, and for a season 
itach looks for such a feast as he doth love. 
Alieady, with uplifted eyebrows, yonder 
They sit at ease, and fain would gape in wonder. 
1 know how best to please the vulgar taste. 

Yet never was I in a like quandary ! 

True, they are not accuijtomed to the best. 

But what they’ve read—it’s extraordinary ! 

Piiiy, how shall wc contrive, that fresh and new 
And weighty all may be, yet pleasing too ? 

For of a truth the sjiectacle is stirring, 

Vf lien to our booth in streams the people press. 
And with convulsive throes and oft-recuiring. 
Thrust themselves through the narrow gate of 
grace ; 

B>y four, ere darkness cneitake us. 
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On to the pay-box fight, with shoves and 
shrieks. 

And as in diiest dearth for bread about a bake¬ 
house, 

So for a ticket almost break their necks. 

On such a varied throng, none but the poet 

This miracle can woi k. To-day, my friend, 
pray do it. 


O ! tell me not of yonder motley legion S 
Our spirit flees confounded at its sight. 

Veil me the surging throng, whose wild contagion 
Still draws us into the eddy in our despite 1 
Nay, lead me to that tranc|uil heavenly region, 
Where only blooms the Poet’s pure delight ; 
Where Love and Friendship charm to bud and 
blossom, 

With godlike hand, the bliss within our bosom ! 

Ah ! all that there deep in the breast iia:h 
risen. 

What to themselves the faltering lips recite, 
Miscarried now, now brought to full fruition, 
Fngulphs the wild, tumultuous moment’s might. 
Oft must it strive for life through many a season, 
Fre in its perfect form it greet the light. 

Tinsel is born to be the moment’s pleasure; 

The sterling gold will future ages treasure. 

MERRY ANDREW. 

Marry ! don’t prate to me of futuie ages ' 
if care of them my every thought engages. 

Who will amuse this age ? for fun 
It will and must have, that I can see. 
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The presence of a gallant lad, I fancy, 

Is something too, when all is said and done ! 
Him wlio^ets fbrth his thoughts in genial wise 
The popular caprice will not embitter. 

To sway the passions when he tries. 

The bigger be the crowd, the fitter. 

Take heart of grace, some masterpiece invent; 
Let Fancy lead her witching train before us,— 
Reason and Passion, Sense and Sentiment; 

But mark me, let not Folly fail i’ the chorus. 

MANAGER. 

Let plenty happen—do what else you will ! 
They come to see, then let them gaze their fill. 
Before their eyes reel off a well-filled plot, 

So that the crowd may gape in wide-mouthed 
wonder. 

d’hus greater breadth of interest youVe got. 

The house, well-pleased, its praise will thunder. 
By mass alone the masses can you move. 

Each man will pick his own from out your 
miscellany. 

He who brings much, something w'ill bring for 
many. 

So all the house your efforts will approve. 

Serve up your piece in pieces, for indeed a 
Success is sure, with such an ollu pocJrida 
’Tis easily dished up, as easily thought out; 

And should you serve a whole, youM fare no 
better I doubt. 

The public still would tear it you to tatters. 

POET. 

A sorry handicraft, upon my soul ! 

How little that the genuine artist flatters ! 
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The botchwork of that guild most worshipful 
Is now, I see, your oracle in these matters. 

j ' 

MANAGER. 

In such reproach for me no sting doth lurk. 

The man who means to do good work, 

Must choose the tool he deems the fittest. 
Bethink thee now! 'tis but soft wood thou 
splittest. 

Think whom ve write for, in a word ! 

One man will come because he's bored ; 

One from a sumptuous table, filled with vapours, 
And, what is most to be deplored, 

Full many a one from reading daily papers. 
Distraught to us they come, as they go masquer¬ 
ading. 

Each step but curiosity doth wing. 

The ladies play their part, and in the pageant 
aiding, 

Their charms and toilettes gratis bring. 

Why dream ye idly on your heights poetic r 
What makes a crowded thentic laugh 
Scan closely each you have for critic ; 

Half they are careless, brutal half. 

After the play, this man will play at cards ; 

This on a wench's breast will sj>end the night 
in riot. 

With such an aim, poor foolish baids, 

The gracious Muses why disquiet : 

1 tell you, give them more, and more, and ever 
more, 

And then the goal you surely cannot fail of. 

Set their brains whirling, that's what tAey love 1 
To satisfy them’s nast 5 our power. 

What ails you ? Rapture is it or vexation ? 
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POET. 

Away ! a^d se^k thyself another slave ! 

What! the sublimest right that Nature gave, 

His birthright, shall the Poet for thy sake 
Trifle away in such an impious fashion : 
Wherewith all hcaits doth he impassion ? 
W^heiewith each element submissive make? 

’Tis with the harmony his bosom doth conceive, 
I’hat in his heart knits up the ravelled sleave 
(^f this fiaycd world ! When Nature on her 
spindle, 

Impassive ever, twists her endless thread, 

When all things clash discordant, and but kindle 
Displeasure in the jarring notes they spread— 
Who with the dull, monotonous How' doth 
mingle 

Life, and doth mark it off with rhythmic 
swing ? 

Who to the Whole doth consecrate the Single, 
IMended in one sweet harmony to ling? 

Who bids the stoim rage like a human bosom ? 
in tranquil hearts the evening splendour glow ? 
Who scatters every fairest spring-tide blossom 
O’er the Beloved’s path, like snow ? 

^Vho twines from leaves as common as the clods 
A glorious crown, each noble deed to gild ? 

ho stablishcs Olympus, peoigles it with Gods ? 
Man’s Might it is, and in the Bard revealed ! 

MERRY ANDREW. 

Then use these noble powers that sway you, 

And ply your poet’s trade, I pray you, 

As one a love-adventure may. 

You meet by chance, you’re drawn to her, you 
slay; 
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Little by little, you^x* entangled ; 

Your bliss still grows, then it is well- nigh 
strangled. 

First rapture—then comes pain, and evil chance, 
And ere you^re ’ware of it, ’tis grown lo a 
romance. 

So Jet us give a play, friend Poet! 

Take a good handful out of human life. 

’^rhough all men live it, few there be that know it. 
Grasp where you will, with interest ’tis rife. 
Your pictures vague—but crowd your mirror ; 

A spark of truth—a sea of error. 

Thus is the best drink brewed, whereby 
All men you will refresh and edify. 

Then round your play will Hock the fairest 
blossom 

Of youth, to listen to your revelation. 

And from your wwk will every feeling bosom 
Suck nurture lor its melancholy passion. 

Now to your touch this string, now that on;: 
stirs, 

And each man secs what in his heart he bears. 
Youth is still lightly moved to weeping and to 
laughter. 

Still honours soaring thought, and still deliglits 
in dreams. 

When once matured, you can’t content’em after,— 
A heart in growth with gratitude still teems. 

POET. 

Then give me back the days departed 
When I myself was still in growth ; 

When from the fount the songs still started, 
Unsought-for and unfailing both. 

When still the world in mists was shrouded, 
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The buds still promised miracles; 

When for my plucking all the dells 
With thousand "blossoms still were crowded. 
Naught had I, yet enough I had, 

Tliiisting for Truth, and in Illusion glad. 

Give me those passions all unfettered, 

Filibs that is close akin to pain, 

T^’he might of Love, the strength of Hatred ; 

Ah ! give me back my youth again! 

MKRRY ANDR) W. 

Youth, my good friend, 1 own is highly 
retjuisite, 

When in the fray the foe hard presses ; 

When round thy neck with all their might 
Fair maidens hang with fond caresses; 

When far the runner’s crown doth glance, 

And from the haid-won goal doth beckon ; 
V/hen, hushed the breathless, giddy dance, 

The hours till dawn the goblets reckon. 

I’ut yours to sweep the well-known strings, 
\^’'ith grace and fire by age unfrozen ; 

Tu roam, with winsome wanderings, 

Towards a goal yourbclves have chosen. 

’^riiat, aged Sirs, is yours, nor less 
These childish ways we honour, e’en the eldei 
in ; 

Old age not childish makes, whatever one sayh; 
It only finds us still as very children. 

MANAGi-'R. 

Come, come, of words enough we’ve bandied ; 
’Tis time that deeds were now begun. 

At compliments you’re both neat-handed, 

But meanwhile, something might be done. 
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What boots long talk ot inspiration ? 

Your faint-heart never is in vein. 

Seek you a jioct’s re^nitation ? 

O’er Poetry assert your reign ! 

You know our needs, why longer stickler 
Strong dunks alone our ]>alates tickle— 

I’rcw us strong drinks witliout delay. 
’Po-morrow will not do wiiat is not done to-day. 
A day let slip is never overtaken. 

The Possible l<‘t youi rc.oKe 
Grasp by the forelock, all unshaken. 

Be sure its grip will nc\er slacken ; 

Caught in tlic whirl h must revolve, 
l^pon our German stage, you know, 

Itacii may try what he will, and so 
Stint not to-dav in scenery, 

And stint not in niachineiy ! 

Bi ing down the sun and moon from H eaven’s 
abysses ! 

J.avish the stars from all the Zodiac ! 

Of water, fire, precipices, 

Of beasts and birds, thcTC is no lack. 

Witliin out boarded house’s narrow bound 
Mete out Creation’s s]iaciou& round, 

And quickly move, yet thoughtfully as well, 
From Heaven, through the Itaith, to Hell. 



PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 

The Lord, The Heavkni.\ Hosts, lattr 

Ml: PHISTOPHETES. 

\The three Archiirv^ds cnme jorivard 
RAPHAEL., 

Thf sun, with many a sistei-sphere, 
otill sings the rival psalm of womlet, 

And still his fore-oidained career 
Ticcomplishes, with tread of thunder. 

The sight sustains the angels* piime, 

Though none mav spell the mystic story? 

Thy Works, unspeakably sublime. 

Live on, in all their primal glory. 

GABRIEL. 

And swift, unutterably swilt. 

Earth rolls around her pageant splendid; 

Day, such as erst was Eden's gilt, 

Ey deep, dread Night in turn attended. 

And all the towering cliHs among, 

In spreading stiearns tipfoam.^ the Ocean, 

And cliff and cea are whiiled along, 

Wnh circling orbs, in ceaseless motion. 

MICHAEL.. 

And storms tumultuous biawl amain, 

Now seaward and now shoreward blowing. 
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Round the great world a mighty chain 
Of deepest force in frenzy throwing. 

And lo ! a dashing desolation 
Heralds the thunder on its way I 
Yet we, O Lord, in adoration 
Mark the sweet progrci.& of Thy Hay. 

ALL THREE. 

The sight sustains the angels' prime, 

Since none may spell the mystic story. 

Thy Works, unspeakably sublime, 

Live on, in all their primal glory, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sith Thou, O Lord, dost once again dra'v neai. 
And ask what nev/s with us, if news be any, 

And Thou wert wont to make me welcome 
here, 

Me also dost Thou see arnungst the meiny. 
Pardon! to words sublime I cannot soar, 
^’hough all Thy court in mockery weie scofF- 
ing. 

My sentiment would move Thy laughter, sure, 
I'ladst Thou not long unlearned the art of laugh- 
mg. 

O 

No song of sun and worlds can I invent; 

I only see how men themselves torment. 

The little god o’ the world, in type unaltered 
wholly, 

Lives on, good lack ! in all his primal folly. 
He’d live a little better even, 

Ca/’st Thou him not a glimmer of the light of 
Heaven. 

He calls it Reason, uses it but 
More bestial to be than any brute. 
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He seems to me, saving your Grace’s presence, 

A long-legged grasshopper in very essence. 

That ever*Hies,.and Hying springs". 

Then straightway in the grass her ancient ditty 
sings. 

And did he but lie i’ the grass ! but then he 
doesn’t ; 

He sees no filth, but he must poke his nose in’t. 

THIL LORD. 

I s that the sum of thy narration ? 

Hast ne\cr aught but accusation ? 

Still upon Earth is nothing to thy mind 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

No, Lord ! all things on Earth still downright 
bad 1 find. 

Mortals their piteous fate upon the rack so 
stretches, 

Myself have scarce the heart to plague the 
wretches. 


THE LORD. 

Dost thou know F aust ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELFS. 

The Doctor ? 

THE LORD. 

Aye, My servant. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Marry, and oddly of your will observant! 

Nay, tlie fool’s mea’- and drink, not earthly are. 
Him doth his ferment drive afar. 
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Half he is conscious of his madness. 

On Heaven he calls for every fairest star, 

He calls on Earth for every highest giadness ; 
Nor Heaven nor Earth, nor Neai nor Far 
Can win his decp-stiried bosom from its sadness. 

THE Loai), 

Though now his service be as a tangled skem, 
Yet will I lead him soon to peidcct vision. 

The gardener knows, when the young iiee is 
gieen, 

’Twill glad the years with blossom and Iruition 

MFPHISTOPHELLS. 

What will you w^a' Give me but pernns- 

To lead him gently on my way. 

Ell win him fiom vou to I'Cidition. 

Tilt LORD. 

Whilst still he sees the earthly dav, 

So long it shall not be forbidden. 

Whilst still man stuves, still must he strav. 

MFl'HLSTOl'HT LLS. 

For that much tiianks, for with a dead 'un 
To bu;y me was ne’er my hobby. 

Most do 1 love a cheek that’s rosy-red and 
chubby. 

For a dull corpse I’m not at hoinc. 

I’m like the cal wi’ tlie mouse—L like "'em 
frolicsome. 


1 !•;£ LORD. 

Enough ! his life in»o thy band be given ! 
Fiom its well-head draw thou this soul astray. 
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And canst thou grasp him, lead him even 
Down with thee on the downward way, 

And stand* abashed, when thou must needs con¬ 
fess 

That a good man, by his dim impulse driven, 

Of the right way hath ever consciousness. 

MLPHrSTOPHELtS. 

Well, time will show who is the sagcr. 

T’m not in the least concerned about my wager. 
When I attain the goal I’ve choacn, 

Grudge not if then F crow with swelling breast 
Dust shall he cat, and W'ith a zest, 

Like to the well-known snake, my cousin. 

THE LORD. 

Aye, show thy face, succeeds thy trial, 

Fieely. Thy likes Mine hatred ne'er have 
won. 

Of all the Spirits of Denial, 

1. ks Me the le ast the mischievous buifoon, 

Man’s efforts lightly flag, and seek too low a 
level. 

Soon doth he pine for ali-uniianimelled sloth. 

V\ lieicdorc a mate I give him, nothing loth, 
Who sjiurs, and shapes and must cicare though 
Devil. 

l;ut ye, God’s sons in love and duty, 

Ivejoice ye in the living wealth of heautv. 

EtTernal Growth, that works and failetli not, 
Vv^ifhin Love’s golden bars ever enfold you. 

In wavering apparition what doth lloa% 

Ixidied in thought unperishing uphold vou. 

[He Heavens dose. I'hi Hrchiin^tls separate. 
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MEPHlbTOPHELFS, tlloriC, 

I like to see the Ancient now and then, 

And shun a breach, for truly ’ti»^ most 

In such a mighty persona;;e, to dti^n 

T*j chat so affably, e’en with the very Devil. 



GOETHE'S FAUSl 
F“irst Part of the Trag’edy 

NIGHT. 

In a hi^h-n^anlted^ narrozv Gothic chamlwr^ FAUST, 
rentlessy on his scaty at the desk. 

I HAVE studied, alas ! Philosophy, 

And Jurisprudence, and Medicine too, 
y\nd saddest of all, Theology, 

With ardent labour, through and through ! 

And here I stick, as wise, poor fool, 

A« when niy vSteps first turned to school. 

Master they style me, nay. Doctor, forsootii. 
And nigh ten years, o’er rough and smooth, 

Aiiid up and down, and aciook and across, 

I lead my pupils by the nose, 

And know that in truth we can know—nauglit 1 
M^’ heart is turned to coil at the thought. 

T am \;dser, true, than your coxcomb-tribe. 

Your Doctor and Master, your Parson and 
Scribe ; 

*^['0 110 idol of scruple or doubt do I grovel 
1 know no fear of Hell or of Devil, 
f'ur joy is a stranger to my seclusion. 

1 hug to my heart no fond illusion, 

As tliat I know aught worth the knowing. 

Or men could better, ni) wisdom sliowing. 

35 
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And then, I own nor wealth nor land. 

Nor honour nor glory can command ; 

A dog w'^ould scorn such a life* to lead ! 

So I’ve turned me to magic in my need, 

If ha])!y spirit-j'Ower and speedi 
May Tuaiiy a hidden niysiery teach, 

'riiar 1 with bitter labour re 

No More need say wliat I do nut knov;; 

That 1 rlie mighty inmost tether 

May know, that binds the world togetbci ; 

AIJ gH‘ms, all forces that lifewards struggle, 
And with vam words no longer juggle. 

Would thou, full-orbed Moon, didst thine 
Thy last uj)on this pain of mine, 
d^Jiuu whom, from this my desk, so oft 
i watched at midnight climb aloft! 

O’ei books and papers thou didst send 
d’hy latiiauce, melancholy ftiend. 

Ah, could I, on some mountain-height, 
flliile onwaid, stce])ed in thy dear light, 
l^ound mountain-caves with spirits hover. 

Or iloat the moonlit meadows over, 

From tunics of learning purge my soul, 

Batlic m tliv^ dew, and so be whole ! 

^^'oc ! still within this duri,f:eonks thiall ? 
Accursed, stilling hole i* the wall ! 

Where Heavcids own blessed ladiance strains 
But dnmly, through the painted jianes ! 

Whose loom is ciamped with tome on tome, 
Fietted with \v -'ms, with dust o’cilaid, 

And up to the ceiling’s vauhed dome, 

With smoke-stained paper all aria\e<i; 
Glasses and gallipot* crowd the rack, 
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Vain instruments the room encumber, 

Crammed in with old, ancestral lumber * 

That is thy world ! a world, good lack i 

And canst thou ask, why in thy breast 
Thy choking heart is ill at ease, 

Why, with a nameless j>ain opjaest, 

'Phv pulse of life doth fail and lieeze : 

God fashioned man that he should root 
In living Nature ;—thine the fault! 

Thou dwellesl in a charnel-vault, 

’Midst mouldering bones of man and brute 1. 

Flee ! out into the boundless land i 
This book of mystic Gramarye, 

The work of Nostradamus’ hand, 

An all-sulllcing guide will be. 
l iiou’lt see what course the stars do hold ; 
And, if but Nature teach thee, soon 
Thy soul the mystery will unfold 
How spirits each with each commune. 

D y meditation here in vain 
The holy symbols would explain. 

YvHirseives, ve Spirits, hovoi near; 

Answer me now, if any iiear ! 

IHe opens the hooh^ and hts rye U^ht 
upon the sign of the Macrocosm. 
Ha ! what a heavenly rapture at this sight, 
in sudden hood, with all my senses mingles! 
riirough nerve and vein, young holy life’ 
delight 

^Vlth a new-glowing ardour thiills and tingles! 

as it a God, these symbols that did write, 
V/hich soothe to sleep mine inner madness, 
Which fill my yearning heart with gladness. 
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And with a strange, mysterious might 
Witlidraw from Natuie's powers the veiJ, to 
cheer mv sadness f 

Am J a God I such Jight on me hath broken ^ 

I see m this pure charactery 

Cieative Natuic, limned in vivid imagery. 

Now, now i know, wliat Ms the sage hath 
spoken: 

'Fhe s])irit-world shuts nut its porta!; 

“ Thine heart is dead, thy senses sleep; 

“Up! in the crimson dayspiing, mortal, 

All undismayed, thy bosom steej)! 

cGTisidns the x.g n. 

Into the Whole how all things weave, 

One in another work and live ! 

What heavenly forces up and down are rangiiu^ 
The golden buckets interchanging. 

With wafted benison winging, 

From Heaven through the Fai th are springing. 
All through the All ha rmonious ringing ! 

A glorious pageant! yet a pageant meiely ! 

Thou boundless Nature, where shall I grasp tlir.e 
clearly ? 

Where you, ye breasts, founts of all life that 
fail not, 

At winch both Hea\eii and Farth aie nuFiSevi ' 

For ye the withered bieast doth thirst_ 

Ve well, ye slake, 1 faint, yet ye avail not! 

[//tf oJ)erjs the bouk petulintJy at anotl'er 
place^ and his eye liyhts upon the 
symbol of the Earth-spirii! 

How Otherwise upon me works this si'-n ! 

1 huu, bpirit of f irth, to me ait nigher; 

My powers I fcci already higher, 
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J ^iow, as if with new-made wine. 

FuJJ-steelcJ to tread the world I feel ray 
mettle, * • 

Earth’s woe, Eaith’s bliss, my soul can not 
unsettle, 

I would not blench with storms to battle, 

Nor quail amidst the shipwreck’s crash and 
rattle !— 

Clouds gather overhead— 

'i’he moon withdraws her light— 

The lamp is dying ! 

Vapours arise !—Red lightnings quiver 
About mv head !—A shudder 

m/ 

i)own-wafted from the vaulted gloom 
Lays hold on me 1 

iSjiirit conjured, that hovering near me art. 
Unveil thyself! 

Ah ! what a sjiasm racks my heart! 

'Fo novel emotions 

My senses are stirred with storm like the 
ocean’s ! 

I feel thee draw my heart, with might un¬ 
measured ! 

’i’hou must! thou must ! though life stand on 
the hazard ! 

takes up the book^ and pronounces 
tn mysterious nvise the symbol of 
the Spirit. A ruddy Jlame Jlashes. 
The Spir it appears tn the Jlame. 

SPIRIT. 

Who calls to me ? 

FAUST, turning a'way. 

Appalling Apparition ! 
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SPIRIT. 

Thou'st drawn me here, .with, might and 
main, 

Long at my sphere hast sucked in vain, 

And now— 


F^-lUST. 

Woe’s me ! 1 may not bear the vision! 


spiRir. 


Panting thou pleadest for niy presence, 

To look upon niy lace, my voice to hear; 

Thy soul’s puissant pleading compels me, 1 
appear!— 

What mortal dread, ihou man of mori' than 
mortal essence, 

Gets hold on tiiec i* WIktc now tlie outcr\ of 
thy soul: 

I’he bieatiL, tnat in itself a wot id did fashion 


wliole, 

And liugged, and cherished : I'hat, with 

raptuie all a-tingle, 

Puffed itself up with us that spiiits are to 
mintde ? 

j 

Where art ti.ou, Pauit. wluz-e clanmur Idled 
mine car, 

Thou, that dulbt press amain into my sphere r 

Say, IS It thou, that by my brL.i.h surrounded. 

In all Life’ s utmost deeps confounded, 

Dost shrink away, a timorous, writhing worm ? 


FAUST. 

Creature of Flame, thou shalt not daunt me! 
*Iis 1, ’tis Faust, diy peer I vaunt me* 
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SPIRIT. 

In floods of being, in action’s storm^ 

Up and down i wave, 

To and fro 1 flee, 

Birth and the grave, 

A)i infinite sea, 

j\. changeful weaving, 

An ardent living; 

O _ 

Tlie ringing loom of Time is my care, 
And i weave God’s livmg garment there. 


^AU^T. 

Tliou busy Sjhrii, that raiigest unconfined 
Round the wide woild, how near I feel to thee 1 

SPIRIT. 

Tl-ou’rtlike the Spiiit thou gras]>est with thy 
mind, 

d'houh't not like me ! 

\Vanishes 

FutrsT, /.i ipiriihss collapse. 

Not thee ? 

Wliom then ? 

1, made in God’s own image! 

Not even hke thee ! 

\_/l knock without, 

O Death! I know it; ’tis my hamulus. 

Idms doth my fairest fortune vanish 1 
^diat this dull giovellcr should banish 
The fulness of my visions thus ! 

Splinter Wagner, in dressing-govm and 
night^cap^ lamp in hand. Faust 
turns round ill-humouredly. 
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Pardon—I heard your voice declaiming ; 
^Doubtless some old Greek tragedy you re:jd ? 
I too at progress in this art am aiming, 

For now-a-days, it stands you in good stead. 
Oft have 1 heard it vaunted that a preacher 
Might profit, with an actor to his teacher. 


Aye, marry, if your preacher be an actor, 

As that from time to time well happen iijay. 

WAGNER. 

Alas ! cooped in one’s study, like a malefactor. 
Seeing the world scarce on a holiday, 

Scarce through a telescope, by rare occasion, 
How shall one hope to lead it by persuasion ? 


Y ourself must feel it first, your end to capture. 
Unless from out the soul it well, 

And with a fresh, resistless rapture 
Your hearers’ very hearts compel,— 

You only sit and gum together. 

Hash up the orts from others’ feast, 

Blow puny ilames with lungs of leather, 

From ashes whence tlie life has ceased ! 
Children and apes will gape in admiration. 

If for such praise your palates thirst; 

But heart to heart ye will not sway and fashion, 
Save in your heart ye feel it first, 

WAGNLR. 

Yet elocution makes the orator ; 

I’m far behind, 1 xeel :t more and more. 
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Seek thou an honest ret: ibution 1 
Be thou no motley, jingling fool ! 
it needs but little elocution 
To speak good sense by reason's rule, 
if ye*ve a message to deliver, 

Need ye for words be hunting ever ? 

Aye, all your tinsel speeches, where ye curl 
But paper-shreds for Man, no more can epneken, 
Tlrin can the misty winds, that rustling whirl 
d’he leaves that Autumn from the trees hath 
stricken ! 


WAG N I- n, 

Ah God ! but art is long, 

And short our life, and ever. 

Discouraging my critical endeavour, 

Dejircssing thoughts through head and bosom 
throng. 

Idow hard it is, the obstacles to level, 

Bo gain the means which lead you to the 
source! 

And haply, ere you’ve run but half the course, 
Comes Death, and snaps you u]j, poor de\il. 


Parchment I is that the holy spring that 
quickens, 

A draught from which for ever stills the thirst ? 
All unrefreshed the soul still sickens, 

’ /ill trom the soul itself the fountain burst. 


Pardon ! the joy may well be courted. 
Into the spirit of the times transported, 
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To 8te what thoughts of old the wise have 
entertained, 

^A.nd then, how we at last such gloHous heights 
have gained. 


FAUST. 

Oh aye, up to the stars we've clomb.’ 

My friend, the times gone by aic but in sum 
A book with seven seals protected. 

What S])irit of the-Times you call, 

Good Sirs, is but your spirit after all, 

In which tlie times are seen rejected. 

And verily, 'tis oft a sorry sight! 

At the first glimpse of it one runs away. 

A dust-bin and a lumber-room outright! 

At best, 'tis liistory in a pu]>j)ct-play. 

With excellent pragmatic maxims garnished, 
Wherewith a puppet's mouth is fitly furnished ! 

WAGNER. 

But then, the world, the heart and mind of men ! 
We all would fain know something of them, 
suiely. 


FAUST. 

Aye marry, what call tnow, but then 
Wi ',0 to the child can fit the name securely ? 
The tew who aught thercor have known or 
learned, 

Who their hearts' fulness foolishly unsealed, 

And to the vulgar herd their thoughts and 
dreams re* ealed. 

Men in all tiincu liave crucilicd and burned. 

I prithee, friend, 'tis far into the night, 

We'll break otl h,” this present season. 
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I would have watched for ever with deliaht, 

In such a learned \Mse with you to reason. 

Grant me to-morrow, being Haster-Sunday, 

On this and that to question you this one day. 
I*ve been a student diligent and zealous; 

True 1 know much, but all to know Tm jealous. 


FAUST, alone» 


How is the head by hope not all forsaken. 
That ever cleaves to stalest stult, and when 
With greedy hand he digs for treasmes, then 
Ifa overjoyed, if earth-worms he hath taken ! 


Should such a mortal’s voice mine ear beset, 
Wheic spirits environed me, in throng bewilder- 
ing ? 

Yet ah ! this time I owe a debt 
To thee, the meanest-souJed of all earth’s children 
Me from my deep despairing didst thou wrest, 
T'l<at instantly did threat to drive me frantic. 

j 

The apparition, ah ! was so gigantic. 

That 1 stood forth, a very dwarf confessed. 


I, God’s own image, that did fondly deem 
Myself the mirror near of truth eternal, 

Revelled in light and radiance supeina!. 

Mortal no longer in mine own e.steem ; 

1, higher than the angels, whose free might 
Through Nature’s veins presumed in glad puls¬ 
ation 

To flow, and revel God-like in creation, 

How bitter now must le my expiation! 

A word of thunder dashed me from mj height. 
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’Tis oveibold myself with thee to measure ! 
I’hoiigh I had might to draw thee at my plea¬ 
sure, » *■ 

To bid thee tarry had T not the might. 

Yet in that moment soul-contenting 
I felt myself so small, so great ; 

Tiut thou didst spurn me, unrelenting, 

Back into man’s uncertain fate. 

What shall I shun ? and who will teach me 
clearly ? 

j 

Shall I yon vearning dream obey ? 

Our very deeds, alas ! and not our sutferingk 
merely, 

Shackle our steps along life’s way. 

Ever the mind’s most glorious ideal 
Strange and yet stranger matter doth o’ergrow ; 
When this world’s Good is won, we count it 
real. 

And count the Better but a mocking show. 

The glorious fantasies, that erst our soul did 
quicken, 

Soon in this earthly welter sw^oon and sicken. 
Once her bold flight would Fancy fain increase. 
All hopeful, to the Inflmte around her; 

A narrow space suffices, when she sees 
Venture on venture in Time’s whirlpool founder. 

Deep in the heart nests Care, a guest unbidden. 
Theie doth she work her sorrov/s hidden. 
Restless she rock*^ herself, disturbing joy and 
peace. 

Ever with some new mask she hides her face. 
Herself as wife and child, as house and home¬ 
stead veiiiLii, 
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As fire, water, poison, steel; 

Each blow that falls not dost thou feel. 

And what thou ne^cr bhalt lose, that ever art 
bewailing. 

Not like the gods am 1 ! Into the quick ^tis 
thrust! 

Em like the worm, that wriggles through the 
dust. 

Which, as in dust it lives and dust consumes. 

The passing foot annihilates and entombs. 

* 

L-, it not dust, that cramps before mine eyes 
This lofty wall, from its untold recesses, 

Tlie trumpery, that with trash in myriad guise 
Me in this mothy world oppresses ? 

Hcie shall I find what fails, where with one 
fact, 

A thousand books the searching mind importune— 
That mortals everywhere alike are racked, 

That here and there, one hath had fairer 
fortune ? 

What doth thy grin import, thou hollow skull. 
Save that thy brain, like mine, perplexed and 
harassed. 

Sought the clear day, yet strayed in twilight dull, 
Yearning for Truth, in Error’s maze em¬ 
barrassed ? 

In sooth, ye instruments make me your mock ! 
Your wheels and cogs, rollers and gimmals boot 
not. 

Ye should have been the keys, the portal to 
unlock ; 

Your wards are daedal, truly, yet the bolts )c 
shoot not. 
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Mysterious in the open day, 

Nature lets no man of her veil bereave her. 
What to thy mind herself will not ‘betray, 

Thou canst not from her wrest with fi,crew and 
lever. 

Ye ancient pear, whose aid I nc^er invoked, 
Because my father used you, heie y' moulder. 
Thou too, old pulley, growest strangely smoked. 
So long upon this desk the lamp doth dimly 
smoulder. 

Far better liad 1 sjient iny little without iiccd, 
Tliari {lere to moil, wlieic still tliat little doth 
but cumber ! 

W)iat from thv sires thou li.ist, make thine 
indeed, 

Kre rliat amongst thy goods thou niimbcT ! 

We use alone the tool fianied bv the moment^s 

■* 

need; 

The rest, all that we use not, is but lumbei. 

But wiiy doth yonder spot rivet my roving 
glances ? 

!«! then yon hask a magnet lor tiie c^^'es : 

What cheer lul light breaks on my gloomy 

t ant. ICS, 

As in the midnight woods when moonlight 
floods the skies 

Now hail, thrice hall, incomjiarabie ])hial ! 

With reverent hand I bid thee to the trial. 

In thee 1 honour human wit and skill. 
Coinpendiuir of kindly, slumberous juices, 
Kssence compict of deadily, delicate uses. 

Show now a I'avour at thv master’s will ! 

I see thee, all the jjain sinks into slumber ; 
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I grasp thee, all the strife ceases to cumber ; 
I'he spirit’s flood ebbs with slow pulse away. 

It draws me tf) the. Deep, resistless streaming, 
Full at my feet the glassy sea lies gleaming, 

On to new shores, woos me the newer dav. 

A flaming car floats down on wafting pinions 
Hither to me. Ready to cleave am I 
On ])athwrLys new, tlie ethereal dominions, 

Fornc to new s])hcrcs of pure activity, 
d^hat life divine, that bliss of Cod-like being, 
Dar’st thou, but now a worm, make it thy goal ? 
-Vve, thou hast but to turn thy tacc from seeing 
The li’arth’s sweet sun, with dauntless soul ! 

Be bold to wiench the bia.zen gates asunder, 

Past which no moriai but is fain to slink ! 

'1 is time by deeds to show that cVn not under 
The majesty of Gods, Man’s tlignlty need 
shrink 

To face yon gloomy cavern never tremble, 
’^^O'crc Fancy dooms bciself but self-bred tor¬ 
ments to. 

And though all Hell its flames assemble 
About the narrow mouth, pi ess boldly through ; 
Blench not, but blithely let the step be taken, 

V.' fjre it with jeopardy, ne’er from the Naught 
to waken !— 

Now come thou down, thou goblet crystal- 
‘^hiiiing ! 

Come from thine antique case, where long 
reclining, 

A precious heirloom, thou hast slept ignored ! 
Oft hast thou graced the banquet with thy 
splendour, 
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Thou the staid guests didst blithesome render. 
As each to other pledged thee, round the board. 
The quaint devices graven oni thy walls, 

The drinker’s task, their sense in rhyme tc 
blazon, 

Or at a draught to drain thine ample bason. 

Full many a night of jocund youth recalls. 

Now 1 shall pass thee not to any neighbour, 

My wit upon thine art to prove 1 shall nor 
labour. 

This juice doth drunken make, with brief delay. 
It fills thine hollow with its brown effusion ; 
I’his I prepared, this have I chosen, 

And this last draught I drink, with dauntless 
resolution, 

A solemn, festal greeting to the new-springing 
day ’ 

€ stfs ihtf ^ohht to his Hf^s. Chmi 
oj hells mid cLwrai-iOJig. 

CHOIR Of ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen ! 

Hail the meek-spiritedj 
IVhorn the dl-merited 
Mortal^ inherited 
Failings did prist^n. 

FAUST. 

What clamorous boom, what silvery tone, com- 
pels 

i he glass to quit my lips, with might astound- 
ing ? 

Is it your herald-voice, ye deep-mouthed bells, 
Easter s first fc..tal hour alreaily sounding ? 
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:lls vour glad suug, ye choirs, already through 
[he gloom, 

W'dch erst from ‘angels’ lips swelled round the 
darksome tomb, 

A new-sealed co\enant with moitals founding ? 

CHfUR OF WOMhN. 

myrrh and aloes^ 

Our poor mt niorial^ 

Mournfully zealous^ 
rJrouybi for his burial ; 
rhen did n:ue Lind him 
/ill zvifh fne linen o^tr^ 

Ah ! and we fni him 
N 01 V here no more. 

CHOIR OF ANGFLS. 

ilhrist is ascended ! 

Blest he the pardonin';^ 

Love that the sudd ning^ 

Chastening^ g laddenmg 
I rial hath ended ! 

FAUST. 

Ye iieavenly strains, most mighty and most mild, 
'Why seek ye me, whereas in dust I grovel ? 

Peal where are men more aj>t to be beguiled ! 

I hear the tale ye tell, but Faith lends no 
approval. 

And Miracle is Faith’s most cherished child. 
Me to yon spheies to soar your voice may not 
embolden. 

Whence the glad tidings sweetly chime. 

And yet to your sweet tones, beloved from 
childhood’s prime, 
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For this recall to life I am beholden 

Aforetime, in the solemn, Sabbath hush, 

Down like a kiss Heaven’s We upon me 
floated ; 

Then big with boding pealed the chiming bells, 
deep-throated. 

And prayer my soul with ecstasy could flush. , 

Then did a sweet, mysterious yearning 

Through field and woodland drive me ever on. 

Whilst in mine eyes the teais were burning, 

1 felt a world within me dawn. 

My childhood’s merry games proclaimed this 
music golden, 

Spring’s free glad feast with it began ; 

With childlike feelings now hath memory 
withholden 

Back from the last grim step, the man. 

Chime on, ye sweet angelic songs that thrall 
me! 

My tears well forth, to earth again ye call 
me ! 


CHOIR OF DISCIPLES- 

0^£r death 1 )/, iorions 
Heff ~ont His ’vaulted 
Grave risen hilarious 
Siticth exalted. 

He Jilied <wtth hirth-dehghi 
Near Joy Creative ; 
We in this earthly night 
StW vuad our native VLwes, 
H rf nvhere nvt larv>uish 
Uj He left that are Hu j 
Master, in anguish, 

Mout n ‘we 'Fhy bhss . 
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CHOIR OF ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen^ 

Out of the mouldering earth J 
Burst from your prison 
Joyfully forth ! 

Ll've for the fame of Niwy 
Love by the shame of Huriy 
Give in the name of Hinu 
Publish nvhat came of Him^ 

Pardon proclaim of Him^ 

Then is your Master neaj\ 

Then is He here ! 

WITHOUT THE CITY-GATE. 

^Holiday-milkers of nil classes stream 
forth from the city. 

PRENTlCE-LADS. 

''Yhy do you turn that way ? 

OTHl'R ?RE STIC I-LADS. 

On to the Hunters* Lodge we mean to stiay. 

THi: FIRST PARTY. 

;vc shall stroll towards the MiU. Come, 
bi others. 

A rRL-NTiCl-LAD 

Go to the Rivcr-lnii, that’s my advice. 

SECOND PRFNTICE-LAD. 

I The road is anything but nice. 

THE SECOND PARTY. 

I And what will you do ? 
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THJiin i'RIiNTICS-LAD. 

I shall join^the 

FOURTH PK}NTICE-L4D. 

To P^ur^duil conic. You’ll (ind there, nevci 
fear, 

The prettiest lasses and the choicest beei. 

And first-class cudgcl-play for pastime. 

FIFTH FR':NT1C1'-LAD. 

Ho'vV now, thou niad-bi\ancd fellow, thon ! 
Itrh'.s thine hide for its third tannintr now ? 
rd no more; my bones ache from the last 
tune. 


SERVANT-MAID. 

Xf', no, to town I’m ‘joint; back. 

ANOTHlR 

I'here by tlic poplars — there he’ll be I trow. 

THI' MR ST. 

ThatX no ^^Treat joy foi me, [^:ood lack! 

For ever at your side he’ll go. 

Your p.iitner on the green he’ll be, 
r>ut what is all your fun to me ! 

THi oth; r. 

He won’t be by himself, ’tis truth 1 tell ; 

He said that Curly-Pate would come as well. 


Gad! how th“ lusty wenches step away ! 

Come, Brother ! we must squire them for the 
day. 
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A slinging beer, and a biting weed, 

And a lass in her gayest trim,—that’s bliss 
indeed. • • 

BURGHERMAIDEN. 

Look at those handsome fellows, now 1 
L really is a shame to sec ; 

They’re running after servant-maids, I vow, 
When they could have tl\e most genteel society, 

SECOND STUDENT, tO theJirst. 

Nay, not so fast, there follow two beliind, 
ho sprucely dressed they look quite striking! 
And my fair neighbour’s one, 1 find ; 

I'he girl is greatly to my liking. 

And though they trip it so demurely, 

Yet in the end, they’ll take us with them, 
surely. 

THE FIRST. 

NAy, not for me your prudish damsels! Comt ! 
Quick on the game, befoie it takes to cover. 

The liand that plies on Saturday the broom, 

Or Sunday fondles best of all the lover. 

BURGHER. 

No, the new burgomaster likes me not, 1 say ! 
lie grows more oveibearing every day, 

Since his preferment. Ayt, and what for the 
town docs he ? 

Are not things going from bad to worse: 

Lver more wide must gape our purse, 

\nd truckle more and more must we. 

BEGGAR 

Good gentlemen and ladies faivy 
With dresses gay and cheeks like roses ^ 
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0/7(r glance for my misfortunes spare ! 

Pity the <ivoe my song discloses / 

Hear not my organ grind unheeding ; 
iPho gaily gmes^ a^rme is gay- : 

JVhrn all from ‘ivorh are Lhthely speeding^ 

Pit it the beggar’s harvest-day. 

A>JOTHlR BUKGHrK, 

On SuTidavs and on Saints’ days, tnat's my 
li amour, 

When oul in Turkcv \oridei, lar av/av, 

d"he nations clash in a^'ins—10 sit iar Iron tiu' 
iray, 

And talk of v'^ar and warlike rumour. 

Vnu stand beside the window, cjiiaff your alt*, 

^Vatch the ^ay shijis j^lide meiriiy down !]»e 
ri\ or, 

And home you wlien day beainf, to fail, 

And Viless vour lucky stais youi days are peace¬ 
ful ever. 


THIRD BUKCHlk. 

Aye, runghbour, that’s a hun'our I'm whli you 
in, 

T.ct them, say I, sjdit one another's pate, 

Nav, let the world go all to lack and ruin, 
bo long as here at home things go the good old 
gait : 

oi.D CRONF, to the Pur'jJ.ermnidens, 

Fdi ! but you're braw ! Vfh.it p-ieriy innocence ! 
What lad could keep his lieart that met you \ 
Nay, not so ] ii ud—there’s no (H^fence ! 

And what you want, Old Goody'll surely get 
you. 
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BURGHERMAIDEN. 

Agatha, come*! in public to be seen 
With such a hag I never should get over: 

’Tis true, she let me see last Hallowe^en, 

In Hcsh and blood, my future lover. 

THE OTHER. 

To me she showed him in the crystal-ball, 
in soidier-guise, with comrades bold around 
him. 

I’ve sought him everywhere, yet spite of all 
^’ve sought in vain, and nowhere have i found 
him. 

SOLDO'RS, 

Castles nvith lofty 
Bulwarks emlaitled. 

Maidens disda'wfu!^ 

Haught dy ^mettled 
Fain nvould I capture ' 

Glorious the rapture^ 

Bold though the toil i 

Us do the iruwpets 
Win by their ovooing^ 

Be it to joy lint e 
Or be ft to ruin. 

Fife is ad tumidt / 

Fife is all splendour / 

Castles and maidens 
Both must sui render. 

Glorious the rapture^ 

Bold though the toil / 

Gady the soldiers 
Bear of the spod I 
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[_Eliter Faust and Wagm) k. 


Freed from ice are the water-courses, 

For kindly and quickening, Spring hath scope, 
riic vale is abud with the boon of hope; 

And aged Winter, with waning forces, 

Slinks to the rugged mountain-slope. 

Thence he can only send in his spleen 
Impotent showers of hurtling hail, 

Driving in gusts o’er the tender green. 

But the sun will harbour no white in the vale. 
With growth and with travail the earth 
a-thrill, 

The sun would have all things in colour 
arrayed; 

Yet bare of blossom the fields are still. 

So he takes the folk’s gay dresses instead. 

Back from the upland turn thee round ! 

View the town from this rising ground ! 

Forth from the hollow, gloomy gateway 
Sways and surges a motley horde, 

Fain to bask in the sunshine straightway. 

’Ihs the festal-day of the Risen Lord ! 

They too, in truth, are themselves arisen ; 

From stifling rooms in houses lowly. 

From craft and traffic that chain them wholly, 
From roof and gable—that press like a prison. 
Forth from the straits of tlie crowded alley, 
Forth from the church’s solemn night, 

All—they are brought again to light. 

Look now ! iv ok ! not a whit they dally. 
Swiftly they scatter through garden and mead 
O’er the broad river, the length of the valley. 
Frolicking gaily the pleasure-boats speed. 
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Sve how Its burden (overfills 

'i‘he last frail bark that puts from the bay * 

^See how eveil the \listant hills 
Send us glimpses of garments gay I 
rustic mirth the air is nveii, 

Ih the people’s very heaven ’ 
dtrj and siuall cry out in glee ; 
li(..m i man, here man may be! 

V//1GN3-K. 

\\ ibi you, Sir Docloi, thus to ramble 
1,^ both an lionoui aid a gain. 

A!(«ik., I should avoid this vulgar scramble, 
br.' -very kind ot coarsones-* is my bane, 
four ilddling, bawling, skittle-playing, 

1 ccK.^t most hatehil sounds among, 
fi ev lage, as the Koul Fiend their will weit 
swaying, 

‘ n. ]ov they call it, call it song. 

Fj'ASAN'rs uri'^cr the hnit-tr-'^e 
Dance and 

o 

The shepherd, all on a holiday 
Donned for the dance his jacket 
His 'wreath and ribbons flying. 

Hlrcady round the linden-irce 
The dancers tripped it 
Hey ninny ! hey nonny ! 

Hey ninny ! nonny ! no ! 

The jiddle~sticli 'wentflying. 

He squeezed him through, as hold as brass, 
Hnd there he jogged a buxom lass, 
h is lusty elho'iv plyir ,:. 

’I'he saucy damsel ra-nca ocr htad j 
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0 / nvhat an ill-bred clc-rnn / she saidy 
Hey ninny / hey nonny ! 

Hey ninny / nonnv / no J * 

And that the) e s no denying 1 


l^ut ratmd they nvith footing deft^ 

1 hey diinreti to rtghty they diincid to lefty 
With petiiruats a-flyrng. 

They gre<TV so redy they greren so wtirm^ 
I'hey nested hreatldersy arm in arniy 
Hey nntny ! hey m.nny ! 

Hey ninny ! nonny / no ! 

On hifs their eVuo^'s lying, 

Hu'Zo do not make so free I she said, 
Hozv many a lo’ver cheats his mat 4 
iVith lyiny and denviny ! 

Tct as he nxsheedled her aside, 

I'lting from the hri'leti Jar and nvi Ity 
Hty ninny ! hey nonny I 
He> ninny I nonny ! no I 
Fiddle and voices viehar. 

O 

OLD PEASANT. 

Sir Doctor, this is kindly done, 

Amidbt our rude and boisterous play, 

For such a lamed gentleman 
To honour us plain folk to-day. 

So please you take the finest mug ; 

With sweet, cool drink 1 fill it first, 

And pledge yvou, speaking loud the wish. 

It may not mtidv cjuench your thirst; 

For e\ery drop within the can, 

A day be added :o yuur span. 
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FAUST, 

i thank you for ygur kindly speech, 

And drink <^ood health to all and each. 

OLD PEASANT. 

of a truth, it is but meet 
Our joyful day should ^see you here. 

You proved a vej'y friend in need. 

In evil days, when death was near. 

And many a man stands here alive, 
Whom your good father, wrestling yet, 
.Snatched from the fever’s burning rage, 
When for the Plaoue a bound he set. 

o 

Anti you yourself, a young man then, 

In every stricken house were found, 

And corpse on corpse was carried forth, 
Uut you came out aye safe and sound. 
Steadfast in trials did you prove ; 

Helped was the helper from above. 


Health to the trusty man and tried, 

That helpful still he long may bide ! 

FAUST. 

To Him above bow down, my friends, 

Who bids us help, and succour sends. 

[//<■ on aviih Wagner, 


O thou great man ! what must thy feelings be, 
Hailed with such reverence by the people’s 
voice! 

O hajipy, who can wdn such joys, 

And for his talents, find so rich a fee! 
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Tlif father shows you to hivS boys. 

No man but asks, and throngs and huiries. 

The fiddle stops, the dancer tallies,' 

You walk along—in rows they stand, 

T-'he caps fiy ofF as you draw nigh; 

A little nioie, and every knee would bend. 

As came the Holy Housel by. 

FAUST. 

Yet a lew paces onwaic^, up to yondei stone ! 
bleie a biiet while we’ll test us hor.i our .stray- 
ino;. 

Here have I often sat and mused alont.. 

And racked rny.^e]f with fasting and wi’* juay- 
in^'. 

For rich in hope, and staunch in fait);, 

With teats and .sighs .mi henzied wringing 
Of aching nands, to stay the Heath 
I thought, Hea\eiihs Lord to mercy bruiging 
And now the crowni’s applause rims in mine 
eai s like scorn ! 

O couldst thou lead what in my heart i'^ bidder' 
Father and son, no moie than babe unborn. 
Merit the fame that .seeks tliem thus unbi-hie^^. 
My hitlier was a woithy gentleman, 

I’o fame unknown, who sought with honest 
passion, 

Yet whimsical device, as was his faslioiu 
Nature and all her holy rounds to scan , 

In the Black Kitchen's murky region, 

Cloistered with masters of the craft, 

He, guided by nrescriptions legion, 

Concocted nauseous draught on drauaht. 

There a Red Lion, with the Lilv wedded, 

A wooer bold, widnin the tepid bath. 
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^'loni bridal-bower to bridal-bower was speeded, 
[lacked by the naked fire's flaming wrath. 

If thereupon,* in gorgeous hues attired, 

Shone the Young Queen within the glassy cell, 
I'here was the medicine. The patients still 
expired; 

None asked the question : Who got well ? 
fhus have we wrought among these hills and 
valleys, 

With hellish letuaries, worse havoc than the malice 
Of that same desolating pest. 

Mysclt to thousands have the poison given ; 
They pined away—and yet my fame has thriven. 
Till I must hear their shameless murderers blessed. 


WAGNER. 

Why cloud your heart with vain contrition ? 
Doth it not for the honest man sulfice, 

II conscientiously, and in punctilious wise. 

The art he practise, taught him by tradition i 
If as a youth thy sire thou honourest, 

Gladly from him his lore wilt thou receive. 

If as a man thou further urge the quest, 

Tliy SOD may still a higher goal achieve. 

FAUST. 

O happy, who still hopes in very deed 
This weltering sea of error to outwin ! 

The thing we know not is the thing we need ; 
li aught we know, at need we find no heip 
therein. 

Tet let us not becloud the fleeting boon 

O 

Of this bright hour with melancholy brooding! 
See how the sunset-glory round us strewn 
The green-embowered cots is flooding ! 
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The sun slopes down—the day is overworn ; 

He hastens hence, to call to life new being. 

O that on wings from earth I were upborne, 

On in his track and ever onward fleeing !, 

Then should I see the splendour never pale, 

The tranquil world in endless sunset glowing, 
And every peak aflame, and hushed lie every 
vale, 

I’lie silver stream in golden rivens flowing. 

Then the wild mountain with its dread ravine 
No more from him my god-iike flight would 
sunder. 

Straightway the sea before the eyes of wonder 
With all its sunny hays is seen. 

Yet now at last the god is surely sinking 
But the new gift impels to flight. 

Onwaid I speed, eternal radiance drinking, 
Before me day, and fkr behind me niglit, 

The sky o’eihead, and far beneath the billows. 
A golden dream—meanwhile the glory fails. 

Ah me ! on wings the spirit lightly sails— 
Wheie shall this lumpish body find their fellows r 
And yet the yearning Nature places 
In every bicast, upwards and onwards spiings, 
When high o’cihead, lost in the azure spaces, 
His quivering song the sky-lark sings; 

Wlien oYu tlie rugged, pine-clad highland, 

On outspread wings the eagle soars, 

And over sea and over dry land. 

The crane toils on to homeward-shores, 

T too have had niy whimsies and my fancies, 

But no such freak as that by any chances. 

On woods and field , I soon have looked my fill. 
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r never shall begrudge the bird his pinion. 

How elsewise flit we through the mind’s 
doniinioh, • 

From book to book, from leaf to leaf, at will! 
Such snug delights the wintry-eve console; 

A blissful warmth in every limb comes o’er you ; 
Some venerable parchment then if you unroll, 

Ah! tlien, all Heaven opens out before you ! 

FAUST. 

One only passion is thy bosom’s guide; 

Seek not to know the other yearning ! 

Two souls, alas ! within my breast abide, 

The one to quit the other ever burning. 

This, in a lusty passion of deliglit, 

Cleaves to the world with organs tightly-cling- 

ing; 

Fain from the du^t would that its strenuous 
flight 

To realms of loftier sires be winging. 

O O 

O ! spirits of the airy wavs, 

If such there be, ’twixt earth and heaven rang- 

Come down, come down, from out your golden 
haze ! 

I .cad me to life unknown and ever-changing ! 
Aye, were some charmed mantle mine, to bring 
I’o far-olf lands its lord at pleasure, 
d’he rarest raiment would not buy my treasuie, 
Not even the puiple mantle of a king. 

WAGNER. 

Ah ! from the atmosphere, wherethrough the) 
stream, 

I prithee, conjure not the weil-knowm legion, 
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With dangers myriad for man that teem, 
Thronging from every earthly region. 

From the cold North the pierding Spirit-tooth 
Searches you home, with tongue'' sharp as an 
arrow; 

And from the East they flock, parching with 
diouth, 

To feast upon your lungs and manow ; 
i hose the fierce South sends from the sandv 

j 

waste, 

With scorching glow on glow your sconce he- 
muddle; 

T hose from the West reriesh you first, but haste 
1 o drench yourself, and make your field a puddle. 
Gladly they hea;, on mischiet blithely bent. 
Gladly obey, for gladly would they cheat us; 
They make believe from Heaven to be sent, 

And when they lie, with angels^ tongues they 
greet us. 

But let us go, all grey are grown the skies; 

The air is chilled, the mists arise. 

At night, one’s fireside gets its meed of praise. 
Why do you stand and stare in such amaze ? 
What iills you in the twilight with such trouble? 


Dost thou see yon black dog, ranging through 
shoot and stubble ? 

WAGNIR. 

I saw him long ago j he struck me not i’ the 
least. 

FAUST. 

Look at him narrowly ! What mak’st thou of 
the be«st ? 
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WAGNFK, 

ri pc-odlr, who like iiLV poodle brc^iilnnr,, 

C:i'IS for tlie sct^nt, strayed from his mrator’s 
heels. 


PAUL i 

Ivlr.ik how, e mighty spiral round us 
Kvarer and ever nerarer )et he steals. 

And see ! unlc-.i mine eyes deceive me queer 1 \. 
He .rails a fcr> eddy "in his tirdn. 


WAC: -i i R. 

.V a poodle—a black j^oodle mcrclv* 

"1 A but some spon, some phantom rf \our 
t'raui. 


FAUST , 

hie.tenis he -.oltly eoileih m igic meshes, 
"1 o he a sometime fetter lourid uia lean 


WAGNI K. 


He tiisksin doui.O- and har re^iund 
giacioia, 

'1 iu .luaDLcrs^ weiconu U. He 

«» r 

lord TO gleet. 


us, lest UD“ 
r^’.outdii hii 

1 f 


F jv I 


d '; circle narrows, iiov' l\ \ near ‘ 


WAGIv tn. 

^ ou see, no spectre, but a Jog is h.cre. 

He giowls and falters, grov'eJhng he sues, 

I le wags his tail,—so all dogs use. 

r '.usT. 

Come, join us, sirrah ] Leave thj chase ; 
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WAGNER. 

He has the drollest poodle-wavs. 

Stand still—he too will stand and wait ; 

Speak but a word—he scrambles up you straighl 
If aught you lose, that will he bring you ; 

Into the water for a stick heMl spiing you. 

FAUST. 

Doubtless youhe right ; I cannot find a trace 
Ol mind or sjurit—tiainiiig takes its place. 


WAGNLk. 

The dog, if fitly educated, 

ITen by the wise a friend is rated. 

Aye, he deserves your favour to the full, 

I’he students’' scholar, apt and teachable. 

'[^riuy go in I'y the City-gat > 


STUDY. 

Enter Faust, 'iviih the poodle. 

Now held and mead ijave I foroaken. 

Which Night enshroudeth, deep and still, 

In us the better soul dotli waken, 

^Vith a presaging, holy tlirili. 

Now stiess of deed and storm of yearning 
Sleep, at her all-compelling nod; 

The love of man now bright is burning, 

And bui'Ui.g blight the love of (iod. 

Be quiet, poodle ' Run not hither and thither 
On the threshold why siuidlest thou ? 
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Lie down behind the stove • Come hither i 
My softest cushion I give thee now. 

As thou wifhout*on the hilly byway, 

To make us sport didst spring thy best, 

So now Fil cherish thee in my way, 

A welcome, if a silent guest. 

Wlien in our narrow chamber kindled 
"^rhe lamp its cheerful radiance throws, 

Ihigiit gleams the light that erst had dwindled. 
Within the heart itself that knows. 

R<Mson again begins to parley, 

And hope to bloom, that seemed dead ; 

'riien lor life’s tountains long we dearly. 

Ah ! dearly for life’s Fountain-head. 

Nay, snarl not, poodle ! With these measu'C'^ 
holy, 

Wherein my soul is lapped completely, 

'^riie brutish tone doth jar unmcetly. 

W e are used that men should scoff in their folly 
At what they grasp not; 

At the Good and the Beautiful, which solely 
Burden them oft, they should mutter and 
mumble ; 

At tl.at will the dog now growl and grumble ? 

But ah ! the best of wills proves unavailing. 
Peace in my breast I feel no longer welling. 

Yet wherefore hath the stream so swift a drying. 
In thirst again to leave us lying ? 

I’ve known so oft this swift cessation. 

may we liJl the voia in ample measure 
We learn the Supernatural to treasure ; 

Our bo.->om yearns for Revelation, 
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Which brightest sliines, and is most eloquent. 
As shown in the Nev/ Testament. 

I feel a prompting to determine* * 

From dte original holy Text, 

TTe sente, unwarped and unperplexed, 

And tins to render in mine own dear GermaL 


\lie opens a '\wlwne, and sets In 
' Pis written ; In the beviiminz •was the Jdard. 
Already 1 stieis, and who shall help aTord P 
The ^ivord at such high rate 1 may rot tender ; 
The ])assage must I elsewise render, 
if lightly by the S pi lit 1 am taught, 

^ 1 IS wiUten : In the htginnhig n.vas tie 'Phoir^I't, 
By the lirat line a moment tarry. 

Let not thine eat er pen itseli o'erhurry ' 

Does ihou'iht woi k all and fashion all outii' ht:' 
It should struid ; In the lepiun'in'e ‘VOt 'j \s t 
M'lnht, 

Yet even as my pen the sentence traces, 

A warning hint tlie hall-wait word etiaces. 


The Spirit helps nn-—from all doubtin;'' i:eid, 
1 bus write I : In ibe be^innniy '■ilv/j tht Liced, 


Vdirli thee if I must shaic my tiwclhag. 
Poodle, let be thy yelling. 

Thy liowling an I thy rioting 1 
A comrade stj ^.ilsc[Ulct^ng 
i may not sutler nv'ar me. 

One of us two, I fear me, 

Mii't void the room ; doot hear me ? 

I am loth to withdiaw my hospitahtv ; 
i he door 's open, thy course is tiee. 
But wiiat is this I see ? 

Can this befall ir the couise of naiuier 
Is it a shadow, or is it reality I 
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How my poodle waxes in statuie i 
Bigger it looms and bigger ! 

Nay, that is no dog’s figure ! 

What a spectre brought I into the hous* 

He looks like a hippopotamus, 

With horrid jaws and fiery eyes. 

Oh ! I see through thy disguise 1 
For such a hybrid brood of Hell, 
Solomon’s Key doth passing well. 

SPIRITS in the corridor. 

One is trapped in the gin there! 
vSiay without, none follow him in there I 
ijike a fox in the snare, 

Quakes an old Hell-lynx there 
But give ye heed 1 
d’o and fro hover, 

Under and over, 

And he hath himself befreed! 

Help ! it were treason 
To leave him in prison! 

For he at his leisure 
Hath oft done us pleasure. 

FAUST. 

With the beast to grapple well 
First I need the fourfold spell : 

Salamander, gleam candescent ! 

Thou, Undine, shalt ^wreathe and coil! 
Sylph, disperse thee evanescent / 

Goblin, thou shalt tod and mod I 

Who ignorant is 
Of the elements four, 

Their inner power, 
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And qualities. 

He little merits 

• • 

To govern the spirits. 

anish Jltiming andJIashing^ 
Salamander / 

Flo^w nvlih a liquid plashing^ 

Undine / 

Shine in meieoric sheen^ 

Sylph / 

2d ring household hclp^ thou luhher~e'J^, 
Incubus / liK uhus / 

Come no'zv jorth^ the spell to close / 

Of that four at least, 

Lurks none in the beast ; 

It lies at Its ease, and grins in my face. 
Not yet have I touched its tender place. 
Nay then, yet stronger 
Thou shalt hear me conjure. 

^rt thou^ fehoiv^ 
j 1 scapeling from Hell ? Ac/, 

Ga'z,e on this symbol^ 
ylt ’zuhich do trtmhle 
The black battalions ! 

It bristles and swells, for ail its valiance* 

2hou outcast beings 

Quakey this token seeingy 

The Uncreatedy 

Undenominatedy 

Shamefully Immouitctl 

By Lidjum all Heaven is permeated I 

Behind the stove now doth it skulk. 
Swollen to elepha:;une bulk ; 

All the room \is swiltly liiiing. 
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Into mist 'twill melt and fleet. 

Rear thee not up to the ceiling i 
Down, sir, ^t thy^ master’s feet! 

1 ,0 now ! I do not vainly threaten S 
With holy lire thou'rt singed and smitten S 
Wait not to gaze 
On the threefold glowing Blaze ! 

Wait not to gaze 

On my magic’s mightiest measure ! 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

fy/j- the mlrt clears^ steps from hSiind 
the stomt in the garb of a strolling 
scholar. 

What’s all the coil ? What is my lord’s good 
pleasure ? 

FAUfT. 

So tliat then was the poodle’s kernel ! 

A strolling scholar I The casus tickles me 
rarely. 

MEPHISTOPHFXES. 

Learned Sir, I preet ^oJ fairlv ! 

You put me into a stew infernal. 

* FAUST. 

What is thy name ? 

MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

A paltrv^ question that, 

For one that doth esteem the word so clicaply, 
Ail oiitwa''d show at naught doih rate, 

And into the essence plunges deeply. 

FAUST. 

Af for you, fair Sirs, a- a rule your nature 
Is easily read in your nomenclature, 
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Wherein too clearly wrii it lies. 

As when we call you Liar, Seducer, God of 
Flies. , , 

Come, then, who art thou ? 

MKPHISTOPHKLES. 

Part of that Power that would 
Ever the Evil do, and ever dues the Good. 

FAOST. 

What meaning in this riddling an;;wer lies; 

MEPHISTOPHELL'S. 

I am the Spirit that Denies ! 

And rightly so, for all that from the Void 
Wins into life, deserves to be destroyed ; 

Thus it weie better nothing life should win. 

And so is all that you as Sin, 

Destruction, in a word, as Evil represent, 

My own peculiar element. 

FAUST. 

A part dost call thyself, yet whole dost seem in 
sooth ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I tell thee but the modest tiutli. 

Whilst Man, the mad-brained Microcosm, 
Fancies himself a Whole with swelling bosom. 
Part am 1 of that Part that once was Every¬ 
thing ; 

Part of the Darkness, whence the Light did 
spring— 

Theanogan Light, which now for Space doth 
joust. 

And Mother Night from her old rank would oust. 
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And ]yct its aim not alJ its toil achieves. 

Fetteicd to bodies still it cleaves; 

It streams ftom bodies, bodies beautifiec; 

A body checks it on its way ; 

And so I hope ’twill have its day. 

And with the bodies perish in like wise. 

TAOST. 

New do 1 know thine honourable dutv ! 

Since of the mass thou canst not make tby 
booty, 

Thou’rt fain to try upon a smaller scale. 

MEPHISTOPHEl.ES. 

And verily, ’tis but nt blight avail I 

What to the Naught is as a challenge hurled, 

This Somctliing, this your lumpish World, 

For all that I have undertaken. 

Up to this day I have not shaken 

With billows, tempests, earthquake, levin-brand. 

Firm stablished as of old rest sea and land. 

And this accursed spawn, this brute and human 
* brood— 

How have my onslaughts all miscarried! 

(|What countleso numbers have I buried! 

Yet ever circulates a fresh young blood. 

’Tis like to drive me mad, so swarm the vermin I 
For ever myriad forms of gcrmin 
In Earth, and Air, and Water sprout! 

In Warm and Cold, in Dry and Humid! 

Had 1 not Flame to be mine own assumed, 

In sooth I had been elbowed out. 


So thou dost coldly strive, thou Canker, 
I’he eternal thrill of Life to blight i 
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Thy devirs fist in bootless rancour 
Dost clench against Creative Might! 

Nay ! thou fantastic Son of CKaos, . 

Some other trade I rede thee try! , 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, well ! perchance thine hint shall sway us. 
But more on that head by and by. 

Pray let rile leave you for this present. 

FAUST. 

I do not see why thou shouldst pray. 

Though our acquaintance be but recent, 

Look in upon me day by day. 

Here is the window, there the entrance, 

A chimney I can offer you. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Let me confess—there is a trifling hindrance 
Which bars my course the doorway through— 
The wizard’s foot upon your threshold. 

' FAUST. 

The Pentagram ! that gites thee pain? * 

If that thy foot within the mesh hold, 

Thou Son of Hell, how didst thou entrance,, 
gam 

Say, how was such a spirit cheated ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Observe it well ! the figure's not completed ; 
Here, if you look but closely, it remains 
A little open at this outer angle. 

FAUST. 

A lucky c‘..u“jce, the Devil thus to entangle I 
So thou'rt my captive for thy pains: 

Nay, by my fay, ;hat is a windfall ! 
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MEPHIiiTOPHELliS. 

The poodle leapt across it all unmindful, 

But now things vrear another face ! 

The Devil cannot void the place. 

FAUST. 

But pray, what bars thine exit through the 
lattice ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A law that binds all ghosts and devils that is, 
Which by the way they entered, bids them their 
steps retrace. 

The first is open to us—we’re bondsmen by the 
second. 

FAUST. 

In Hell itself are some laws binding reckoned ? 
Bravo ! then Sirs, with you one might contract 
A bond, and ye would keep it to a tittle ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From what we promise, not a shred we wliittle. 
And unalloyed thou shalt enjoy the pact. 

Yet these things ask a lengthier comment; 

We’ll talk more of them by and by. 

But now, I pray you instantly, 

Dismiss me for the piesent momenU 

FAUST. 

Nay, yet a moment stay. Humour my bent. 
And tell me of thy tidings, piithee. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dismiss me now ! I’ll soon again be with thee. 
Then thou shalt question to thine heart’s content. 
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tAUST. 

f set no snare ! Thou in hot haste 
Didst l)luiider in, rhyscU enUa'ppin^^. 

Who holds the Devil, hold him tant, 

Nor hope a second time to catch the De 
nnppinp, I 


MFrHiSTOI’HELEi. 


Well then, Til bear thee conipaay, and fain, 
Sir DoetoFj if it be thy pleasure, 

So this pioviso I obrnm, 

That with mine aits \ '.vhiU* away thy lelsuic. 


Do so ! that will ] gladly see. 

So tint thine 'jrt but pleading be. 

MI-PHISTOniELES. 

My friend, this liour will be more lavish 
[n all that mav t!iy senses ravish, 

Thau is the year’s monotony. 

That which the dainty sjiritcs shall sing liiee, 
The beauteous visions they shall bring thee. 
Will be no empty, juggling show. 

To glad thy smell, sweet scents shall Lrickic, 
Sweet savours then thy palate tickle, 

'Thy feeling last with rapture glow, 

No preparation do we need ; 

\11 are assembled, pray proceed ! 

SPIRITS. 

yLunsh ! \e dui’hsnme 

m/ 

yaulf 'in^s dlo'ue him. 

Bright beyond measure 
Shine tn the azure 
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Mihereal sky / 

Scatter^ ye diii-kilng 
Cipuds^^and the tender 
Starlight he sparkling; 

Sun s softer splendou?'^ 

J3eam from on high I 
Spirits^ aerim 
lieauty etherea/ 

Hea^oen nviih tremulous 
IPovering covers. 

IT earning all eniidous 
ylfter it hovers. 

Garments bright gleaming 
With ribbom a-streaming 
Ploat o^ er the teeming 
J^and and the arbour^ 
JVhere till death smite theni^ 
Thought in thought merging 
True lovers plight them, 
jd.rbour by arbour / 
Tine-tendrds burgeon ; 

Into their harbour 
Under the ivlne-pres s 
Fruits of the vine prti s J 
Forth in a torrent 
Wells the svueet current ; 
Foams effervescent 
Through gems iridescent • 
Streams from the highland i 
Widens to lakelets 
Over the dry land. 

Clasping like necklets 
Emerald mountains. 

Slaked at their fountains 
Wildfoavl soar onvoard. 
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Fluitcring sun^dunrd; 

On ‘ivhrre the hnghtsome 
Isles of the ocearij ^ 
Darire •with a Ughtsoi'ie 
Tf emulous motion ; 
n here the entrancing 
Ju hhunt chorus^ 

Siri'/irii' and dancing 
Flits Oil before us; 

Flits er the meado^ws^ 
Scatters hie shado'ws. 
Some bent on sealing 
I'o^zvermg mountainsy 
Qthtrs on sailing 
Oi raids salt fountains^ 
Oihei s on flyingy 
hf •wards all hie’rv^y 
All to the fir-am.Hi)J 
I.u'^ce-btaniin'^ stai away^ 
Gr ratous and blest. 


MtPHlSTOPHLLEJ., 

Enough ! ye dainry, airy your nunibers 

Have lulled his sense in charmed slumlx’is ! 

Eor this sweet concert I your debtor rest. 

Not yet ait thou the man to hold the Devil thy 
vassal! 

W,th dream-wrought wraiths his fancy dazzle 

And in a sea of glamour steep ! 

Ana now, to cleave the threshold^ magic 
puzzle, 

A rat’s tooth to my aid I clepe. 

It needs lengthy conjuration ; 

One rustles near already—he’ll hear my incan¬ 
tation. 
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The lord of rats and bats and mice. 

Of andfiles and bugs and lice. 

Bids thee come,forth and gnanu this door-silL 
Which he bednuheth nvith a morsel 
Of toothsome oil to tempt thy snout ' 


Already comes one hopping out. 

Now quick to work! The poipit that doth 
perplex me, H 

Here at the corner stands and checks me. 
Another bite and it is done ! 

Now, Faust, until we meet again, dieam on ! 


taust, awaking, 

\Vhat! am I orce again then cheated.^ 
And vanishes the spirit-foison thus. 

That but a dream the Devil counterfeited, 
A poodle from my room broke loose ? 


STUDY. 

Faust, Mli^histopheles. 

FAUST. 

A knock ! Come in! Who comes again to 
spite me: 

MbPHISTOPHLLES. 

'Tis I. 

FAUST. 

Come in ! 

MFPHISTOPHELES. 

‘ Three times you must invite me! 
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Come in then ! 


FAUST. 


MIVHISTOPHELES. 

Good ! Mow we shall be 
Fast friends, T hope, through all that chances 1 
For here to chase your brain-sick fancies 
I come, ^squire of high degree ; 

In raiment red, witli gold ail braided, 

In silken mande, stiff brocaded, 

A jaunty cockhs plume in my cap, 

And on my hip, a long keen weapon; 

And here is counsel full of sap ; 

Rig thyself out in garb like-shapen. 

All tiammels lend in twain, and free 
Henceforth what life is thou shah see. 


This cramping earthly life with one same curse 
In c\cry garb alike my soal would stifle. 

Alas ! 1 am too old to trifle, 

Too young, no yearning wish to nurse. 

Wji.'t hath the woild to tempt a tri.d ? 

But self“deIlia!, seJf-denial ! 

Th.at IS the e\erlnstir.g song 
In all men’s eais that ever rings, 

Which every hour, our whole life long. 

In hoarsest accents ever siTiJis. 

On!v witii lioiror eveiv mom I waken. 

’I’hen could i wee]) as one of hope foisaken. 
To ste the div, wluch e;e its course be done 
Will net fidfii one wish of mine- not one! 
Which e upjng ever, like a guavving woiiii, 
Before the fiuit, blights pleasure iii the Idossom 
With griiJi ing masks of life in myriad form* 
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Mars the creations of my fruitful bosom. 

Nay, and when peaceful night sinks softly down 
All fearful oa myicouch I lay me ; 
l:/cn thcie no sleep my cares may drown, 

But wildest visions will affray me. 

The god that in my breast abides 
Stirs to its depths mine inmost passion ; 
fic that supreme o’er all my powers ])r||pides, 
O’er naught without hath domination. 

And so to me existence is a burden, 

Hateful is Life, and Death a longed-for guerdon 

Mi'PHISTOPHl’LES. 

Vet Death’s a guest ’gainst whom their hearts 
men ever harden. 

FAUST. 

Ha])py whose blows in Victory’s flush and 
gladness 

With blood-drcnched laurels by Death’s hand 
are laden! 

Who from the dance’s bieathless madness 
Dies in the arms of some fair maiden ! 

Would I, before the lofty Spirit’s might, 
ftntraneed, unsoulcd, hoin Earth away had 
sunken ! 


MtPHlSTOPHFLES. 

And yet hath some one, on a certain night, 

Such and such a brown juice not drunken ! 

rAUST. 

In eaves-dropping, it seems, is thy delight. 

VEPHK.TOPHtLES. 

Mueft do 1 know—though not omniscient tjuitc. 
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FAUST. 

Since from my spirit^s dread upheaval 
Charmed me yon sweet, famih'ar cMmc, 
Cheating my will with vain retrieval 
Of moods from childhood’s blissful time—- 
Cursed be all baubles that enamour 
With cheating, juggling charm, the soul ; 

Or chain'^t with elusive glamour 
Within this dreary, dungeon-hole ! 

Cursed before all the high opinion 
In which the soul itself ensnares ! 

Cursed be false seeming. Fancy’s minion, 
That takes the senses unawares ! 

Cursed be the dreams that daylight shatters 
Of name and fame outliving life ! 

Cursed be the owner’s pride that flatters 
In hind and plough, in child and wife ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when with treasures 
He spurs us on to hardy deeds ! 

Accursed, when serving slothful pleavsures 
He smooths the cushion to our needs ! 

Cursed be the grape-vine’s sweet effusion ! 
Cursed that last favour Love doth seek ! 
Cursed be Hope’s vision, Faith’s delusion. 
And cursed, thrice cursed, be Patience meek I 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS, tn^visiblc 
Woe ! nvoe / 

See how it criimhles^ 

The beauteous worlds 
Beneath thy blow ! 

totters^ it tumbles / 
yi demi-^od smote U asuiaLr 1 
JBe wander^ 

Saaly bearing the wrarh of beauty ^ * 
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IVhere yonder 

Gapes the Vold 'with gloomy portal. 
Dutifyl , 

Do thou^ great mortal^ 

Beautiful 
In nenv splendour^ 

In thy bosom build it again. 

A ne'w Jifey if thou so ordainy 

Commences 

With clearer sensesy 

And songs more tender 

Breathe a ne'iv strain. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

These arc the tiny 
Ones in my mciny. 

They exhort to deeds and pleasure. 
Shrewd beyond youth’s measure. 

Into the wide wide world they would 
Draw thee from solitude. 

Where sap and senses stagnate. 

As draws the steel the magnet. 

Cease toying with thy melancholy, 

Ti\at like a vulture eats into thine heart! 
N'O company so poor, but plentifully 
’Twill teach that man with men thou art. 
Yet that is not to say 
Fd thrust thee among the rabble! 

I’m none o* the fashionable, 

Yet wilt thou take thy way 
Through life with me united, 

Then 1 shall be delighted 
Thine on the spot to make me. 

Fortthy fellow take me, 
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And so tliy ])rai.se I have, 

1*11 be thy servant, be thy slave! 

FAUST. 

And what leturn on iny part must he given ^ 

r.lFPHISTOFHi LES. 

l^btrehs uiTi'" enough, on that we won’t insist. 

FAt ST. 

Nay, nay ! Tlie l^evil is an egotist, 

Nor ever, for the mere love oi Heaven 
Itches his neighbour to assist. 

What thy conditions are disclose. 

One of thy livery brings danger into the house. 

MEPmSTOPHELES. 

Here wiH I pledge myself to se; ve thee truly, 
Be at thy beck, nor know repose nor rest. 
When v,c meet yonder, sh ilt tliou duly 
In a like manner do my best. 


The Y onder is a tiifling matter ; 

This world in ruins if thou shatter. 

Why, lei the other then aii.se! 

1 is from this world my life its joys doth 
borrow; 

1 his sun it IS tliat shines upon niv soirowj 
Part me therefrom, and on the mojTow, 

Happen what will or cm, I reck no wise. 

No more on this head will I jionder, 

Hereafie. ’f men hate or love, 

Or if too in the far spheres yonder 
There be r." Under or Above. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Thus minded canst thou safely venture. 

Resolve tliefc! Set thine hand unto the in¬ 
denture ! 

With joy mine arts forthwith thouMt see. 

What no man yet beheld, that give 1 thee. 

FAUST. 

And pray, what wilt thou give, poor Devil ? 
When could the like of thee rise to the lofty 
le\el 

To which doth strive the human breast ? 

Yet liast thou food that fills not, yet thou hast 
Red gold that trickles without rest, 
Ouicksilver-like, the lingers' clutch between ; 

A game at which we never win ; 

A girl that on my breast doth toy, 

\ t‘L ogling plights herself unto my neighbour ; 
And Honour’s splendid, God-like joy, 

That vanishes, like meteoric vapour. 

Show me the fruit that ere 'tis plucked doth 
rot, 

And trees that deck tliem with new veidure 
daily ! 

mephistophfle:. 

Such a commission frights me nt't. 

I’ll serve thee with such treasures gaily. 

But, good my friend, the time diawh on apace, 
When at our ease, a royal feast we’ll savour. 

FAUST. 

If on the bed of sloth I loll contented ever, 
Then with that moment end my race ! 

Canst thou delude me with thy glozing 
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Self-pleased, to put my grief away, 

Canst thou mv soul with pleasures cozen. 
Then be that day my lifers laa*^ day! 
That is the wager. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done! 

FAUST. 

Aye, done, 1 say ! 

When to the moment fleeting past me, 

Tarry! 1 erv, so fair thou art! 

Then into fetters mayst thou cast me, 

Then let conit doom, with all mv heart! 

Then toll the death-bell, do not linger, 

Then be thy bondage o’er and done, 

Let the clock stop, let fall the fingei, 

Let Time for me be past and gone I 

MtPHlSTnpHLLES. 

Bethink thee shrewdly—we shall not forget it! 


Thy right thereto none will deny. 

Not rash my choice is, nor shall 1 regret it. 
E^en as 1 am, a slave am I ; 

Thine or another’s, one 1 late it. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 


This ^ery day, my servant’s part to do, 

At tlie Doctor’s banquet I’ll be with thee. 

But oi L thing still, come life, come death, I 
prithee 

Give me a wruten line or two. 
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FAUST. 

Thou pedanf! and must thou have a 

scrawl ? 

Hast thou then known no man, nor known 
man^s word at all ? 

ls*t not enou^;h my spoken word alone 
Shall sway my life, until the ciack o' doom is? 
Doth not the world in all its streams sweep on. 
And dost thou think to bind me with a jiromise ? 
Yet IS this folly in cacli heart instilled, 

And wlio would rid him of the error ? 

Happy whose breast with puie good faith is 
filled ! 

Wlicn tails the bond, he’ll enter no demuirer. 
N^athless a deed bcscribbled and bcsealed, 

A bugbear is from which all shrink in terror. 
'fhe word dies ere the pen record it, 

And henceforth wax and slieejiskin lord it. 
What wilt thou. Evil Spiiit, say: 

I:^ron/c, marble, parchment, paper, eh ? 

Shall graver, cimll or chisel fix the story? 

Say but the word, I am not nice ! 

MFPHISTOPHELES. 

How canst thou in such heated \\ Isc 
At once o’erstrain thine oratory : 

Any chance scrap of paper’s good ; 

And for the signature, a little diop of blood. 


To humour thy solicitude 
We’ll play the farce in all its glory. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blood ha** quite matchless properties. 
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FilUST. 

And fear not thou that with this bond Fll palter- 

The essence of my promise is 

To strive with all my might, nor shall I falter. 

I puffed me up beyond my height; 

In thy rank only is my place. 

Me the great Spirit did but slight. 

Nature her door shuts in my face. 

The thread of thought is snapped in twain. 

All knowledge long hath loathsome been. 

Our glowing passions in a sensual sea 

Now will wc quench, not in the shallows dabble! 

In magic veils impenetrable 

Straightway eac’h marvel ready be ! 

Headlong we’ll plunge in the turmoil of Time, 
The roll of Circumstance sublime ; 

And then let Pam and Delight, 

Fruition and Despite, 

Each with each interchange as ihev can. 

’Tis action alone attests the man ! 

Ml PHISTOPHFLFS. 

For you no time or teim is leaded. 

Would you all sweets of being rifle, 

Or on the wing snap uj) a tiilie, 

1 wish you joy of every feast. 

Only fall to, and don’t need pressing. 


^ou hear ! No dreams of joy am [ caressing ! 
The giddy whirl be mine, with agonized delight, 
With .oving hatred, quickening despite. 

My bosom, healed now from the lust of learning, 
Heiicefo’-th unto no pain shall close its portals / 
And in myself I’ll gratify each yearning, 
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Assigned in Buni to the whole race of mortals. 
All heights and depths my mind shall compass 
single ;* 

All ’.^'eal and woe within my breast shall mingle ; 
Till mine own bclf to manliind^s self expandeii, 
Like it at last upon Timchs reef be stranded. 

MIPHISTOPHPLES. 

Oh, take my woid, who many a tltousaud year 
This hitter cud to chew am driven, 

That fi om the cr.adle to the bier 
K’o man digests the old, old leaven. 

Sure testimony we ctin lender : 

This Whole but for a God is made. 

He tlu'ones at ease annJ eternal sjilcndoui ^ 

Ls luitij He thuist in Stygian shade ; 

Youi needs alone with Day and Night are 
fiiaycd. 

FAUST. 

Navj but 1 will! 

MEPHISTOPHI-LES. 

If 

That’s bravely spoken ! 
Alas ! there is hut one thing wiong : 

Ihme is but short, and Art is long I 
Wliy not take lessons, more by token? 

Knock up accju.iiiitance with ‘^ome poet! 

Then let him seek, in thought ,d^ Tv^aturc 
sweejiing, 

Each noble quality, on you bestow it. 

With s[)oils youi honouied pale upheaping— 
The lion’s dauntless mooil, 

The Stag’s fleet-footedness, 

The Italian’s fiery hlooJ, 

The Northern steadfastness. 
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Let him the seciet find, to graft 
On the same stock, nobility and craft. 

And how, with youth hot in your bosom, 

To fall in love according to a system. 

I’d like to meet that paragon of wisdom ! 

I’d christen such an one Sir Microcosm. 

FAUST. 

What am 1 then, if Late mine efforts thwart 
The crown of all humanity from earning. 

For which niy senses all are ever yearning ? 

MEPHlSTOPHtLES. 

Why, m the end, thou’rt what thou art! 

Though thou be ci owned with wigs of myriad 
tresses, 

Although thy foot on ell-high buskins pi esses, 
Thou l)idest ever what thou art. 


I feel it ! vainly have J every treasure 
Won by man’s mind, laked up my hoard to 
swell ! 

When I sit down at last, my gains to measure, 

I feel no new-born power within me well; 

Not by a hair’s breadth am I higher, 

Nor to the Infinite am nigher. 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Weil, my good Sir, to put it crudely, 

You see things just as things exist. 

We must lay hold of life more shrewdly, 

Ere all \l c joys of life we’ve missed. 

Why, what a mischief! thine in truth 
Are hands and fc-et, and head and belly ; 

Vet all that I enjoy, good sooth, 
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Is no less mine for that, I tell ye ! 

Six stallions if my money buy, 

Their strength is tiiine in all its plenty 1 
I spank along, a right good man am I, 

As though my legs weie four-and-twenty. 

Up then, let all this brooding be, 

And out into the world with me! 

Mark me ! the wight that speculates, 

Like to a beast on a bare common, 

! A'd by an evil spiiit, round and round gyrates. 
Whilst fair green pastures round him vainly 
summon. 

FAUST. 

How shall we set about u ? 

MKrHISTOPHELFS. 

Lirst get out of this ! 
\Vhy, what a torture-hole it is! 

And what a life—boxed up in bunkeis, 

To plague oneself and plague the younkers! 
Pray, leave that to your neighbour Paunch ! 

hy thresh the old, old straw, over and over ? 
You haven’t e\en got carU blanche 
To tell the lads the best you'can discover. 

I hear one stirring in the lobby. 

FAUST. 

I cannot see him now, indeed. 

MEPHlSTOPHi'LFS. 

Nay, but he’s waited long, poor booby ! 

He must not go uncomforted. 

Give me thy cap and gown here ! Marry, 

’Twill seem me well, tliis mummery to daunt ! 

\^He disguises himself^ 
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Now truht my wits to do die necc&sary. 

Som<’ quarter of an hour is all 1 want ; 
Meaiiwliile equip thee for our fcttie jaunt. 

' Faui t. 

MEeHisTOPHLLts, in Fanst's long rolt'. 

Go to! slivht reason, now, an ! science sli'dil, 
W’licjein doth lie nianhs oieate-.t might ! 

IjCt but the spirit of lies erininoui 
’^i’hv soul ot sorcery and glamour, 

AikI ]>acL (;r none—1 hold thee tight ! 

To Jiim hadt Gestiny a spirit given 
That all unbridled, ever lorwaid sweejis. 

And by oTi hasty eflort diiven, 

T"he Ltaith';. delights still overleaps. 

Through wnldest lile I’ll hale him by the 
thrapple, 

Tlnough va]>id insigni-ficaiicy ; 

ri! have him wriggle, Ixiggjc, gra.ijdc. 

And his insatiability 

With meat and drink I'll mock, before parched 
Ji])s tiiat hover. 

Vainly he’ll c: i\ c reFicaliment for his lianic. 
Himself unto tlie X)evii nad he not made over. 
He’d go to the deHhall the same ! 

\_linier a sl’-J'-nt. 

STUD! NT. 

Newly arrhcdi, I conic direct, 

Filled with the most profound lespeci. 

To know—since such youi conde.-,t ension, 

A null v/hom ad with ri'vuerwe ii ention. 

MClHlSTOrifECls. 

Your courtesy rejoices me ; 

A man like many another you m - q . 

Have you already sought elsevwlieicr 
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[ pray you let me be your care ! 

I come to you with courage good, 

Fair store of money and fresh young blood. 
Scarce would my mother let me to college. 
Fain would 1 get me some useful knowledge. 


Mr miSTOPriLLt’S. 

You couldn’t have come to a Letter place ! 


Fiankly, I’d fain my steps retrace ! 

\V ithin these walls and chamber^ gloomy 
Fill ill at ease. Weie they but roomy— 

But all so cramped is to my mind. 

Ko green thing, not a tree I lirid. 

Ftnd in the class-room, on the benches, 

My brain reels and my reason blenches. 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

Bclieic me, ’tis hut use you lack. 

So at the first its mother’s breast 
A cliild not willingly doth take ; 

Yet soon it sucks with ri^ht; good zest. 

So you at Wisdom’s breasts hew pleasure 
Will find each day in growir^g measure. 

Fli hang on her neck with rapture, do not 
doubt It. 

But pray you, now, bow shall 1 set about it:' 

rviEPHlSTOPHELES, 

’Twere best, no further lime to lose, 

To say what Faculty you choose. 
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Right learned would I be, and even 
All things would compass, that m Heaven 
Or on the Earth here are enacted, 

All Science, all Natuie would assail. 

MEPH1STOPHELE5. 

Why there you’re on the proper tiail. 

Yet must you not let yourself be disti acted. 

STUDl NT. 

My heart and soul are in the chase ; 

Yet to be Irarik, a little leisure 
On beautiful summer-liobdays, 

And a little pastime would give me pleasure. 

MEPHlSTOPHiLES. 

Husband your time, Time fleets so swiftly on ; 
Yet oidei teaches bow time may be won. 

My dear young friend, I bid you theielore 
A course of I.ogic first prep ire for. 

Then will your mind be drilled and braced, 

In Spanish boots be tightly laced, 

And hencefoith greater caution tang ht. 

Shuffle along the path of thought, 

Nor zigzag, as the wind mav olow, 

Will o’ the wisp it to and fro. 

Then will they teach you many a day, 

That what at a stiokc you did alway, 

Like eating and like drinking free, 

Must needs be done with one, two, three. 

True, the tissue of thought hath warp and weft 
Like a n asteijuece of the weaver’s craft. 

One tread, ancl a thousand threads do Hit, 
Hitherwaid thitherward, shoots the shuttle; 
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'l"he threads flow out, unseen and subtle ; 
One stroke, and a thousand knots are knit. 
Then the philosopher learnedly 
Shows you that so the thing must be. 

The First was so, the Second so. 
Therefore the Third and Fourth aie so ; 
And were not the First and Second, then 
The Third and Fourth had never been. 
All scholars praise it, but Lord love ’em, 
It hasn’t yet made weavers of ’em ! 

He who some living thing would study 
Drives first the spirit out of the body. 

And then the parts he holds in his hand, 
And there fails him but the spiritual band. 
Eucheiresis Naturae^ Chemistry calls it. 
Mocks itself, knowing not what befalls it. 

STUDS NT. 

I fear I don’t quite grasp the matter. 

MtPHlSTOPHLLtS. 

After a while you’ll manage better. 

You’ll learn to reduce things by and by, 
And to classify all appropriately. 


My wits are dazed with what you’ve said 
As went a mill-wheel round in my head. 

MtPHISTOPHLLES. 

And then, the next thing I must mention, 

Is Metaphysics. Give it y6ur close attention, 
With thought profound take care to span 
What won’t lit into the biain of man. 

Hut lit or not—’tis small concern, 
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A pompous word will serve your turn, 
ljut for this session—first of all 
See that you be methodical. • * 

l^ach day you’re here for five hours’ space, 
With the first stroke be in your ]jlace. 

Be well prepared befoie you start. 

(>et all vour paragiaphs by heart. 

That you may spy, wiih watchful look 
Best aufht he sav that’s not i’ the book. 

And write for dear life’s sake, as though 
'Bbe Idoly Ghost dictated to you. 

STiroiNT. 

Nay, there Til need no second telling. 

1 think 1 know its W’oith aiight ; 

For wiiat one has in black and white 

Oiic takes with an easy mind to one’s dwelling. 

MFPHlSTOI'HrLFS. 

But play you, choose me a Faculty, 

svuia N i\ 

For Jurlspiudcnce, now, Tve little inclination. 

MI-PHISTOPH !■ UFS. 

Why, there you don’t incur my leprobatiori. 
This science as it really is 1 see. 

Bdkc an eternal, rank contagion, 

Statutes and laws are inherited. 

They drag from generation on to generation, 
And stcakidly iiom place to piace thev sjiread. 
i^eaton to nori<^erjs^ turns, blessings to curses ; 
Woe’s tnee, that thou’rt the heir of Time ! 

But tl lere’s no question of that right sublime 
I hat wuh us born into this universe is. 
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uTUlJl'NT. 

Your words but make me shriuk tlu mon. 

Ha})}/y who piohrs by your lore ' 

Tlicology, now, to niy heart lies nearer, 

I were loth to lead you into error. 

Thus hold 1 ol this discijjline ; 

in such a maze the road so hard to ,^aii) lo, 

Such store of hidden \cDom lies thejein, 

And scarce yoa knou which niedicinc and 
wliich bane is. 

11l:c too ’tweic best one master you shoulo 
iuMr, 

And what he sa^ s, that dt> you swear. 

It. sum, hold fast by words, then straiglitwav 
Yv>if 1! eraer by the suie sate gateway 
tlu Temple ol Certainty. 

S'l ODut'.’T. 

\ t*: ,,.)nie idea behind the word must be. 

MLi'inSTOPHtia-S. 

C) ves ! yet need we not wilii too gieat scruples 
r^tck Ui, 

b'or ju'U where all ideas lack us, 

Comco an a])t word to uis the vacancy* 

Md'-h wolds you can a’‘gue, and subtly tv/is: 

'em ; 

broin words, construct a goodl) system ; 

In words believe, nor can you whittle 
Tiom a word, a single jot oiv tittle. 

STUDl N‘T. 

Pardon! with many questions I detain vo 
\ ei must I tax your patience still. 
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On Medicine, if it be your will, 

A pithy word to speak I would constrain you. 
Three years—how cjuickly will they glide ! 

God knows, the field is far too wide ! 

If but a single clue is known 
The maze is easier to unravel. 

MEPHlSTUPHtnES, CUtclc^ 

I'm sick of this pedantic tone— 

Now will I play the very devil ! ^ylloud. 

Of ^Medicine easy 'tis to grasp the essence. 
Through great and little world you studiously 
plod. 

Then let things go, in s])ite of all your lessons. 
As pleases God ! 

Vainly you range all round with scientific zeal. 
For every one but learns just what he can. 

Who puts a timely spoke in Fortune's wheel. 

He is the ]iroper man ! 

You're well-built, handsome, and robust ; 
Toldness you do not lack, nor must you. 

For if yourself you only trust, 

Be sure that others too will trust you. 

And firstly, learn to lead the wonit n ; 

With all their endless groans and sighs 
In countless wise 

There's but one way to physic them in. 

Decorum ! and you'll hold the band 
All in the hollow of youi hand. 

First get a title—then be sure that they^W 
come 

Convincfd thereby your art has scarce its peers. 
So may you finger everything and welcome 
Round which another prowls for years and 
years. 



Part I 


91 


PreSvS where the pulse so shyly dances ! 
Clasp her with sly and fiery glances. 
Freely about*the olender waist, 

To see how tightly she be laced ! 


Nay, that looks better, now! The Where and 
How we see ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My dear young friend, grey is all theory. 
The golden tree of life is green ! 


STUDENT. 

1 feel as 'twere some dream 1 wander in! 

Might I still further trespass on your patience 
Throughly to hear your lore on meet occasions t 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What I can do, I gladly will. 

STUDI'NT. 

I cannot take my leave, until 

Some word to grace my album Tve bespoken. 

Pray let your favour grant this token- 


Aik! fain! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

r lie 'ivritds and ^rces it back a^uin, 

L, O O 

STUDENT rt'iuL, 


EriTIS SICUT DeUS, SClENThS BONUM ET MALUM, 
r C/osiS tht hook revernitlx and takes his have. 


MLPHISTOPHLLES. 

Follow the ancL-nt saw, and follow the snake, 
my coiism ; 
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God’s image as tiiou art, thouMt rue the way 
ti)OU iiast chosen ! 

• ^E.ntet pAust^ 

FAu’ST. 

Whither lies now our wav i' 

MkiUIIoTOl’M! LI'S. 

^V^liiihcr it ideases dice. 
T'he little woild and then the great we'l] .see. 
\Vith joy and gain, Jed by the Devil, 

Ouite ”iatis throtijdi the course thou’lt revel. 

l-.'MJ ST, 

Yet with ihis 'lowing bt'aid bedight 
I lack the case oi lilc polite. 

I court but failure in the endemoui. 

To nhogic with the v.'Orld, that could 1 utver. 

I Icei .lO snuiil wheic others are ; 

1 aitouJd be awkwaid cvcjywhere. 

MEl^HlSTOrH] L 1 S. 

'■'I’is use, my ftiend, all use; al'.jv thy fe\ei. 

If bar thou trust thyvscif, then i’.ast thou 


Foith fiom tile house i;o\.^' shall we speed ' 

Vi'hot c‘ hast tlioii larjlagt, giooni and horset r 

MhPt-nSTOPHFI.f S. 

An oursprea.l cloak i;, all we ncf'd., 
i’horouph the air ro take our courc.es. 

13ut tins Dold journey as we make 
No bulky bundle must thou . 

A little indanimable air, which I’il make 'eady. 
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Fiom earth will waft us, sure imd speedy. 

Full quickly we shall ri^e, if light we arc. 

1 wish you j®y ujA)n your new career! 

AUFRBACHhS CELLAR IN 
LFJPSIC. 

Boon CoMPA'’ri(;Ns at a 1)rinki^^^,3-bout. 

! RCJSru. 

• 

Will no (tiie drink ? Will none guiTaw ? 

Lil teach you all to pull sour faces ! 

I'u-dav vou’re <iii like sodden straw. 

Whose wit is wont lo liaie like blades 

BRANDER. 

Thine is the hiult—tioni thee we wait some 
sign, 

8onie trick such as befits a clown or swine. 

FROhCM. 

'^Fours u ^hus of *Lulnr over hh head. 
There, that lits both ! 

BRANDbR. 

Thou double-sw'ioe I 

rRO-SCH. 

Nay, thou wouldst ha\e it, the fault ivS thine. 

SlbBbL. 

Out at the door with them that quarrel ! 

Swill now, and bawl, and dovuu^do'wn-derry 
down carol! 

Up ! Holla ! Ho 



94 


Goethe’s Faust 


ALTMAVtR. 

Woe’b me 1 I^m lost, alack 
Biiug cottoQ-wool ! the knave mine cars will 
crack ! 


SIEBEL. 

The vault must fairly ring again, 

Ere to the full we feci the basses deep reiram. 

FROSCH. 

That’s right ! who takes offence, out with the 
surly loon ! 

Ki-toural-loGral-Il ! 


ALT MAY! R. 

PA-tuoral-looral-li ! 


FROSCh- 

Now arc our throats in tune. 

Sm^s. 

The good old Holy lionuin Renlm^ 

How hangs it still together r 

BRANDI R. 

A scurvy song! Faugh ! A political song ! 
A filthy song ! Thank Ood with day’s return 
The Holy Roman Empire's none of your cor- 
cern. 

At least I hold it gain that F'ortune fated me 
Nor Emperor nor Chancellor to be. 

And yet some ovei lord there must not lack us ; 
We’ll D uke a Pope to sit i’ the seat of Bacchus. 
\ ou know what quality, you Sii^, 

Decides t. .e choice, the m^n prefers. 
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FROSCH sings. 

Soar alofty Dame Nightingale, 

My Lonx nviih thousand greetings hail I 

SIEBFL. 

Greet me no greetingB ! 1*11 no word ot greet¬ 

ing ! 

FROSCH. 

A greeting i* thy teeth, and a kiss too for my 
sweeting ! 

• Sings, 

Dra'iv the holt at midnight stilly, 

Draiv the holts thy lover ojuakes. 

Shoot the holt i the tnvilight chilly! 


Nay, sing now, sing ! and vaunt her till thy 
throttle aches ! 

I too shall have my turn of laughing. 

She*8 played me false, the jade! She*ll fool 
thee with her daffing. 

Some lubber-fiend would be a gallant meet; 

Let her in crossways wanton with her demon. 
Some old he-goat good-night to her should 
bleat, 

Back from the Blocksberg turned, a fitting leman. 
A proper lad—a piece of flesh and blood, 

Is for the baggage far too good ' 

I tell you flat—I use no inuendoes; 

No greeting for the hussy ! Smash her windows ! 

BRANDER, hammering on the table. 

Give heed I give heed 1 A word with you ! 
And own, you Sirs, I don’t lack breeding. 
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For love-sick folk sit here in view — 

A11 honour to whom honour is due ! 

I’ll give them a song that’s wqrth tfieir heeding. 
Mark now ! A brand-new song ’twill be. 

And bear me a burden lustily. 

He sm^s. 

r the cellar-nest there lined a rat 
That fed on fat and butler. 

He ^re'Tjj a hide paunch as fat 
y/r the paunch of Doctor Luther. 

I'i"' cook laid poison one fine ni^ht, 

1 hin ^renv his little 'world as ti^l'i 
As had he lone in hts belly. 

CHORUS, iubilaril. 

As had he lone in his belly. 

BRaN'l'PR, 

Jlhout he fle'iv and out hejicw 
Hnd snviliedfrom emery puddle. 

He gnawed and clawed the whole Lous: ihtouyh^ 
It booted not a bodle ! 

He leapt in a^ony aloft ami alnma^ 

But srnn^ poor beasty he hud enniv. 

As htul he love m I is belly. 


CHORUS. 

As had he lave in his belly. 

BR \NDI R. 

'1 hen did he writhi/vr t the of en day 
Into the I lichen u'uffle ; 

I ell upon the hearth and stpiinnirg lay 
And pittcjudy c.i 1 snuffle. 
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Jj'mcl lau^'hed thf murderess to see htni roll, 
/iha ! be^s ti~p}ping on h\i very Iasi hole^ 
sis had he lo^e in l/is belly. 

C HOi^US. 

"/(■ ' iiei he lave in his hellv. 


iilKBPL. * 

I’hc nuiddy lascnls—how they rollick 1 
A noble art, ^ood sooth ! to strew 
Poison to give |)Gor rats tlie colic ! 

b;ian!)er. 

i licy^re high in favour, eh, with you? 

ALTMAYKR. 

The bald pate w'ith the big round belly* 

He’s tamed and humbled by his woes. 

And in the swollen lat, I tell ye, 

His faithful counteifeit he knows. 

Faust, MrrHisropHKLLs. 

MI PH I STOP HELLS 

Now is my very llrtit anxiety 
To show thee jovial society, 

I’hat thou mayst sec how lightly life can sit. 
Fach day these fellows make a feast of it. 

ith little wit and mickle comfort 
FAich in his narrow circle wheels, 

As playful kittens chase their tails. 

Save when their heads dc ache and hum foi’t, 
So but the host will score the shot, 

Tliey live in mirth and worry not. 
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BKANUER. 

T-^hey're fresh from travelling, as I’m a sinner 
One reads it in their dress and odd'demeanour. 

T. hey’ve not been here a single hour. 

Y^u’\e hit it! Weil of towns, my Leipsic is 
the flower ; 

A little Palis ’tis and polishes its people. 


sir.Br L. 

Canst guess their calling ? 


Aye, beyond a doubt! 
L.et me alone for that ! Over a brimming 
tankard 

I’ll worm the fellows’ secret out 
As ’tw ere a milk-tooth, v/cre they ne’er so 
cankered. 

It seems to me they come of a noble stock ; 
They have a haughty, discontented look. 

HRANDER. 

They’re mountebanks. I’ll lay a dollar ! 

ALTMAVr-R. 

Maybe. 

FROSCH. 

I’ll smoke then. Mark the event! 

'^EPHlSTOPHLLtS, to Fu,tst. 

The Devil the vulgar herd ne’er scent. 

E’en though he ha*c them by the collar 
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FAUS'I. 

We greet you fairly, Sirs. 

• • 

SlkBEL. 

We you, with thanks to boot. 
\_j4siihy looking askance at Mephistopi>eles. 
Why limps the fellow on one foot ? ^ 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Pray, have we leave to join your merry party ? 
Good drink is lacking here, yet fain we'd take 
our ease 

Amongst a company so hearty. 

ALTMAYLR. 

Gadzooks ! Yoidre very hard to please 1 

FROSCH. 

^Twas doubtless late fron* Rippach when )ou 
started— 

With Squire Hans, belike, you broke your 
evening fast ? 

MEPH1STOPHELES. 

To-day we only travelled past. 

Last time we talked with him, and ere we 
parted 

He’d much to sav of this and the other cousiii, 

^ ^ * 

And loaded us for each with greetings by the 
dozen. 

bo'ws to FroscL. 

ALTMAYJ'R, in an undertone. 

He’s rapped you over the knuckles! He’s a 
cunning deg • 
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Ayc^ hc-’s <4,1] thc:c! 

ff « 

^KC>^CH. 

Wait now ! 1^1) hav'e hi n yet, the rogue ! 

MI l^HKSTOi’HM.’.'S, 

Ml'thinks w«- Ije.ird in chorus sing 
V^.ices tJ-iat lacked not cultivation ; 

And trnl) from this >auk must ring 
Voui song with a rich revciberatioru 

i KOSC H. 

Ajc you ocfchance a v3rlnoso? 

MCPMISTOPHl LI'S. 

Oh nf> ’ though ic^nd of song, my singing is but 
o-so. 

ALTMA’i: n. 

Sing u'’ a stave. 

Ml PHlf.T iPHia.KS. 

Nay, it you wish it, twenty. 

sit liSL. 

Let St nut be a l.raiicl-new stiair ^ 


Mt PHISTOPHJ LP s. 

e are hut newly come Irom Spain, 

The beauteous land of wine and song in islenty. 

I/e I. 

x'/ I'tn^ onrf ruled a nahon 
. in. i he la fair h'tg flea 
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1RUSCH. 

A flea, quotha! Nay now, I pray yot., heed ‘ 

A He:! s a dairjty gycst indeed. 

MtPHlSTOl'HLLFS. 

.// l ‘w^ once ruled a vuiiiun 
u'lud he bad a fair hig Jlea^ 

He loved him in such fashion 
jds his 0 ‘zvn son n.vere he. 

Now iha Ling his t nyal pleasure 
To the tailor did disi lose : 

'Tale me young master s rmasurc 
For doublet andfor hose. 

BKANDIR. 

And look you! see you warn the man o! 
stitches 

1 c» take the measure to a hair. 

'Tweie pity of liis life Fll swear. 

An there were wn’nkles i’ the breeches. 

me?histo?hi:les. 

In sdk and eke in velvet 
Behold our hero drtssed, 

IVith ribbons on his doublet., 

Had a cross upon hii breast. 

Straightway he^s made a tnintsSer^ 

Jlnd a sparkling stiir doth spiorl : 

I'/i^ Lin, by intrigues j inis ter. 

Are all great lords at court. 

The lards and eke the ladies 
1 ormented are full sore. 

Nor queen nor ehambei maid is 
From bite and sling secure. 
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And yet they might not track ’/rm, 

Nor scratch Vw ojf they might. 

'{^e hack *em and >u>e crack Vwa, 

JVhenever nve feel ^em Lite. 

CHORUS, jubilant. 

bl'e hark * em and nve crack ^em^ 

IVhene^cer ive feel *em bile, 

FROSCH. 

Brnvo ! hravo ! that was fine ! 

SlI-IiEL. 

T’liis doom on aJl lleas I pronounce. 

HRAMV R, 

Point your fingers and on rliem pounce! 

ALTMAYKR. 

Long jive Freedom ! Long live Wine ' 

MF.PHISTOPHFLFS. 

Td gladly honour rhe toast, for Freedom I'm a 
zealot, 

Were but your wines more kindly to the palate. 

sir Bl L. 

No more o that, thou c]ueas\" gullet ! 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

Mine host might take't amiss, or foj this toast 

IM treat this honourable party 

From our own cellar, blithe and hearty. 

SIEBEL. 

Here with t^e wine ' IMl answer’t with the host. 
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FROSCH. 

Give us a right good glasj>, our thanks shall 
right ample, * 

!bit pray you, vStint us not 1 * the sample. 

It Ihii U) judge, brim up the howl. 

1 judge t)est when you hll my jowl. 

ALTMAYLR, tU Ufl UudertuHt. * 

They he from the Rhine, 1 guess. 

MLPHISTOPHIOJ s. 

• Now straightway 

A gimlet here ! 

BRANDI-R. 

A gimlet? Wli..t's the gimlet foi ? 
ay, you got tiie cas\b there in the gate¬ 

way ? 

ALTMAVrR. 

His chest ot tools the liost keeps iicie behind 
the door. 

M F p H1 s r( ^ p H RL L-1, takt’s the p/v, 7 <r /. To Fros^ h. 

-VI lUt wouid you like tj taste, now, mild or 
heady ? 

I ROSi. H. 

What mean you ? Have you sucli variety? 

MtPh.STOPKtL;-^. 

i’or each his taste. The choice free. 

ALTMAYRR, tO FfOSth. 

Aha! you start to lick your cl.ajis alieady! 

« 

rRObCH. 

'-rOod, Ihl have Rhenish, tlien, since mine the 
choice IS. 
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Our heart with richc\st gifts the Fatherland 
rejoices. 

• • 

MKPHJSTOPrfrLLS. 

^Dnring a holt in the t(h^c of the tahh, 
at the place nuhe^e I^iosch sits. 
Get me a /itrJc wax, to make forthwith the 
stoppers. 

ALTMAYIR. 

Tut! tut! The)he tiicl.s a juggler does for 
cojjpcis. 

MT-PHisTOPHFLLS, to llramJcr. 

And you, good Sir ^ 

BRANDl'K. 

Champagne for me, 

And bright and sparkling Ici it be. 

^ Mephistophelei hares ; itiriifKL'hile ont 
oj the company has mudi the nvax- 
stoppers and in 1 ci ts them in the 
halts. 


BRAN or R. 

We can’t rjuite shun the hOieign, howe’er \,y 
may deicimuie ; 

The C iood IS i.dr so lar away. 

j 

You; Frenchman’s poison to your true-borr 
German, 

But your 1'reach wine; he’d dank all da). 

Ik sirniL. 

^jls l\j rpL'istojdeles approaches his sr/it 
1 must confess yoai sour wine - i don’t care foi, 
Give me a glass of genutue sweer wine therefore 
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MtPHiSTopHi-n s, baring. 

T' !v,iv forthwith shall Ilow into your olass. 

ALTMAVCR. 

Nav, now look me in the face ! 

1 'U'c Vv'e arc vour butts. You do but Hout us ! 

MtPHISTOPHl-LLS. 

nuch noble fj^uests ! Piow can you doubt us? 
Flout you : Nay nay ! that were too bold ! 

hat can I sei\c you with r Uidold 
Ft-ur choice! I pi^y you, make sugp,estion! 

aLTMAYl R. 

Wuh any. St and not on tlu' cjuestion. 

the holes are all bored and plugged^ 
ut PHisTuPHCLKS, 'Zt;;//; niysllcpasscji* 

Grt/pti doth the ^'ine-siock bear ! 

Jlortii doth the he~goat 'zvear ! 

Wine IS jie 16 yy.zvooden is the vinCy 

'I he zvooden table too can bring forth wint. 

Nature zvith keen insi<^ht elcaz'e; 

Hen is a miracley lui belieue! 

Di azD nozv the stoppers and drink your fill, 

^T)razving out the steppers; zvhere-~ 
UDon there Jiozvs into the glass of 
each the zvine he had ashed for. 

0 noble fount, that flows at will! 

ft 

MEPHlSTCiPHELFS. 

But lake good hecdj lest any drop ye spill. 

\l. 'hey drink repeatedly. 
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ALL Sfn^\ 

lVe\e CIS drunk < 7 r hgs^ 

And happy as frve hurdreJ ho^^s. 

MErHISTOPHI-LES. 

The rabble is >et loose. Tt grows u]>roarious, 

EAVST. 

Lf!'. US be gone, 1 beg of thee. 

Ml PHlSTOPHFLt S 

Nav, heed them first 1 Now bestiality 
Will oe revealed in guise most glorious, 

\^Drmks heedlessly; the 'zvine d sdilt nr. 
the ground arid tuns to flame. 
Help ! Fire ! Help ! 'i’hc flames of Flell ' 

MI PHisToPifi LLS, eoiaunzio ihcjln. 

Peace, tiiendlv ehunent ! Pc still I 

r7h th e ^rnssdil rs. 

ThivS time twas but a ciiojj of ])Uig,'ton?i liie. 

sirii’ L. 

Wliat’ s this ! Nav, wait ! A lesson you recjuirr, 
And many, I’l! give you one, a\fg that I will 1 

Don’t date a second time so to ] ro\oke us, 

ALTM A\ I E. 

We’d be. er softly bid him shog, that’* tlear. 
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SlKUEL. 

What, Sir, d’ye rake upon 70 U hc'f* 

To piay on us.yoim hocui>-pocus 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

l^eace, thou old wine-tub ! 

SI K BEL. 

Broomstick, out! 
Must thou be gibing too, i’ the top o’ the 
matter ? 

•BRANDS'R. 

Nay, marry, v/ait! Like hail the blow' shall 
patter ! 

ALTMAVER. 

[_Draivf a stopper out of the table 
F've spirts out upon him^ 

I’m burning, binning ! 

SIR 15 EL. 

^Vitchcraft ! JDiaw ! 

Have at him ! He’s out o’ tlie pale o’ the law ! 

J fjey lira^zv their knives and rush npo' 
Mcphistopheh's . 

MFPHISTOPHELES, 'UJid) solemn mien. 

False vuord and voraith of air^ 

Change place and sen le Impair I 
lie here and there ^ 

\lljey stand in ama%e and gaz.e at each other. 

ALTMAYEPx. 

[ Whcie am I ? What a beauteous land ! 

SKOSCH. 

I Vineyards’! See I aright 1 
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SirBFL. 

Anti gi :'pes here close at hand ' 

• I 

BRANDPR. 

Hfie 'neath tins aibour green and shady, 

See what a vine ! what grapes hang ready ! 

[* He tahes Sicbel hy the nose ; i >i 
others seize each other in Lie 
manner and raise their km-ves. 


Ml I'HISTOPHELES, <7.1 obove. 

Hr.from their eyes ihe hardt 
Mark huw Devil’s jesting goes. 

H/inid)es cutih Haust ; the isjass tiers 
dra'^o acjouy from each other 


I'.at is i^ ? 


.Sn E)^L. 

ALT MAYER. 

Plow ? 


FRO.SCH. 

Was that tlw nose * 

j 

BRANDI w, to liicheL 

r’^nd thine I’m clutching in my hand ! 

ALTMAYER. 

Through r\cfy limb the shock did dart and 
si liver. 

Cjivc me a chair 1 My knees are all a-c^uiver : 

EKOSCH. 

Pray, what has happened r Well, I never ] 


SIEBEL. 

Where is the rogue ? His life’s in peril ! 
I’ll iSiictei. him dead upon the floor 1 
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ALTMAYFK. 

I suw him with these eyes l)cstride a barrel 
And riiie out r.t the#cellar-door. 

My feet like lumps of lead my legs hang under. 

V^l urmrig to the table. 
My ! will the wine still how, I wonder ? 

SIlBEl.. 

Nay, all was glamour, cheat and show. 

FROSCH. 

Vet I was di^pking^j^vine, f vow. 

BRANUMC, 

but ^' hat about the grapes, then, pray vou : 

ALTMAYhR. 

And miracles aic naught but old wives^ stones, 
say you ? ^ 


WITCirS KITCHEN. 

\^Upon a lo^v h>'in th stands: a great 
cauldron over the lire. In the 
steam that rises Jrutn the cauldron 
divers forms appear. A shi-ipc 
sits beside the cauldron, shms ti, 
and waiihes lest h boil over. I hi 
he-‘ ape ‘With the whelps sits beside 
it, warming him: elf. I Vails and 

riding are deihcii with the mod 
fantastic implt merits of witi hcraft. 

Faust, Mi-PHisTorHiLi s. 

T'AUST. 

goree doth ’■isf at th.is mad mavgic-deahng' 
l^osr virodiise I shall get me healing 
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Ir this wild waste of sorcery ? 

l)o 1 need counsel from a witheied beldam ? 

Will this foul broth my body fice^ 

From thirty years of a};e’s thraldom? 

Woe’s me an thou nauohi better lind ! 

My hope is stilled in tins d(‘n unwholesome. 
Hath Nature not, and hath no noble mind 
Discovered to this use some giacious balsam : 

MEPHlsrOPHI-LKs. 

Now you talk sciisf again, niy friend, and look ' 
There is a natural means,. ’ such thou 
deeniost aptcr, 

Youth to restore —but in .luother book. 

And sooth tt is the oddest chapter. 


i choose to know it! 

MEPHISTOU Hi Li:S. 

Good ! No money doth it need, 
No Jeeclies’ aid nor aid at witches, 
r.ctake thee to the heiJ with sjiecd, 
rurn uj) the clods, and dig out ditches j 
jVfove ever in a narrow lound 
Content, and tug not at thy tether; 

With irugal fare keep body and soul tcigctlier ; 
Live with the biatc's as brute, and think njt 
shame to Oung 

rhy..e1f the field thou rcapest. There’s u 
trutJiful 

And simple rule to make tliee yimn;’, 

And k'Miscore years to keep thee youthful. 

FaV!‘ i . 

1 luv^k the use thcicto. So lo w I may not 
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'I’o fit my hand to spade and sho\el. 

So cramped a life niy very soul would* iik ! 

MEFHliTOPHEH’S. 

A^hy tlien, the witch must needs to work. 

FAIT ST. 

Is t\oue but an old liag so ; killed : 

' .mst ’bou not blew thyseli tlie potion f 

MKl'HKSTOPUl ULS. 

A })fetty pastinie I I could bedld 

. soon a thousand bridiu's, I've a notion. 

Not skdl nor lore suilice ro brew 

d'he drauj^ht. 'i’here" must be pafence too. 

A ti.incjui! sjjirit veoiks on, whilst ye-trs still 
Imt^then. 

Jbnie only can tlie dedicate le'iinciit stie*ny,theu. 
-Vnd t'.onLUous stiaiige too, sooth to sa\, 

Air all things that belong unto it. 
d'h.‘ iJevil showed them lirst the way, 

‘no yet the Idevil cannot do it. 

/7‘T’///g /.'N" bed its. 

1 o you now ! Wliat a dainty l>iecd ! 

'dlls IS the man ! that is the maid ! 

[]/b the beasts. 

I or rnistrcs.^ tlie-n bides not ihe- ht'use in? 

THE BFASTS. 

Gone carousing. 

Out she liew 

Xhe chimney thicuglil 

MEPHISTWPHl Ets. 

Vnd how lonn ooes she a-eaddinp. mairv ? 
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THE BEASTS. 

So long as our paws to warm we tarry. 

MEPHlsrol’HEL .S. 

What thir]k you ot the driinty heasties ? 

FAU^T. 

i think thorn stale as sta'e can be ! 

MEPHISTOPHMH S. 

Nay now, a talk Lke thus for me, 

Above all other talk, a very least is i 

the heastj. 

Tell me, accuised popjiets, will ye. 

What stir ye lound anil loimd i’ the stew ? 

THl BLASTS. 

Wc'je boiling slojjjiy jiaup'i-skilly. 

MFPHISTOPHl L! S. 

Why then, your public is not lew 

THE m-APE. 

fi^h/'/es ufi and fa^Luns upon Llcphtsio-- 

pJ.H its. 

Oh ' rattle the dire, 

Make me rich in a trice, 

And let me be gainer ! 

I’m short ot the trasJi, 

And were 1 in cash 
1 were so much the saner. 

Mf imiSTOPHLLES. 

How dcady v^ould the ape now join the 
scramble, 
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Aflu in the lottery for fortune gamble ! 

^^Meanuuhile the tipe-'whtips hivuc been 
• plajing ^vilh a lar^e hall, 'tv/ji ,* 
they nonv ; nil for^.uard, 

THE HI,-AP£. 

Trr“ worid^s a ball 
Doth ribe and fall, 

As Fate doth spin \u 
it rings like glasb ; 

^Tis bjiuJc aias ! 

There^s nothing in it. 

Here bright it seenib, 
iieie brighter gleann,; 

Fm alive this minute ! 

My son, I say, 

Keep tJit'e away ! 

Death nothing hindeit!' 

It is but clay 1 
'Tv/ill iiy to flindciK! 

Ml rriibToPiii Ltb. 

iuu'eto the sie\e i 

THE HE-am-, tahej it doiviu 

Weit tliou a thief 

Disguise thee th^ni couldst not. 

\_l(e ra/js to the j A- pc und iele hep 
look throu'^h. 

I .oo'k through the sieve 
Dost know the thiei, 

Yet rianie him thou wouldst nor' 

MEPHISTOPKEI.ES, Upproachlh^ the firtx 

Ana what is this pot 



I 14 Goethe’s h'aust 

rfii-AMi AMI SJiE-AP£. 

The tiimplc sot! , 

rie knows not tlic j)Ot ! 
Lie knows not the* kettle I 

M1,P HISTOPHELi' S. 

IT'l'nanc'Ci !\ i-rutel 


H}--Ax’E. 

Trikf^ the win.-.I;, and to bivot 
Take a ..cat i’ the set.tlc ’ 

[_//(■’ const) attii 1^'itphistophclcs to at 
do-zvn. 

I'ATJST. 

li'/ho III the meiin'wLile has been 
standing bejore a mirror^ tio'-iv 
approarh n<^ it., nr-zu i elinng 
jrorn it. 

hat Gee I here? ^k^hat Nision hcaveiiiv 
bright 

Within this magic glass : I'hy fleetcL t pinion 
i\ow lend me. Love, and into her donmiioii 
j-.ead thou my swift, unening llight! 

A-h ! if ujioii tins spot I bide not—fate inliuniun 1 
It near i venture, as my heart doth list, 

I sec her only through a veil r f ipist! 

The fairest vision ol a woman ! 

Ish possible? So fail can woman be ? 

Or in this couched form see 1 wliat no man 
Hath ever seen, all heaven’s epitome? 

Is there on earth so fair a bein - ? 

O 

Mt’FHISTOl'Hi Lt G. 

Aye, marry ! if a God six days doth tod ..aO 
mod. 
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Viid cries: Well done ! i' ihe end the coil, 

• I must be something well worth seeing. 

Gaze now thy*lil], find piCL^cndy 

'Ml Iook thee out just such a pretty sweeping \ 

Vnd happy man be his dole, say I, 

Wlio on her iip.-i shall jvess the bridegioonds 
gieetinj^! 

j:^iiz£s ever in the mirror. 
I\lepListophcU‘s^ stretching himselj 
lu the .idtie and to"in'j <Lvith the 

o 

vuhhh^ on ^sjKdking^. 

'!eie likt‘ a king I sit upon the throne, 
occjitie in hand, aral lack but the crown alone. 

THE lil-ASTS. 

' iV'H) hitherto Juive been dancing m 
i.jid out ^vlth ail sorts oj fantastic 
gi j tores , bring Mrphis tuphtUs a 
crozen 'with loud shricLs, 

Oh! be so good 
V\bth ssweat and blood 
A-i stick It tugetlier ! 

Vfl'hey handle the crovin a^ivk^vnrdlyy 
and hnah it into iz.uo pieces ^ zviiH 
zvhu h they daiu e about, 

’Tis done, prate and see, 

Heiir and rhvme Jo vte. 

To the lengtli oh uur leiher,— 

VAUST, turned towards the mirror. 

Woc^s me! Ihii well-nigh sheer distraught! 

M EPHisTOPHJrLLS, ptotlting 10 the beasts. 
l\ow even my tough pate rt.cls as I listen! 
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THL KLASTS. 

And if {>enbc conic untiougln. 

If we chance into thougiif, r 
Then our rhvnie has its reasc n. 

j 

hjwbTy as ah(j\\. 

What flic is kindled in mv bo.^om i . 

j 

l^et us ioniiwifn this Devif s Smithy cjint • 

NiKPHiSTOPHiLbS, hi the same ailitude as ah 've. 

Well, well i one merit wc can’t iciuse ’em ; 

They're honest poets, wc mu!?t adirui. 

cauldrotiy <zvhirh the she-ape has 
hiiherlu tu^rlaic'dj begins to I'd} 
over; a great Jlume InirsU uut 
(ifid Jlart^ up the chumiey. The 
IViich come A ridin'Z d"-:un ti^muvh 
thejjiinu ^vilh a feaijul shr.eh. 

THI' wi'icH. 

Ow ! Ow ! Ow' 1 Ow 1 

1 hou cursed beast! Tliua damned sou ! 

I^osi let th.e po'i boil over now : 

JJost binge the mistiessi Damned s£>\,' ! 

[Peraiohig Faust <aid Alpha teph h" 
^'Vhat have we heie; 

V\,' ho ale ^e here ? 

W iiat seek vc t!iere ? 

ho bath slunk ihorougii : 

May htdl-hie haiiow 
Voui bones and niairow I 
^hhe dips Jr,.i the (auklrou nvtth * 
Lhmmug -ladii , aul splae hes ji ame. 
io^auirds Faust, Alephistopreus 
and iJsL Feasts. The BiasU 
•whnr. r. 
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MLPHISTCil’HKLES. 

^ruining ahout the auhtsk which he 
t hotels tti his hand, and sfriLin<r 

* 4 J 

ri^ht and left amidst glasses and 
pots. 

Tn two ! In two ! 

7^1k*i e lies the ’hiew ! 

The :’iass lies broke ! 

t 1 

’T\s but a joke, 

]^oul hag, the stroke 
Thy,niel(xi\ to ! 

flVhiist the }ditch falls bach, full of 
wrath and terror. 

Thou Scaieciow! Ivnowst tb.ou me? Thou 

Dost know thy Lord and Ma.ster ? Nay, what 
liindtrs 

My wrath from smiting ruthlessly. 

And smashing thee and thine aj)ish sprites to 
flinders ? 

Doth the red doublet claim no more respect? 
Dost ihou not know at ain the tall cock's feather ? 

y 

Mv features doth some mask protect ? 
iNLu‘,t I needs name me altogether? 

THb WITCH. 

My Liege ! forgive my greeting rough . 

In truth I see no horse's hoof. 

Thy brace of ravens, too, where is it ? 

M£PHISTO?HCLES. 

Well, well ! tliis time we ll call it quits, 

Fhe case some leniency admits. 

'Tis quite an age since my last visit. 

And Culture, too, that fast licks into shapq. 
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The world nl lai\L',e, the Devil ciin’t escape. 

Mo longer now you see the Northern phantom. 
Horns, tad and claws, no niorp I daunt Vm. 

As for the hoof, 'twould harm nie with the 
fo^k. 

vet it mav not well he lac 
And so I’ve worn for years, like many a gay 
vouno buck, 

In place ol calf, a little ])acking. 

IHI U'ttH, J.!V }/I \ 

I’m quite beside mvself with glee 
Squire Satav beif' again to see! 

MM'HISTOPH' LES. 

That name is now tabooedi, old Dame. 

THE WITCH. 

Why, what’s tfie martei wnh the name.^ 

MEPHISTOVHKLES. 

Thi s mnnv a day ’tis written down r- fable , 

Yet men aro nowise wuirurs in tlie grune. 
They’re rid o’ the btvii One, tlie Uvil still are 
able. 

Sir Baiou if ilmu cal! me, all is w dl and got>d, 

A km edit I am like otheis toi the occasion. 

1 

Thou dost not doubt the blueness of my blood: 
Sec here, now ! such tlie arms are which I 
blazon. 

\^He mnhes an ii/iurjrl^i 

THE WITCH, laiv^hinr^ immcdcraicly. 

Ha ! lia ; that’s like you, I declare ! 

A rogue you are, a rogue \ou ever were. 
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MEPHISTOPHI LI'S, tO FllUSt. 

Mv friend, take lesson bv my s])ceches; 

That is the cc)m])any wuli witches. 

THK Wl'lVH. 

Now, Sirs, wliat is youi enand, sjieak ! 

Ml- PHT roPHFLES. 

A biim])er of tlie vali-knovvn juice we seek. 

/Vnd for the oldest T am fain to trou'eJe ; 

I'or with the ycais its virtues double. 

t 

)ni- WITCK. 

Riolit gladly! Here no.v, tiom this bottle 
Myself at times J wet my ^-hrottie, 

And now no more the leiust it stinks. 

Til give you a nu) with the greatest jileasure. 

/ 1 hispcnw^. 

Yet if all un])r(.']jai ed this man the potion drinks, 
Wnhin an hour, ye wot, his sands have run their 
measiii e. 


MI PHIST- PHF'LKb. 

He’s a good friend of mine ; it shall agree 
with him. 

1 giudge liirn not the best within th.v Kitchen. 

Draw now tliy ring, on with thy witching. 

And fill him a bumper to the brim. 

THK WITCH, ^kh imtic ^e^tuns describes a itrrb,, 
nml sets faniastir objects ^nihki it; metin^vhih 
the glasses begin to tinkle^ the cauldron to thiun 
and make music. Family ^ .\he hriirc,^ a great 
sets the apes 'within the circle^ and make' them 
serve as a lectern^ and hold the torches. Shi 
heikons Faust to drav.^ near. 
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FAUbT, to Alrphistophehs. 

Nay, tell me now, what means this antic ^ 

This crazy rubbish, these y^esSures i^rautic ? 

This stalest (.iieat, tliis tasteless stuff. 

I know and hate tl’Cin well e.iough, 

A fiddlestick I Know wliat a joke is ! 

Thouht too sUaitlaced and cncunisjiect! 

As doctor, slic must play her hocus-]'>ocus, 

'>o that the draught may ha\c its full effect. 

Lurts!ruins Faust to enter the < irr!e, 

THi- JcLnmhi" from the book in a bombas tu 

manner. 

7his must thou know f 
7rom one mule seven^ 

And two let 

And ihi ce male even 

'Fhtn art thou rich ; 

Ihus saith the witch. 

Now four prL fix ; 

Fi om fvt and six, 

FL he seven and er^ Lt. 

’7 IS ended sira^gbt J 
^‘ind nine is one 
jlnd ten is none. 

I hu IS the witih's once~tinies-one. 


FAOST. 

The beldam raves as one distracted ! 


MhPHIbTuFHhLLb. 


All is by 
[ knovV t! 


no means yet enacted 1 

nook, ^'Fis all in this one strain. 
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Myself too oft tliCFcwith liave lost my leisure. 

A downright contiadiction doth remain 
I'or wise mon and for fools, niysteilous in like 
measure. 

The art, my friend, alike we see 
Practised in far-off times and nearer, 

\^^ith three and one, and one and three, 

Iiistead of truth to scatter erro;. 

Teas uiidisturhed they prate and preach, 

Po: who with fooks woulil make a pother ^ 
bo that the words be there, the seir^e men naupht 
impeacit, 

To’ surely one can think—v/ith v/oids—somt 
thoUL’llt t)[ otlu*i. 

< i 

THE WITCH couth 
Hjc lofty ATlvIu 

OfS c'lCTh C quite 

From dll the 'luorld lies huldci>. 

Tci take no thought^ 

It comi’s unsow^ht; 

Ask uot^ it ionic's iird'idiiir.. 

FAUbT. 

vVhat balderd.’.sh doth she recite? 

As though "twould sjdit rny hea*.! is beatuiy 
Mi-'dunks ] hear in chorus, ouite 
A hundred thousand idiots prating. 

MEPHISTOl'Hi-Xi s. 

bnough ! enough ! incomparable Sibyl i 
t iue liere thy drink ! No grudging dribbu , 
ij t fd Iiini a bumper to the brim ! 

Be Sale thy diaugui m) Irlend here \tii‘ hM 


% 
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For frx\Lh ! he’s sw:illoweJ iiuLiiy a swinger, 

Al] Si8 tieoiues tre he could climb. 

^l /jc ll^iith 'unl}' nuni^ ceremonies pt irs 
Lit the ilniw^ht into'a guLiet ; iU 
Faust set\ it to his hps tJju e arises 
a sl/oht fl U7n\ 


MI I’HIST Ol'Hl LLS- 

Dovvn With tin fttingo ! l"oss it oH ! 

’Twill warm tin.- cockles ot thine heart I 
W 1 it ! with the l)c\il hjiul and glove, 

/\ijJ horn a Jjltie iLiiuc dtC’t 6'fa;tr 
^7he fVilcb uriiiLs the at 'It. Fi^Uit sief^ JiriL 


Ml I’HlsrOl’Hl-’Ll'S. 

l-Y I <:^v-i3' ! 'Thou mast not lest ' 

inr. v/irci'.. 

And nuiV th.ive o’ the diam, Air guest: 

MLPHlSTei'HLLiLS. 

And can 1 jjleasuie thee, tii^' wish be siioken 
iloldiy, on h!ay-day Fve, u])on the iAochen, 

Tirt wn\'H. 

Hcie IS a charm whicli sung at times, ] tiow. 
Will s;iH wdly help along the opciatioii. 

MLPHiSTOPHrLES. 

Come quickly ! Some brisk occupation 
Must set thee in a perspiration, 

that thiougli eiery pore the potent juice may 
jIov/. 

Later l';i have thee prize the dolce far nienr\ 
zknd soon thou’lt A‘el, with iavishinent in plenty, 
How CU]‘H sl!K, and rlutters to and ho. 
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FAUST. 

I A t me but gLince C the glass tliat lovely fo:m 
doth ill, 

’diat vision ot fair womanhood ! 

MFI’HlsTOPHLLF S. 

^ ;)7, r ay ! 'jdiou’lt vSlc ihe paragon of women 
Ik-iore thee soon in flesh and blood. 

j^sule. 

rUy body so this ]jhilter dwell in, 

'n {‘veiy wench thou'h sei a Helen ' 


STR RHlh 

Faust, M by. 

FAUST. 

M\' fair young lady—bold tiic oflcr, 

\"et may 1 my arm and escort prufiei t' 

MAKGAKLT. 

I ,»ni not a lady, am not fair ; 

I (.an find my way home without escort, vSli. 

cr'- rces hersilj ,ind exit^ 

FAtrsv. 

liy Heaven, but this maid is fak ! 

I never have seen the like of ner. 

Modest and virtuous, through and through, 

Ver with a touch of shrewdness, too. 

Her flaming cheeks, her crimson Jips, 

Fh rot forget till the world's eclipse ! 

How she casts dowm her shamelast tyet 
fvcep in my Leait engraven lies. 
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What a curt ar\swei did she tVinj; I 
U])on my soul, ’twas lavisliiiio ! 

[ IC/ii'’r J\ l('pL'isloJ)hi’ies^ 

J-AlfsT. 

^S;^w you fl)e gu l ? I mudc possrs^: her i 

Mr.PHlbTOPHI T-1 S. 

Which ? 

FAtf-iT* 

She th.at parsed, 

Ml P'llSTOPHbblit.. 

’Tik she you mean ? 
SI ic is but come from lier Ci.;nh‘.s.soj, 

Vdlivi hath as‘,oiled iier rroni aiJ siii. 
xh’bide the chair I st'iie me iii. 

Ouilclc'^b she lb in deed and tiiouLdu, 

And went io her slirilt ior vc: y naugiit. 

I have no power ovej iter. 

FAUST. 

Yet jiaii’ siu’ o.-ei: ]k! ioaiieciith. "era 

MS i’HlSTOpHi Ll i. 

Mair\, you talk like dack-a-loose, 

'Who lusts foi racii sweet ilower that blou's. 

Ana tliinks no honour is—vain Itiol 
Dr favoui, w'hich he ma\ not cu!L 
l>ut it capA'Ct be always o'one, swtet Sir ! 


rAU_-T. 

INTy worst'.piul Sir T,essoiieij 

S]iarc me, t ptay, your moial sei mmi. 

And nuaa*: nc ! tewest words aie ocs,.— 
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Unless this sweet youn^ thing doth rest 
This very night upon my breast, 

Our pact ai‘midhight doth determine. 

MEPHISTOPHKLLS. 

Bethink thee what is feasible! 

1 need a iortnight but to smell 
A meet occasion out. 


raiisT. 

How S])oedy ! 

Give me seven hours—ho shoii a while' 
I’d need no devil to beguile 
A rtimpie lass! 


MLPHlSTOl’HELLS. 

Nay now, already 
Like a Mounscer almost you speak: 

Yet let the task not irk you, pray. 

What boots it to enjoy straightway? 
There’s far more pleasure in tlie ireakg 
It first your puppet like a paste 
You knead and trim to suit your taste 
With long-drawn dilly-dalliance, 

As taught in Italian love-iomaie,e. 

O 

'•■AUST. 

I need not that to give me zea, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now once for all, sails jape or jest, 

1 tell )Od, wuth the pretty lass 
No sudden stroke you’d bring to pass. 
This fort by storm will ne’er be shaken; 
By stratagem it must be taken. 
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r.uTST, 

vict ni^* a ;Tage from my ange]-lo^e^ 
f.fMci me unto the sweet hhcrs nest! 
(ret me :i keichief fiom her hieast! 

A g,liter for my j(iv—a gknc . 

MEi'inS'I Oi’HKLI s. 

That thou ntayVst see how I rcipe:: 'ua' 
Our 10 hci]) and ease tiw 

Vll lead ihee piomptiy, lor mv ]iart, 
This \ery clav, into her eliambei. 

j'M's r. 

Aai.< sh'ili I see hei r—)ia\e lea ? 


i>I M'JUS 1 Orn SLLt: 




She ro a neighbour's house will go. 

In hei ,Umos])),eie ciilolded, though, 
Of all ood hope ot futuie pJea .uit 
Shall meanwhile take tbv fll ai leuuiie. 


Can wc 'to ? 


MLPHlSTO) HI-LI .ft. 

^Tis too err'l\ ^ei. 


FAILS'! . 

See thou a present for her get! 


r Kxlt* 


Presents uli 
I'i litle. 
Full many a 


MEPHLSTCnmKLrS. 

eady? Bravo! So he’ll find her 
goodly place I K.nc)W, 
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WitJi treasures 'ouried long ago. 

1 must rehesh niy memoiv a little. 

riTAT/V. 

KVENING. 

r // r uliI! tin I clean lx chamber, Afar-' 
irarrt pJaiiin^ and binding the 
braids uj hrr hair, 

. MARGAKKT. 

IV, give a good deal, now, to know 
Whu ’twas ro-day that sto])ped me sc. 
indeed he hatl a gallant aii ! 

He’s of^'k noble house, that’s clear. 

His face alone high birth had told. 

And 'diiC he had neve; been vso bedd. 

MrPHisTopnrt-Ts, Faust. 

MrPHlSTOPHf' LES. 

C( me in ! Tiead softly, but come in ! 

FAUST, af/er a short ulencc. 

1 prithee, leave me alone within. 

MEPHISTOPHELI'S, prying about. 

Not every girl hath her 100 m so clean. 

FAUST, looking about him ^anih uplifted gaxe. 

Welci ime, sweet twilieht ! thou that weave^t 
Thy misty veil throughout this shrine. 

And thou, on the dew of hope that thirsting 
livest, 
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Sweet pain of love, seize thou this heart of mine. 
Breathed around me, what a sense of stillness. 
Of order, of contentment is ! 

Ah / in this j)overty, what fulness. 

And in this piison, what a heaven of bliss! 

\_He casts Jj 'unself into the leathern arm~ 
chair, hy the led. 

Receive me, tliou, that oft with open arm 
The forefathers dulst take, wJien gnef confounded 
Or joy did gladden. Ah ! how oft a swarm 
Of childicn blithe this fatherks throne sur¬ 
rounded ! 

Tdere, for her Christmas gift, in artless bliss, 

My Love, with cheeks by childhood softly 
rounded, 

Haply her grandslrc’s withered hand did kiss. 

I feel thy spirit, Maiden, fill the air, 

Instinct with order, banning spot and wrinkle, 
Teaching tdiee daily with a motlier's care 
Neatly to spread the cloth upon the table there, 
Here at thy feet the cleanly sanil to sprinkle. 
Dear hand, how godlike is thy worth ! 

Thou niakest this poor cot a heaven on earth. 

And licre ! 

\Jle raises a curtail of the heth 
What raptuious thiill ! Here, notiiing loin, 
Whole houFvS would T tarry. Here, ent'^dded 
In lightsamic dreams, O N.ature, hast thou 
moulded 

The angel born to fuller growth. 

Here lav ’'lie child! Its tender bo^om 
Th e wainaii of life clasped in its hold- 
Heo', as unlolds a ]mre, sweet blossom. 

Here aid th' angLl-lorm unfold. 
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And thou ! how hast thou hither erred ? 

J feci mine inmost being f-tirred ! 

What wilt th,ou h^erc ? Thine Iieart what burdens 
so ^ 

l^nhappy I'aust ' hJ'o more myself 1 know ! 

Me doth some magic breath enclose ? 

Mv licait, that lust of joy did ilatrer, 

Now in a dream of love dissolves like water. 

Are wc the sport of everv brcatJi that blows : 

And came she in, where wouldst thou crawl 1 
How wouldst ai^vc thine im|aous intrusion ; 
d'he great Jack Eooby—oh, how small ! 

Would crouch before her in contuslon. 

[ A«//fr JMephii tophrlrs. 

M TIP HISTOP H IIUFS. 

Ouick, now ! The lass below there I discern ! 

FAUiT. 

Away, away ! 1 never will leturn ' 

MI pinsTupHi urs. 

Flere is a casket, jaetty heavy. 

Tve made elsew'here a little lew. 

j 

Here in this coffer will we lay't. 

IMl take my oath she’ll faint with rapture. 

I’ve put in trilics might be bait 
fx very different prey to capture. 

True, lass is lass, and jest is jest. 

FAi; ST 

I know not; shall I I 
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MErmSToPHELFij. 

Thou qucstionesf : 

Dost think belike to keep the trcasyre P 
Then spare thy -wanton mood, I pi ay. 

The sweet and sunny houis o* the day, 

And Sparc to rob me of my leisure. 

Thou’it not a miser, art thou ? Nay ! 
i rub my hands, I scratch my noddle— 

IBe puts the casket into the cojfer^ and 
presses to the hasp again. 

Away ! Make haste ) 

That forthwith to your wish and taste 

The sweet youn^ thing you may mould and model. 

You look as glum 

As must you into the lecture-room ; 

As gray before you in flesh and blood 
Physics and Metaphysics stood. 

Away ! 

\^£,xeunt. 


MARGARET wth a lamp. 


Hov. sultry ^tib ! 


[ S'he opens the ^vindoii^ 
HovV' n'.ay that be ^ 

Indeed ’tis not so warm without. 

1 know not y hat comes over me. 

I would my motner stayed lutt out. 

There runs a shudder througii my fiame. 

What a silly, timorous girl 1 am ! 

[aS'A’ hegiv to sing a\ the undresses. 


There 'Was a king di Thul ' 

T s fiiithful to the gni-vt. 
Him she that loved him truly ^ 
M gold cup dying gave. 
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/Ju (lead lu^ve s gift the lover 
At every banquet qua fed. 

Kver his eyes IrimatCil over^ 

y/c he drank thircjrom his draught. 

[Its sands ran out their measure ; 

His royal tonvns he told. 

He grudged his heir^ no treasure. 

Save hut the cup of gold, 

he held a I'oval avassail 
IVtth all his chividiy. 

In the high halls oj the. castle 
Oj his fathers^ by the :>ea. 

'There the old nierry-nuder 
Drank standing life's last glo*w , 

Then hurled the sacred beaker 
Into the flood helozu. 

He sa'iv it falling, d^ inking. 

And sinking in the sia. 

17IS eyes in death voei e •iniirg. 

And never again dranh he, 

[_She opens the coffer to put avoay her 
clothes, and catches sight of tin 
je^vel casket. 

How came in here this lovely casket so ? 

1 locked the coffer, that HJi vow ! 

IndcL-ct ^tis strange ! What’s in it, I’d like to 
know ? 

Nay now, belike a pledge ’twill be 
That mother for some loan doth keep. 

Here on the ribbon hangs a key. 

Td dearly love to take a peep. 

What is this ? Holy Virgin ! Look ! 
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T’vc nevt ‘1 seen nughl like it! Nay ! 

How lovely ! Why, the lady of a duke 
Mipjtr wear it on a festal-day. ^ 
rlow v/ouki the chain suit me now, r Stay ! 
Whose can It be, this iineiv ? 

[^Shc atJc'rns hirstif ivith /V, and steps 
in Jront of the mirror. 

Did but the car-uners Iioiony, to me ! 
in a monjcnt how they change your face ! 

What iielps y,ood looks, or what helps youth ? 
’Tis all very fine and sood, forsooth ! 

But then they let it be all, alas'! 

They praise you—yet half with pity. 

For gold all throng, 

On gold all han g 

Alas ! we poo)—and pietty ! 


A WAl.K. 

'^Faust 'ZUtTilkin^ (0 and fro^ dc.p tn 
th'jirjht. do hhn enttr AJcf>L'i\l(<- 

O 1 

phrles. 

AlEPHISTCPHI LI'S. 

By all the loveevei was slighted ’ By the heihsh 
conflagration ! 

1 would 1 knew aught grinimc: would serv.* as 
an imprec'^tion! 

F/tUbT. 

What ails thee ? Marrv, such an air 
Tve never seen. There’s madness in it. 

MIPHlSTOPHELhS. 

I’d give myself to the Devil this very minute, 
An I myself no devil v/cre ! 
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Art wrong in thine Jieaci ? What means this 
antic ? , 

Doth it seem thee to rage as thou wort frantic ? 

MFPHISTOPHELI S. 

Just think ! The finery for Gietclien got, 

A ])nrson has whipped me off the lot. 

Her mother gets me a sight o’ the thing ; 

Is seized with a secret shuddering ] 

She hath a scent like a beast of prey ; 

In her prayer-book sniffs and snulHes alwav ; 

Or, every chattel she smells quite plain, 

Tf the thing be sacred or ])iofanc, 

I’ht finery she but sniff's me at, 

And she knows there’s not much blessing in 
that! 

My child, quoth she, ill-gotten gear 
The soul ensnares, the blood doth sear ! 

Wed! give it God’s Mother—be she gracious ’ 
^VIth heavenly manna will she refresh us. 

But Peggy draws me the wryest mouth! 

’Tis a gift-horse, thinks she, and of a truth 
Ungodly, I’ll warrant, was not he 
Who brought it hither so generously. 

But the mother must needs a parson summon. 
And scarce he hears the joke from the woman, 
Than straightway his mouth begins to water. 
Says he ; d'hat’s the right s]ant, my daughtei. 
Who overcomelh, v/ins the croun. 

A good digCvSlion the Cliurch doth own, 

Whoic lands and houses hath she eaten. 

Vet neier h^'rsclf bath ovf'reaten. 

The Church alone, niv sisters dca^^ 

C an ever digest ill-gotten gear. 
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A universal custom ! Why 
A Jew or a king with tlic Chwch ^.in vie i 

MhPHIsrOPHtL'^S. 

So he sweeps me up chain, and ring, and ouc)*., 
T^ike so many truffles, into Ins pouch. 

He thanks no less and he thanks no more, 
Than a basket of nuts he might thank ’em for. 
But a heavenly guerdon he pro|,>]>esied. 

And he left them—liighly edified. 


And Grctchcn ? 


MEPHISTOPHRU S. 

Sits in restless mood, 

And knows not what slie would cr should ; 
Thinks day and night on jewel and gem, 
more on him that brought her them. 

FAUST. 

The dear one’s grief dotli pain nr’*. Get 
Forthwith, X piithee, another set. 

I’he lust was pi or enough, on rny word ! 

mkphistophkles. 

Oh yes ! All is but child’s iilay, thinks ut 
lord. 

I-AUST. 

Bestir thyself, and do as 1 say ! 

Make up lo her neighbour, alfect the civil I 
And don’t be a milk-and-water devil, 

But get T\("v gems without delay ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELFS. 


Ves, gracious Sir,^ with the greatest pleasure. 

, Fijust. 

Such a love-sick fool with an easy grace, 


To while away his sweetheart^s leisure 
Sun, moon and all the stars would puff you into 
space. [JRxit, 


THE NEIGHBOUR\S HOUSE. 


Martha alone. 

MARTHA. 

.\ow God *a mercy on my dear spouse! 

A scurvy game with me he’s played ! 

Into the wide world olT he goes ; 

Leaves me alone in my widowed bed. 

Vet truly T did him no displeasure ; 

God wot I loved him past all measure. 

[^She weeps. 

Lei haps he's dead !—O bitter fate I 
If only I had a certificate! 

p Fn ter Marg aret* 


MARGARET. 

Dame Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

Margerv, whal is’t ? 

MARGARET. 

I’ve found—Oh I how mv knees are trembling ! 

o 

Another casket, near resembling 
The first—of ebony—in my ciiest, 

With things as fine as fine can bc^’ 

Far richer than the first ones. tJee! 
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MARTHA. 

You mustn^t tell your neither, hiarry ! 

Your gems again to shrift sheM carry. 

MARGARET. 

Oh, do but look now ! See now, do 1 

MARTHA, iidormng her. 

You lucky, lucky creature you’ 

MARGARET. 

I may not wear them, more’s the pity, 

At church, nor i’ the streets o’ the city. 

MARTHA. 

Only do thou come often hitlier ; 

Thy finery in secret don. 

Before the glass mayst walk for hours together. 
We’ll have our pleasure in it, and anon 
We’ll find some opportunity, some feast, 

Where we can let folk see them, one by one at 
least, 

A chain, then pearl-drops—mother will not see, 
Or I’ll throw dust in her eyes, leave that to me. 

MARGARET. 

Who can have brought the caskets, through 
what cranny 

Have slipped ? I’m sure it isn’t canny ! 

[_A knock, 

MARGARET, 

My mother ! God ! if I be seen ! 

MARTHA, peeping through the door-curtain^ 
’Tis a dtfange gentleman !—Come in ! 

\JLnter Mepjhistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I make so bold forthwith to enter. 
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Pjrdon that I disturb your leisure. 

^Stcps back respectfully on seeing 
, » Margaret, 

1 )'imo Martha Schwerdtlein, per ad venture— 

MARTHA. 

I, Sir. Pray you speak your pleasure. 

MRPHisTOPHELL'S, to her in an undertone, 

I know you now, no more I crave. 

What a fine visitor you have ! 

-Pardon the liberty I’ve ta’en. 

This afternoon I’ll call a^ain. 

MARTHA, aloud. 

The gentleman—nay, mercy me i 
F(<r a fine lady taketh thc^. 

MARGARET. 

Indeed I’m but a poor young thing ’ 

The gentleman’s too flattering. 

The finery is not mine own. 

MEPHlSTOrHELES. 

’Tis not the finery alone ! 

You have a piercing glance—a way— 

How glad 1 am that I may stay i 

MARTHA. 

Your errand, Sir ? I long to hear— 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

1 would my tidings better were! 

Pray, blame not me for this sad meeting. 

Your husbandls dead and sends you greeting. 
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Is dead ? The trusty soul ? Alack 
My husband dead? My heart will* ciack ! 

MARGARET* 

Alas, dear Dame, do not dcs])vir' 

ME PHISTOPHI-LES. 

To hear the doleful tale prepare ! 

MARGARET. 

F'or this I would not choose to love, 

For loss would kill my heart with sadnesb 

. MErHISTOPHl’LES. 

Gladness mur.t have its giief, and grief its 
gladness. 

MARTHA. 

My husband*s end—tell me tlie w.iy'^ thereof. 

ME;rHlST01’HlLES. 

In Padua his bones recline. 

Hard by Saint Anthony liis slirinc. 

In holy ground, like a true beliexei, 

For his cool resting-place for ev»ei. 

MARTHA, 

Have you naught else ? 

MEPHISTOR.HELFS. 

One thing there was he wanted— 
A great and weighty niatt^T. He commands 
And pi ays you, have for him three hundred 
masses chanted. 

But for the rest, 1 come with empty hands. 

MARTHA. t 

What! Not a lucky-peimv: Not a ring ? 
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vVhat, every prcntice-lad deep in his wallet 
hoards, 

rhough poor, 2^8 ke<?p-sake still affords, 

L en should he starve or begging wander! 

MEPHISTOPHELKS. 

Madame, your grit'f niy heart doth wring ! 

7c{ \erily his casli l'»e did not squander. 

Hk. jailings, too, full soic he did repent; 
e, and his cruel fate still sorer did lament. 

MARGARET. 

A .a? i for the ci uel lot of men 1 Sure I will pi ay 
m lay a requiem for peace upon his spirit. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tito the wedded state forthwith you merit 
' enter, my sweet child. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, nay. 

There is no thought of tliat at once ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tir^t a husband, then a gallant for the nonce, 
‘■uch a dear thing in one^s arms—Tis even 
One of the greatest gifts of Hc a' cii ! 

MARGARET. 

’TjS not the country \s custom ! Nay! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oastoni or not, it hajipens. 

MARTHA. 

Pra) 


Go on. 
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mephistopheles. 

Btt-idc the bed where he lay dying 

1 stood. *Twas dung, or better scarce a shade— 

Half-rotten straw ; but a good end he made. 

indeed upon his score, as he died testifying, 

A heavier scot was chalked. Nay now ! h' 
cried, how scurvy 

To leave my wife i’ the lurch, my trade all topsy¬ 
turvy ! 

Ah, could she but forgive me ere I die ! 

For with the thought of it my heart is liven. 

MARTHA, ‘U 

Alas, poor soul ! long has he been forgiven ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet she, God knows, was more to blamr 
than I! 

MARTHA. 

He lies! What, on the brink o’ the grave, and 
lying ! 

MEPHISTOPHtLl’S. 

He rambled, sure, as he lay dying, 

If I am only half a judge. 

I didn’t gape my time away, I’d somethin,^ 
better 

To do, said he. First children, and then bread 
to get her, 

And bread i’ the widest sense, I had to drudge. 

Yet could not eat my share m quiet for yon 
fretful— 

MARTHA. 

Of all u.y love and truth could lie be so for¬ 
getful ? 

My work c*nd worry day and night •? ' 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, but with kindly thought did them requite. 
He said : Whilst Malta faded from our eyes, 
For wife and bairns I prayed with ardent passion. 
Heaven answered me in gracious fashion, 

For of a Turkish craft we made our prize, 

With treasure for the Soldan richly freighted. 
Then valour had its guerdon due, 

And I received my share thereof, naught bated, 
As was indeed but fitting too. 


What is’t ? Where is’t ? Hid i* the earth he 
kept it 
Mayhap ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows by this where the four 
winds have swept it ? 

A fine ma’am’selle took pity on him, rich 
And lorn of friends in Naples as he tarried. 
Tokens of love and truth she gave, the which 
four sainted husband to his death-bed earned. 


The scoundrel ! What, his children’s portion! 

Could nothing, not so hard a k)t 

Check his loose life, not such ill-fortune ? 

MEPHISTOPHEICS. 

Why, look you ! Now he’s paid the scot i 
He’s dead, and were I in your shoes, 

For one chaste year I’d wear the willow, 

And seek another spouse the while to shaie my 
pillow. 



142 Goethe’s Faust 


A-las! to match my first, God knows. 

In all the world 1 scarce shaW find a second ! 

A sweeter chuck there scarce could tie than mine \ 
H is faults upon one’s fingers could be reckoned: 
His love of wandering, and foreign wine, 

And foreign women, and those accursed dice. 

MEPHISTOrHEI.ES. 

Well, well! ujion the supposition 
H e to as much in you had shut his eyes, 

You might have hit it off. With this provision, 
Myself with you, 1 take my oath, 

Would change the ring, and nothing loth. 

MA'-tTHA. 

N ly now, the gentleman is merry, 

MEPHISTOPHLLSS, slJc. 

Beshrcw me, ’tis high time I stirred. 

She’d keep the very Dei 11 to his word ! 

[/o Gretcheu, 

How is it w'ith your heart, sweet iairy ? 

MARGARET. 

How mean you. Sir ? 

MIPHISTOPHFLF^, asuh. 

Thou artless, guileless child ! 
Farewell, fair dames! 


MARGARET. 

Farewell! 
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MARTHA. 

Ah, could I have compiled 
With how anrf when and where, a full averment 
01 my dear spouse’s death and his interment ? 
Order 1 love, and death, alas ! is solemn. 

I’d like to read his death i’ the weekly column. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Aye, aye, good dame, through the mouth of 
two 

Whatever is testified must be true. 

1 have a fine comrade, who’ll take if you 
crave it, 

before a justice his affidavit. 

Til bring Ifim here. 


MARTHA. 

I pray you do ’ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Will the young lady be here too? 

A gallant lad—has travelled much— 

All courtesy he shows to such. 

MARGARET. 

Before him I must needs blush scarleL 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Neither foi king, nor yet for varlet. 

% MARTHA. 

In the garden behind my house, this even, 
We’fi await the gentlemen, at seven. 
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STREET. 

FaUS-T, Ml-PHlsrOPH^XES, 

FAU?T. 

How is’t *? WiiFt prosper ? Will it speed ? 

MEPHISTOPHI-LKS. 

Ah, bravo ! Ail aiiaiiic with passion ? 
Gretchen is yours in speedy fashion. 

This eve you'll meet—with neighbour Marti 
'tis agiced— 

Here at her house. There's no more arrant 
Gipsy iivA go-between, I'll warrant 

FAUST. 

'Tis well! 

Mri'HisTorHiLr?. 

Yet we the f avour must requite. 

FAUST. 

Well one good turn—the proverb's soinewh 
trite. 

MIPHISTOPKI'LFS. 

'Tis but in all due form to testify 

Her wedded lord all stiff and stark doth lie 

Tn Padua, in consecrated soil. 


How shrewd ! And I suppose we first mu 
jouiney yonder ? « 

MEPHlSTOPHPLfS. 

Sancta S’lmpliatas ! No need of such a toil! 
Why mast you know, to swear, I wonder ? 
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If that^G the best you have, your plan is torn 
asunder. , » 

MEPHISTOPH! LI'S. 

saintly man ! Why, heic’s a coil i 
U hat, hast tliou never yet been diiven 
'!’o swear to what thou couldst not piove ? 

Or God and ot the v/orld, and all that thcrt'in 
move, 

0 } Man, his heart and mind, his anger, hatted, 
lo ve, 

f.ist not with niighl and main thy definitions 
given, 

1 th bra/.cn fiont, imfalteiing bieath? 
g d should one sift the matter throughly, 
fliou knew’st as much theicof, confess it 
truly, 

As now thou kriow’st of Gaifer Schwerdtleirfs 
death. 


fhou art and dost abide a liar and a sophist ! 

MEPHISTOPHEL’ S. 

d'nouidst look a little deeper ere thou scoffest I 
Tliou in all honour v/ilt tu-morrow 
hcguilc poor Grctchen to her sorrow, 

And oaths of soul-felt love wilt borrow— 

i 

FAUST. 

-Vye, from my lieart ! 

MEPHISTOPHELHS. 

All very fine 

And then of faith and love eternal, 
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Of passion sin;.’lc and supernal — 

Wf 1 that spring from this heart of thine ? 

Knough, it will ! If f this passioDj 

This maelstrom of emotion uy 

To name, vainly, then Creariun 

]''rom end to end I range with all my ])Ov;eri. 

Giasp at each word that loftiest towers. 

This fire within my bosom haming, 

Lfternal, endless, endless naniing, 

Is that a devilish, juggling He ? 

MliPHJsTOPHliLKS. 

I’m right for all that! 

FAUST. 

Hark you, pray, 

Arivi on my lungs have j)iry ! Wouldsr, thou can v 
The day in wordy strde, have but a tongue, a:;; 
mai ry 

Thou’rt light alway ! 

Come now, I’m sick of prating, spare thy voice 
For thou art right indeed, I liave no choice. 


GARDEN. 

~J\1 dr'^aret on Pausl^s arm ariJ Mart!' ' 

w (.1 

Meplnsluphehs^ nualking y 
and d<)’zvn. 

MAkGAULT. 

1 feel the gentleman but humours me, 
but *s me by his condescension. 
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'Tis but a traveller’s courtesy 

That uses tor the deed to take tlie intention. 

Too well I know^ that my poor sjiecch is such 
'\.s scarce can please one that hath seen so much. 


One glance of thine, one word, hath dearer 
worth 

'i'l:an all the wisdom upon earth. 

\_He kisses her hand, 

MARGARET. 

Nay, ti'ouble not youiself 1 How can you press 
unto It 

Youi lijis ? It is so coarse, so rough ! 

No work so common but I needs must do it. 
Mother is too near, sure enough ! 

\They LI OSS over. 


MARTHA. 

Ami you. Sir, do you ever journey so? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Alas ! where trade and duty point the finger. 
Though oftentimes, how loth ! tfiere must w'e 

go* 

And though W'e would, we may not linger. 

MARTHA. 

In hasty youth no boding care 

Hath such a roving life, one’s peace to ruffle. 

But the ill days come unaware, 

And lonely to one’s grave a bachelor to shuffle— 
Thtie’ s none hath thriven on that fare. 
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MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

Nay, such a lot I contemplate with terror. 

MARTHA. * ' 

I 

Wherefore, dear Sir, amend betimes your error 

[7% cross oTCf 

MARGARET. 

Aye, out of sight is out of mind ! 

Your courtesy is ready ever, 

But you have store of friends, and clever, 

Far clcvcicr than me you find.' 

FAUST. 

Dear maid, believe me, so-called clevernt 
Is oft hut vanity and dull pietence, 

MARGARET. 

How mean you ? 

FAUf r. 

Oh ! that simple innocen- ; 

Its own most holy worth may never guess! 
'Fhat meekness, lowliness, the richest treasure 
That kindly lavish Natme can'dccree—• 

MAKGaKKT. 

One little moment if you think of me, 

To think of you, I shall have ample leisuje. 

l-AUiT. 

Then you are oft alone, withal ? 

MARGARET. 

O yes ! Our household is but small, 

And yet one needs must see to ail. 
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We keep no maid, so I must sweep and cook 
and cater 

And knit and stitfh and know no ease ; 

And mother is in every household matter 
So hard to please ! 

Not that she really needs to pinch and squeeze ! 
We well might make a show, much more than 
many ! 

My father left behind a pretty penny, 

A little house and garden that were his 
Without the town. But now my life is very 
quiet. 

My brother a soldier is ; 

My little sister^s dead. 

A pretty handful with the child I had, 

Yet gladly would I now again be troubled 
by it, 

So dear to me it was! 

FAUST. 

An angel, if like thee ! 

MARGARET. 

I nursed it and it loved me heartily. 

Before Ywas born we saw my father sicken 
And die, and mother lay so stricken 
That she was given up for lost. 

And slowly, step by step, she mended, but at 
most 

Had only strength to live, so strength had none 
Herself the poor wee mite to suckle. 

And so with milk and water, alone, 

1 reared it, and so ^twas mine, would chuckle 
Upon my arm, and kicked and strove 
Upon my lap, and smiled and throve. 
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FAUST. 

The purest bliss hath surely been thy dower * 

• » 

MARGARET. 

Y et surely, too, full many a weary hour ! 

The little cradle stood at night 

Beside my bed. A stir, and I would waken— 

I slept so light. 

And now it must have diink, and now be taken 
Into my bed, now I must rise 
And dandling pace the room, to hush its fietful 
cries ; 

Stand at the washtub then, betimes, with heavy 
eyes. 

Cook, and for market too the piecious monients 
boirow ; 

And so each day and each to-morrow. 
Sometimes the heait will sink, Sir, yet what zest 
Unto one’s lood it gives, and to one’s lest. 

r y /jey cross O'ver, 

MARTHA. 

May, we poor women are in evil ca^e ! 

A bachelor to convert—’tis no light matter 1 

MEPHISTOPHI'LES. 

It needs but such as you—I do not flatter—- 
To teach me the enor of my ways. 

MARTHA. 

I 

Now trankly. Sir, are you not yet provided? 

Is your heart still to no one’s care confided ? 

MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

I’hc proverb says : Own hearth and trusty wife 
Than peaiiv dnd gold more precious are in life. 
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MARTHA. 

I mean—if you have never felt a longing ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wherever I have been, the courtesied came 
thronging. 

MARTHx\. 

I bpokc of love in earnest—a love you could not 
btille. 

MEpHlSTOPHKLES. 

Ihie never should piesunie with woman^s heart 
to trille. 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! You don^t understand me ’ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That grieves me, I declare ! 
And yet I understand—how very kind you are ! 

\^rhty cross O'ver. 

FAUST. 

Didst know me as I came into the garden, 

'fhou little angel, at a single look ? 

MARGARET. 

Saw you not how mine eyes fell ? 

FAUST. 

And dost pardon 
The unpardonable liberty I took 
As thou fioni church didst come, the shameless 
boldness 

That thou didst check with such a maiden 
coldness ? 
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MARGARET. 

I was dumbfounded. That was new to me i 
None could Kj^eak evil of me,'yet <^uch daring 
Mride me think; Ah I what boldness in my 
bearing, 

Or what unseemly freedom doth he see ? 

He seemed to think—some sudden plan pursuing— 
Now here’s a wench will ask but little wooing. 
Yet I must own, straightway there stiried in me 
1 know not what, that pleaded in your favour. 
Yet angry with myself was !,• to be 
No angrier with you and your behaviour. 

I'AUST. 

Sweet love! 

MARGARET. 

Stay now ! 

\_She pulls a marguerite^ and plucks ojf 
the petals one by one. 

FAUST. 

What’s that ? A ])Osy, shall it be ? 

MARGARET. 

No, it is but a game ! 


FAUST. 

W iiat ? 


MARGARET. 

Nay, you’ll laugh at me. 
plucks and murmurs. 


FAUST. 

What niu.murest thou ? 
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MARGARET, under her breath. 

He loves me—loves me not • 

. • 

FAUST. 

i'hou Flower from Heaven’s own garden-plot ' 

MARGARET continues. 

I.rtves me—not—loves me—not— 

r Plucking ojj the last leaf •with •winsome 
glee. 

lie lo\me 1 

FAUST. 

Aye, mine own, hold thou this 
flower-word 
All oracle divine ! He loves thee / 
iJost understand tiiat word—he loves thee ? 

\^He clasps both her hunch 

MARGARET. 

A till ill runs through me ! 

FAUST. 

O shudder not, but let this glance, 

Let thou this hand-clasp say to thee 
hat is unspeakable. 

’Tis self-surrender, ’tis to feel a rapture 
^Vhich surely is eternal ! 

Hternal ! Aye, an end would be despair 1 
, no end ! no end ! 

^Margaret presses his ha?uls, frees 
herself and runs a*way. He stands 
a moment lost in thought, then 

O * 

follo^ws her. 
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MARTHA, coming 

The night is falling. 

MtPHlSTOPHELI-S ’ 

Aye, we must away ” 

MARTHA. 

["his is a shocking place for scandal, 

Else ] would beg you still to stay. 

YouM think no man had a tool to handle, 

No trade, no labour, 

Naught but to gape and stdie at every stej) oi 
his neighbour. 

People get talked about, though reason thev 
give none. 

Where is our pretty pair ? 

MEP HI STOP H ELKS. 

Along the alley flitting— 

Frolicsome butterflies! 

MARTHA. 

He seems with her quite smitten. 

MEPH STOPHJ Ll S. 

And she with him. And so the world wags on! 


A SUMMER-HOUSE. 

\_Margaret runs in, hides behind tht 
door, puts her Jinger-tip on her li^ ' 
and peeps through the chink, 

MARGARET. 

He con* s! 
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FAUST comes^ 

Ah lo^uc ! K. ver)' tease thou art! 

''i''hou’rt cijugliti! 

\_lle kisits her. 

MARGARET. 

r Clasping him ami rciurnhig his kiss. 
Dearest ot men, I love dice from mine heart \ 

]\h‘phisl(jphelcs knocks. 


fAUsT, stautp)ing bis foot. 
Who’s there? . 

M I PHISTOI'HLLES. • 

A friend ! 


A beast * 

MLPHlSTOPHtLF.S. 

We must take leave now, come ! 

MARTHA comes. 

Aye, Sir, die hour is late ! 

FAUST. 

^M.iy 1 not see you hojne: 

M VRGARET. 

Mo ther would—Nay, faiewelll 

FAU ST. 

And must 1 go? Ah then, 

Faiewell ! 


Adieu ! 
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MARGARET. 

But soon to nif-et zigain i 
[^Excuh! Faust ami MephistophA>\%, 

MARGARET. 

Dear God in Ilea\en ! is there aught 
That such a man has ne\c: thought i* 

I stand ashajncd beiore his lace 
And falter yes to all he says. 

What a poor untaught child am 1! 

I know not what he can find in me ! 

IF.,;. 


WOODLAND AND CAVL. 

FAUST, alone. 

Sj)irit sublime, didst freely give me all. 

All that 1 prayed for. Truly not for naugln 
Thy countenance in fire didst tmn upon me. 
This glorious Nature thou didst for my kingdom 
give, 

And ])Ower to feel it, to enjoy it. Not 
A cedd, astonied visit didst alone 
Permit, Lilt deep within l^utr bieast to read 
As in the bosom of a friend, didst gram me. 
Thou leadest past mine eyes tlie long airay 
Of living things, mak’st known to me my 
brethren 

Within the silent copse, the air, the water. 
When in the wood the tempe.^t roars and creaks, 
The giani -pine down-crashing, neighbour- 
branches 

And neighlv’ur-stems in hideous ruin sweeps, 
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While to its fall the hill rings hollow thunder,— 
Then to the sheltering cave dost lead me, then 
Me to mys'ilf d(fst show, to mine own heart 
Deep and mysterious marvels are revealed. 

And if before my vision the pure moon 
Rises with soothing spell, from craggy cliff, 
h'rom the moist wood, float up before mine eyes 
The silv'ry phantoms of a vanished age, 

And temper Contemplation's joy austere. 

Oh ! now 1 feel there falls to mortals’ lot 
No perfect gift!. Thou gavest with this rapture 
Winch brings me near and nearer to the Gods, 
The comrade whom I now no more can s])are, 
Though he abases, cold and insolent. 

Myself before myself, and with a word 
Treathed from his mouth, thy gifts to naught he 
withers. 

Within my heart with busy zeal he fans 
A fire devouring for yon beauteous form ; 

And so from longing to delight I reel. 

And even in delight I pine for longing. 

\_Enkr Mephistopheles 

MKPHISTOPHELES. 

% 

H ave you not led this life for long enough ? 

How can it win so long approval ? 

’Tis well belike to put it to the proof, 

But then again to something novel! 

' FAUST. 

Would thou hadst more to busy thee! 

Thou Plague, that in bright day returnest 1 

MEPHISVviPHKLES. 

Nay now, I’ll gladly let thee be! 

Thou must not tell me that in earnest. 
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In thee as mate, ungracious, testv, mad, 

In very truth, I should lose but little ! 

The livelong day my hands areifu]l„and gad ! 
What one must leave undone, and what will 
glad 

The gentleman, his face tells not a tittle 

FAUST. 

That's the right tone ! It stirs my mirth ! 

He bores me and must needs have thanks withal! 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Without me, thou poor Son of Earth, 

Through life how wouldst make shift ^o crawl r 
Yet for a whde at least I've drum forth 
Thy whimwhams of imagination all, 

And but for me and my jX)or worth 
Long since thou hadst strolled olf this earthly 
ball. 

Why must thou, pray, in caverns, rocky crannies, 
Mope like an owl that under ban is ? 

Why suck from sodden moss and dripping stone, 
content, 

Like a cold toad, thy nourishment r 
A fair, sweet sport! There sticks, I’ll bet. 

The Doctor in thy carcase yet !- 

FAUST. 

Dost understand what fresh new strength to live 
This sojourn in the wilderness doth give ? 

Nay, hadst thou but an inkling of it. 

Blighted to Sf*e my bliss thy devil's heart would 

CO' ct * 

M1?HIST0PHI:LES. 

A joy drawn from no earthly fountains ! 

In night and dew to lie upon the mountains, 
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All earth and heaven to clasp with rapture 
flooded, 

To swell and swell and deem oneself a Godhead, 
With boding*srress to pierce eaith's very marrow, 
The six days' work to compass in one narrow 
Bortom, in haughty strength some phantom joy 
to captuie, 

d'o o^/crllow in al! anon with loving rapture, 

The child of earth vanished away, 

I'hen close the lofty intuition— 

a gesture^ 
Nay, 

I must no*- tell the end o' the chapter • 


I'le on thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now I’ve shocked you ! now I've hurt you! 
You liave tlic right to voice oflended virtue, 

And tliat before chaste ears we must not mention. 
Wherefrom chaste hearts nathless brook not 
abstention ! 

Marry. ] grudge you not by such evasion 
To blind voursclf a little on occasion. 

Vet by tins life you'll soon be sped ! 

You’re overspent again already, 

And should this last 'twill end in speedy 
Ma Iness, or else in fear and dread, 
f' nuugh of tins I Thy Love sits yonder yearning, 
Her world is grown so sad, so small! 

I'Ae; to thee her thoughts are turning. 

And love of thee her heart doth thrall, 
first flowed thy frenzied love with swollen 
current, 
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As when a brook o’er/lows from melted snow 
and rain; 

Into her heart didst pour thy torrent, 

And now thy brook runs dry again.;' 

Methinks instead of throning in the forest, 

’T would better seem the noble lord 
The poor young monkey to reward 
For her true love, now at its sorest. 

The hours drag wearily along— 

She at her window watches the clouds drift by, 
Over the old town-wall, across the sky. 

/ 'ivould I ‘Were a bird I so runs her song, 

All day long, half the night long. 

Now merry, mostly sad, poor dove I 
Now hath we})t out her tears, 

Now calm, as it appears, 

And ever in love ! 

FAUST. 

Serpent ! serpent! 

MEPHisTOPHtLFS, aside. 

I bet Fll catch thee ! 


FAUST. 

Thou vilest reptile ! Get thee hence ! 

Name not to me that fairest woman, 

Nor yet the lust for her sweet body summon 
Ag.'iin to haunt my half-distracted sense ! 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

What vdlt thou then ? She thinks thee flowci, 
forsooth. 

And hah’ '>rid half thou art in truth. 

FAUST. 

Near her ai.i 1, and were 1 ne’er so far 1 
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Forget rier can i not, nor lose her ever ! 

[ cnry, when her lips upon it arc, 

I'lie ver y 13ody <)t the Lord that favour f 

MKPHISTOrHtLES. 

fu/ SO ! My heart to envy oft dispovses 
Yon sweet twin-pair that feeds amongst the 
roses. 

FAUST. 

Avaunt, thou pander ! 

*MEPH1ST0PHJ-LES. 

Good ! Your scorn provokes rny laughier. 
The God that lads and lasses made, 

Sanctioned thereby the noblest trade 
Likewise to make occasion, after. 

Away ! A piteous case ! Remember 

Vour path leads to your sweetheart’s chamber 

And not belike to death * 


Though in her arms I cull the heavenly blossom 
Of bliss, and glow upon her bosom. 

Still do I feel her bitter scathe ! 

Outlawed and homeless, man no more 1 wander! 
1 have no goal, I have no peace ! 

I am the cataract! From crag to crag I 

thunder 

With hungry frenzy, headlong to the abyss. 

And sidev^ays she, with childlike clouded 
senses 

Hei shieling hath, on the small Alpine mead, 
Jder little woild, within whose fences 
Hci homely cares are limited. 

Aiid I* the God-abhorred— 
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It sated not my lust 

To seize the cragg)'’ forehead 

And dasli it into dust. # ^ 

Her and her peace—1 needs mu^t, undermine 
them ! 

Thou Hell, to be thy victim did^t design rhein! 
The time of anguish, I)evil, heiji to shoiten, 
What must be, let it quickly he ! 

Upon my head come crashing down her fortune, 
One ruin whelm both her and me ! 

MIUHISTOPHFLI'S.* 

Agaiii it bubbles, again it glows ! 

'rhuu iool, go in and condoit her ! 

Where such a shallow pate no outlcr knows 
Straightway it thinks the end is near. 

Long live, say I, the gallant hcprr I 
Thou’it pretty well bedevilled else—this drivel 
Seems thee not. In the world there is rc 
duller pait 

Than that of a despairinti devil. 


C 7 RETCHEN’S ROOM. 

GRETCHCN at the spinflingheel alone. 

My peace is lied, 

Mv heart is sore ; 

I shall find it ne\er. 

Ah! nevcimoic. 

Save him 1 have 
For me ’tis the gravr* , 

Tlw sweet world all 
Is turned to gall. 
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My weary head 
Is sore distiaugnt. 

And ijiy poor wits 
With fi' enzy fi aught. 

My peace is fled, 

My heart is sore ; 

I shall find it never. 

Ah ! nevermore. 

Kim only I watch for 
Tlic window anear ; 
Him only I look for 
When forth 1 fare. 

H is lofty gait. 

His lordly guise, 
l^he smile of his lips. 
The might of his e^ es. 

The charmed flow 
Of speech that is Jiis, 
The clasp of his hand, 
And ah 1 his kiss ! 

My peace is fled, 

My heart is sore ; 

I shall find it never, 

A.h ! nevermore. 

My bosom yearns 
For him, for him. 

Ah ! could I clasp him 
J^\.nd cling to him, 

And kiss him, as fain 
T would, then I, 

Faint with his kisses. 
Should swoon and die 5 
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MxVRTHA’S GARDEN. 

Margaret, FkusTt 

MARGARET. 

Promise me, Heinrich ! 

FAUST. 

What I cau I 

MARGARET. 

Tell me, how is’t with thy religion, pray : 

Thou art,ii good and kindly man, 

And yet, I think, small heed thereto dost pay. 

FAUST. 

linough, deal child ! I love thee, thou dost feel, 
For those 1 love, my life, my blood Td spill, 
Nor of his faith, his chinch, would any man 
bereave. 

MARGARET. 

That is not right! We milst believe ! 

FAUST. 

Must wc : 

MARGARET. 

xVh I could I sway thee in any manner: 
The Holy Sacraments thou dost not honour ! 

FAUST. 

1 honour them. 

MARGARET. 

Yet dost thou not hunger 
To share therein. To mass, to shrift thou 
goest no longer. 

Dost thtU believe in God ? 
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What mail can say, my dearest, 

/ hclteve in Go(! P * 

Ask priest or sage, and what thou hearest 
Prompted will seem by such a mood 
As mocks the questioner. 

MARGARET. 

Then thou believest not ? 

FAUST. 

Thou winsome angel-face, mishear me not! 

Who can name Him ? 

Who thus proclaim Him : 

Ihcl'ieve Him P 
AVho that hath feeling 
His bosom steeling, 

Can say : I believe Him not? 

The All-embracing, 

The All-sustaining, 

Clasps and sustains He not 
Thee, me. Himself? 

Springs not the vault of Heaven above us ? 

Lieih not Earth firm-stablished’neath our feet? 
And with a cheerful twinkling 
Climb not eternal stais the sky ? 

Eye into eye gaze I not upon thee ? 

Surgeth not all 

To head and heart within thee ? 

And floats in endless mystery 
Invisible visible around thee ? 
flreat though it be, fill thou therefrom thiiif 
heart, 

And when in the feeling wholly blest thou art, 
Call it then what thou wilt! 
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Call it Bliss! Heart! Love I God* 
I have no nanie for it! 

Feeling is all in all ! , 

Name is but sound and reek, 

A mist round the glow of Heaven ! 


MARGARKT. 

’Tis ail very fine and good ! ’Tis even 
Almost what the priest doth speak. 

Only in somewhat diircrent phrases. 

FAUST. 

Ave, all hearts in all places 
Beneath lieaven’s daylight say it, each 
In Its own S])fcech, 

And why not I in mine ? ^ 


MARGARET. 

It sec met h lair in tJ-'Cse words of thine, 
But yet ! here’s something stands awry> 
For thou hast no Cliristianity. 

FAUST. 

Dear child ! 


MARGARKT. 

I.ong have I grieved to see 
That thou dost keep such company. 


How so ^ 


FAUST. 


MARGARET. 

dhat man thou hast wi^h thee, thy matt 
Within my deepest, inmost soul I hate. 

In all life hath nothing 
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So "^tabbed my heart or filled me with such 
loarhinj; 

•\s that man’s hat;;fui countenance ‘ 

FAUST. 

S'vtet poppet, fear lum not 1 

M \RGAKhT. 

His glance. 

His verv presence makcth my blooa run chill. 
To :iii men else 1 bear good-will. 

1 long to see thee, no maid longs soier, 

Ve* that man thrills me with secret honor ; 

Hkl it f must speak, what’s on my tongue. 

He’s a knave, too ! Now if I do him wrong 
God forgive me 1 

i cz* 


FAUST. 

due h odd fish 

ihire must be too. 

MA^tGARl'T. 

1 would not wish 

i’o Jive with his likes ! if lie come but in 
.-Vt tile door, he hath such a mocking grin. 
Vet wrathful more. 

Vou can see that there’s naught he caieth for 

Il7 

lijion his brow ’tis wiit full cleai'y 
He loves not a single soul. So dearly 
I yit 'd me unto thy clasping arm, 

^0 wholly thine, with a love so warm : 

Like a chill hand his presence grips my heart. 

FAUST. 

Foreboding angei that thou art 1 
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MARGARET. 

It over])OWcrs me so 

That whenever he comes to usi, I gven 

Fancy T love thee no lonuer, and'oh ; 

J O' 

When he is there, I could not pray to Heaven ; 
Thou too must feel it, for thy part 1 

FAUST. 

Nay, nay, ’tis hut an anti'pathy 1 

MARGARET. 

1 must go now. 

FAUbT. 

Ah ! cannot ever I 

Upon thy bosom hang in peace, one brief, o:n 
single 

Hour, breast upon breast, and soul with sou' 
commingle : 

O 


MARGARET. 

Ah ! if alone 1 did but sleep ! 

I’d leave my door on the latch to-night, bu' 
we should waken 

Mother, her slumbers aie not dee]); 

And were we thus together taken 
1 were dead forthwith upon the spot! 


FAUST. 


Thou angel ! that it ncedeth not ! 
f'Cie is a phial. Tluee diop's if she lake 
Vv iihin her posset, in a dee]) slum her 
irs kiiidlv aid her senses will encumoci 


What would T not do ^r>v tlo' di ar sake i' 
’d'wiil her no hurt, \ hope: 
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My dearest! 


f-AUST. 


ris ] -aivise it, thou fcarest: 

MAKGARUT. 
i 5/ r one, thy face if I but look upon, 

1 'avow not what c()nrj>c]s me to thy will ! 

■io much tor thee already hio'c 1 done, 

; hat almost nauoht to do remaincth still ! 

r/tjc/V Alargaret. Euler Mephhtophcles. 

Mi'.PHlSTOrHELLS. 

T'c tiionkey ! Is she ? 

FAUST. 

What, eavesdropping again ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

i 'vjard it, every letter on’t' 

OLi Doctor was put through his catechism. 

[ ii jpe he’ll be the better on^c ! 

i 

1 \ e lassies are fain to know, God bless 'em, 

U a man be pious and ]dain in the good old way. 
li he knuckles there, he'll follow us too, think 
they. 

FAUST. 

h'j 'hee, thou Monster, 'tis not knowm 
this true, loving soul, that nurtures 
^ne single faith supreme, 
in which alone 

for her salvation lies, doth sutfer tortures, 
d'hat she the man she loves for ever lost must 

vicem. 

MFPHISTOl-HtLFS. 

Thou Atpersensuah sensual wooer! 
di gieen girl leads thee by the nose 1 
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FAUST. 

Thoul monstrous birth of llltli and llic*' 

4 ^ 

MLPHISTOPHriT 5>. 

And in Physiognomy what wondrous skill she 
shoves ! 

She knows not in my presence what she ails ! 
My mask forebodes some mystery to uniavei. 

1 am a genius at the lej.st, she h'els,— 

Wh.o knows, ])erl]a])s tlie very Idevd • 
no*'.— 

TAUS*^. 

\\ hat is that to ttie^e ' 

r. ’ PHISTi'JPHi LFS. 

hPiiTv. the thought ordt ?,hicldens niC; 


AT THP WELL, 

! GhLl.\n (inJ I.ls/ji’/hf fiv'iih 

L.SlJl TH, 

Hasi nothing Itcard of Ihiibara? 

GRK I CH'.N. 

Nay, not a word ! I leave the hous:.* but raiely 

LI. Th-TH. 

'Twas Sibyl told me 5''csteiday. 

She’s ])laved the fooi at last aivd faiilv. 

* - ^ _ d 

So ni a-h fo! her line airs ! 

GRETC-HIS. 

Wiutt. 
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IISBETT^. 

Pall ’ 

N(>v;' ■vvVi{?n sfcie eats and diinks, iPs two shc’j- 
irt'iljiig. 

GRKTCHEN. 

Ah ' 

LISBnTH. 

Ii stnvcs her right! A pretty tangle! 
flow long with the fellow did she sdnnglr ' 

Ou: a-walking in all weather! 

To ullage and dan’emg-green together ! 

have the first place everywheie 1 
W’idi wine and with pasties he courts me h' 
riihtks herself, jilease you, mighty fair 1 
t’lo little she cares for her good name, 
i'o lake his jucsents she tliinks no shame ! 
Theic’s cuddling ard slobbering enougli, 

Fill he nips me the dainty blossom off ! 

GRliTCHIN. 

Poor thing ! 

LlSBl'TH. 

Poor thing indeed ! Dost pity her ? 
When the likes of us a-spinning weie, 

Vv'heo the mother o’ nights let us not i’ the 
street, 

Pheie stood she with her gallant sweet. 

Tn the bench by the door, i’ the alley oark, 
hour hung heavy for her and her spai k, 
ho now let her hang her head, and thole 
File sinner’s shift and the cutty-stool. 

GRKTCHtN. 

I course he’ll take hci to be his wife ? 
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L^SirKTH. 

J le’d be a fool ! A sprightly lad 
fias sport cnougli elsewhere egfad,! 
Ht\«i oif and awfay ! 


GRtTCHliN. 

iiut that's not fail 


And if site gct.'> him, let her beware I 
'I’he lads ’ill tear her garland o'd’. 

And we at her door will scatter chaff! 

GKnTClli N, home. 

How could I once upbraid so well 
V'^^ben some poor girl in error fell! 

Foi others’ sms my tongue could find 
Scarce words enough to ]dcase my mind^ 
Black ’twas, with black I overlaid it^ 

Yet black enough I never made it, 

And hugged myself my virtue in, 

And now myself am bare to sin. 

Yet all that urged me into it 

Was oh ! so dear, and oh ! so sweet! 


THE TOWN WALL. 

[/« a niihe tn the 'ivally a picl lire of io( 
]\laier Dolorosa^ nvith fluwer-jtigs 
before ii. 

GRETf HEN putting fresh flo^cvcrs into the 
Ah, bow 

Thy gracious brow, 
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Mother of WocS|^ to the woebegone 1 
With pierced heart, 

With bitter !ynait% 

Thou lifte.st Thine eyes to Thine own dead Son, 
Thou liftest Thine eyes, 

■^rhou senelest sighs, 

]‘\)r Him and Thee, to the Father’s throne. 

Who knows 
The throes 

That lack mine eyery bone ? 

How my heart is wrung with anguish, 
lit what dread, what hope I languish, 

Knov.est Thou, and Thou alone I 

L\ci, whcie’cr I go, 

hat woe, what woe, wliat woe 
\\ ilhin my breast is nursed 1 
When lonely watch 1 keep, 
i weep, I weep, 1 weep, 

Mv aching heart will burst 


i’iie fiower-pots at my window 
1 uatered with tears, ah me! 

Aism ti.c early morning 
1 i>i(^ke these flowers lor The( 

The sun within my chamber 
His early radiance shed. 

Aiui 1, alas ! as early, 
bat v^eeping on my bed. 

h ic;m shame ! fi om death . oh ! heai my moan • 
Ah, bow 

Thy gracious brow, 

of Woes, to the woebegone! 
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\_Street hi fore Gfetrhen^s tioor. 

VALFN’TiNF, a sohher^ Gretchen s brother. 

When at a drinklnp-bout I sat. 

Where oft the drinkers hi rig aniJ piMte, 

And lieard my fellows praise die flower 
Of lasses al:, my face afore, 

.\nd with full glass wash down the toast,— 
Then on my elbow would 1 lean, 

Sure of my warrant, sit serene. 

And bide my time, and hear them boast, 
riien sniihng, sitoke my beard, and sav, 

Taking the ['iimniing glass in hand; 

Weil, well, let each be as she may, 

But IS there in the whole wide land 
Mv own dear Gretel’s ]x*er, or v. ho 
Is lit to tie my sister’s shoe ? 

Ra])! rap ! cling ! clang ! ran round the board. 
And some would erv : ’'I’is truth he speaks, 

She is the ]>eail of all her sex ! 

The vaunters sat without a word. 

And now I oh, 1 could tear my hair, 

Run up sheer walls in mad dcsjiair ! 

With bodkin-sjieeehes, cuiled-up noses, 

May every scoundrel gibe that chooses 1 
Likf' a had debtor must I sit. 

At e’veiy chance-diojipecl word must sweat'. 
And though 1 should smash th.em on the spot. 
Yet could I not gi\e them tlie he i’ tnc/ 
'till oat! 

But what comes here? W^hat skulks along? 
Two of them, an I judge not wrong. 
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if he’s one, by ihe scruff I’iJ catch him^ 

And dead upon the spot I’ll stretch him I 

. » 

Faust, Mkphistopheles. 

FAUST. 

How trom the window of the chancel there 
Upwartls the never-dying lain]) doth glimmer ! 
Sideways is twilight, dim and ever dimmer, 
Whilst darkness throngs th’ encircling air. 
bo in my bieast the shades arc tliiongmg. 

Mt PHISTOPHKLES. 

I’m like a tom-cat sick witli longing, 
d’har on the iire-laddeis shnks, 

C^ose by the walls then softly shrinks. 
k)uite virtuous withal am I, 

A touch of thievishness, a touch of lechery. 
Already thrills my body thorough 
The glorious Walpurgis-night ! 

VVe keep it on the morrow’s inoriow, 

And well the vigil ’twill icquite. 

FAUST. 

And will the treasui’e rise into the air 
Meanwlnle, w'hich 1 see glimmering there : 

mephtstophi:les. 

Full sliortly shalt thou have Uie pleasure 
I’o lift the pot that holds the treasure. 

The otlicr day I took a scpiint; 

Saw splendid lion-dollars iii’t. 

FAUST. 

What ! not a trinket, not a ring. 

Wherewith to deck mine own dear leman ? 
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MEPHISTO?HELLS. 

r s:iw within ir some such thirn’ 

O 

As ^twere a string of pearJs a-f^iermin^- 

FAUST. 

'Tis well 1 it hurts me, it my Fwcet 
Without a jiresent 1 must greet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES- 

It should not be a soie annuyaricc 
'Fo get for naught a little joyance. 

Maik 1 to a masterpiece i^il tune my tongue, 
Tlie while the stars Heaven’s \ault bespangle 
I’ll treat her to a moral song, 

Hci wita the suier to entangle. 

h'j ihf Lithet 

Flfy K.itc ! 

Dost stand before 
rh\ loiieFs t/oor. 

Jll m iht cL i-ivn so leaden ? 

NaVy nay / not so. 

For in ihoudi go 
A tna: cl, / troiv. 

But not come out a maiden. 

heed yc arifi ! 

Is*t (tided quite? 
ds \y, then, good-night ! 

Pour things, he ll not linger . 
l^Q’i'e IS hut Inf! 

'I'o no fond thief 
Be o^'-Aief, 

But it hearing onJinger 
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VALENTIN L, con'i/ig Jor^uard 

Whom wilt thou lure ^ Code's demerit! 
Damned rat-catciler ! I’lJ May fhy lau^IUc- j 
First, devil take the instrument! 

And devil take the singer alter! 

Ml- I’HISTOk’HELrS. 

d'he cithern is in twain ! Its fate is pa't all 
iia/ard ! 

VALENT IN'L- 

MTid now to split In twain thy maz.'.aid ! 

MbTHISTOl’HLLI S, /O FilUSL. 

Sii Doctor, Stand your gjound now, war;, ! 

I'M guide your hand, here at your elbow. 

V onie briskly, now I Out with your bilbo I 
1 iiige )OU ! Let me alone to parry ! 


VALtNTT'NL. 

Then par ry that! 

M£rHIST()l>Hl'Li:S. 

And why not, pr..y : 


Fha' too i 


VALhNTJNE. 

MEPHISTUPHJ LtS. 

Aye, aye! 


VALENTINE. 

ddie DeviJT in the frav 1 
Aliat meaneth this ? My iiarid grows sudder 
lame i 

MEPH'SrOPHELES, to FuiiSt, 

Thitsi home 1 
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VALENTINE /'a//r 

Ah, God I 

* . 

MEEHISTOPH a.Eb. 

Kou is the lubber came ‘ 
A muidbous ourciy jiscs, we must \nnisb ' 

For the ]>olicc I fear iiut, I eim blunt their rarej,. 
liut tfe swiit doom to ’seape that doth oh^i- 

riie bloodgullty, thysell tliy&cJf mut.t u^iiush. 

I 

MxrhTHxt, al the ^mdonxy^ 

Our, nciglibours, out ! 

GRETCHEN, .// the ^vindonv^ 

\ iigiit ! a light! 

MARTHa, as uhon e. 

They bawl and brawl, they siiriek and light? 

CROWD. 

There*8 one lies here in parlous case ! 

M VR'i’HA, cuinitr^ out. 

The muideieis ! what, aie they down r 

GRETCHIN, canUti'J^ cut, 

\V ho is*t lies here ? 

CROWD. 

i ]jy motherhs bou 1 

GKETCHEN. 

Aimigh y God ! what soie dicjtres:', ! 
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\ vLiiNTlNk. 

Till d'ing ! that, is quickly said, 

And still niqre c«iickly done ! 

\c ’.vonion-folk, come here ! give heed ! 

AMiat Ltc.(jLs to wail and moan ? 

r yJIJ 'gather rnand him, 
^^y Gretchen, still but young thou art, 

Nor shrewd enough. Dost play thy part 
Hut hOrnly, 1 doubt, 
i speak in confidence withal. 

Thou ait a strumjiet once un all, 

Then be one out and out. 


GRl'TCHEN. 

My brother ! God ! to me you spoke.'’ 

VALENTINS. 

Nay, leave our Lord God out o’ the joke * 
What’s done is done, and there’s an end 1 
Go as it may, it will not mend. 

Vv ith one by stealth thou didst begin, 
out others soon will follow in. 

When one is to a dozen grown. 

Then art thou common to the town. 

Shame at her birth in mist is clouded; 

In secret first she sees the lipht-. 

•i, > 

And head and ears i’ the vni of night 
Are eagerly enshrouded. 

Nav, we would murder, and would not spare her.. 
Bur as she grows and waxes, soon 
Naked she goes, i’ the hght o’ noon, 

And yet is she grown no fairer. 

The loathsomer her face a!way, 
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The more she seeks the H^^ht o’ the driW 
Now ot a truth, i see the day 
When honest folk will sltrink away,^ 

As from a corpse tlut bleeds infection, 

From thee, tliou ballot, for piotection. 

Thine heait within tliy bieast sliall faitei, 

F their eyes to read what’s written theie. 

No more a golden chain shalt wear ! 

1’ the church no moiL slialt standby the altie 

J 

In fair lace-collar, with careless p!e;'.sure. 

No more i’ the dance shalt tread a measu'e ' 
Tn some (hirk w^oeful nook shalt hide thci. 
Witl 1 none but cn])])Ies and beggars beside tbc 
And t hai thougli God i’ the eiivl to'giw,. 

On Farth accurstd siiiilt thou li\e ! 


MARTH 


With (rod thy soul on le'oncilinr ! 

\V lit spend thy last bre.at'' in re\il:iui 


VAt,l XTi:-1.. 

Couiti 1 but conic at thy withered skii,. 
Thou sinful, shameful go-oetween, 
for all the Sint my soul that burden. 
I’d trust to Imd abundant yii don ' 

GRl’TeHI 

My brothel ! Oh, what a-jenv I 


VALLNTINL. 

1 tell thee, let thy weeping be I 
>^']ien with thin(‘ honour thou didst paii^ 
Gav’st me tiie se est stab i’ tiie lieart, 
Now througli the sleep of dcuth i go 
io God, a soklit: hu'ave and tret 
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\_Strvice^ Organ, and Choir. 

^ZKV’TCHLii*anwngst many pe ople. Evil Spirit 
behi.id Grttchciu 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

with what other feelings, 

Gietchen, thou, still guileless, 

Cam’St to the altar, 

Vini from thy well-thumbed missal heie 
Thy prayers thou’lispedst, 
vlalf toys oi childhood, 

Half God thine heart in ! 

(Ti etchen ! 

Where are thy thoughts ? 

Vnd in thine heart too 
\Vliat a deed of sin ! 

ia’t for thy mother’s soul thou piayest, that 
through thee to long, long torment fell asleep t 
.-'pun thy threshold whose tlie blood ? 

-Vnd ’neath thine heart already 
Leaping and fluttering. 

What is it anyuisheth 

VVhth boding piesence thee and itself: 

GRLTCHLN. 

Woe! woe ! 

Would 1 could free me of the thoughts 
Fhat to and fro within my bosom throng 
1 Respite me! 

CHOIR. 

Birs ira£, iixcs iUa; 

^xtlbct sacdutn in fahiila 


l^Organ. 
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tVll. SPIKIT- 

^Vrath takes thee ! 

"I'he j^ieat trump soumls ! 
n[''hc es are heaviug ! 
j^nd rhine hcait 
F'loni 'ishen rcvSt 
'Tij fianiin::! tonnentb 

O 

Now again ciCuLteth 
Quakes up ! 

C K t Tt H FN . 

^Vouid 1 were +ortl'i ! 

1 feel as did the oruan hers 

& 

Stiih‘ my bieathing, 

’l^lie song mine he.xrt 
Did nK‘it to • 


^Ki'bex ergo ruin 
O^uibqnih laiet abpiircbi, 
innltiiin xem.in^bxt. 

GRtl ChKH- 

I cannot breathe ! 

Dhe massy columns 
Impi ison me 
Tlie vauked arcliet 
Crush m ! —Air ■ 


EVIL SPIRIT. 

Piide ttiee ! Sin and shan^t 
Abide not j .dden ! 

Air : NigUl : 

Woe’s ti.ee I 
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(Jjuil:! Slim miser iaiuc iiirhirus ? 

(fjueiii :piTti'oijum» rogaturus ? 

(!luiu \}ix jus his sit scrums. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Kiomi thee their faces 
I’he Giorilied uveit ! 

thee to stretch their hands out 
SliuJoei the Stdinic.iS ! 

W oe ! 

CHolR. 

iijlut) sum miser tunc liuiurus ? 

GPvLlVHLN. 

Neii'hbour ! Yout sineJiin'’-salts ! 

o o 

into a swoon. 


WALPURGIS-NIGHT. 

{^ALiydity-evc .) 

X'Vhi' Hiirz, Mountiitns. in the ml^hboiir^ 
hood of Schiet Le and EJend, 

1 •'AUST, MLP HISIX) P HEL LS. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Woulds: not be fain a bioonistick to bestraddlc : 
Lijon this road the goal is far, 1 wotiJJ 
A sturdy hc-goat bare me in tiie saddle. 


While on my legs Tm fiesh, this knotted 
staddle 
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Is all-sufficing to my mood. 

What boots to shorten thus the road? 

To sicliI along the Libvrinth cjf valleys, 

And then the cliff, whose rocky c'nalice 
Pour.v forth the ever-bubbling siaing, to climb— 
Such loil gi\es to thcsc paths a zest sublinvj. 
Spiing IS alieady busy in the birches ; 

The very firs already feel lier touch ! 

WJiat woiidei if the thrill our own limbs 
searches ? 

MIPHlSTOPHl-nrS. 

Marry, I feel no trace of such ! 

Within my body Winter leigneth. 

Upon my jiath Fd wish for frost and snow. 
How drearily tlie blood-red moon now der^ncth 
To lift her dwindling disk with tardy glow ! 

Oo dim the light, on cliff and tree we blunder 
At every step, within the gloomy glade. 
i3y your good leave ! Tlieic blazcth merrily 
yondei 

A will-o’-the-wisp ; I’ll bid him to our aid. 

Ho, there ! my friend, a word ! (Lome hither 
with thee! 

Why wilt thou flare for naught, I prithee ? 

Pray be so good as light us up the hill. 

WILL-o’-THK-WlSP. 

By reverence my nature may be steadied 
1 ho])e, yet is it but light-licaded. 

Our course is wont to go but zig/^ag still. 

MEPHlSTOPHtLES. 

Dost think to aj'u mankind, thou giddy flame 
i^ee thou go straight, a’ devil’s name, 

Else will 1 blow by flickering candle out. 
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you^'ie the master o’ the house, I douht. 
Ghuiiy I’ll ip,ake iyoui will my pleasuie. 
hetiiink you, though, the moiiiit is nuipic-mao 
to-day, 

Ard If a will-o’-the-wisp must lead you ou \ Ovl* 

i . 

V. ay, 

\ ou must not use too nice a measuie. 

MhPHlSTOPHLLE:., aru/ WJLL-O 
in allLniale suw', 

hi ihf n'dlm of dreams and aw' jW, 

/Is it seems^ -we nozi' are Lniind. 

J^ead us truly thr(j''<dj the danifiur 
Thither, 'ivhire aur anhs lire centred, 

Throuy^h the eivaste and nvovdy s/iaces 

To fio^zv J lo ! hoiv swftUf races 
1 rci past tree ! lio'iu the fiyantic 
Cra^s lean o-ver, and the antic 
Ri.chy snouts that stand in clustir, 
ho~iV they ^nort and hoiv tLvy uLisitr. 

Through the stones and tiuf 'zvhat lu'^ire 
d I ream and streamht duuvnzv.Utl spriny’ny, 
Ilarh ! ’/;r nmrniurs hiarL / ^iis shvyar ' 
liack ! ^tis la'oe~pLiinis, s^iveei ,uid oL.. 

Tones from yon days all y^uhhn ' 

Till our hop' and love and luir^uii J 
Echu, too, like tales once told in 
Ear-ofj times comes Jamil y ring my. 

IThoo-hoo! shooTjoo / nearer hovet 
Cry of screech~onvl, ja^' and plovn . 

Do they all leep I'lg:! tlmof^ing 
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Is^i the saJunuindej' hr ashes 
Fat-paunchj i'in^~legSj through the hushes *■’ 
Ami the roots like serpents 'i^orithc am! 
ti'riggie forth from sand arid rifted 
Fork^ and zva^ac loir^ fingers lithe and 
IViird to scare and snarey and gifted 
IVilh a monstrous lijr malicious^ 

Knots and gnarls like denial fishes 
Strttch out tentacles to take us, 

And the nitce troop on lo’^ethir 
Hfyrhal-hued fhi ‘ow’h moss tind heathei 

» O • 

aIiuI the frefiies in a Jj(i‘z,y 
SzL'arm about us ‘zaeave their ma’z.y 
jMon oe till our zvits forsake us. 

hut tell me ! are eau' hidin'^ 

Stilly or are 'lue onboard ridiny 
Chfjs and grinning trees are sliding^ 
iVih-o^-ihe-^jjisps—their number dauhle^y 
Biozvn up like transparent bubbles — 

Ah in giddy ^lv heels are yhdih,y 

MLl’hlbTOPHCLEi*. 

Conic now ! grasp my mantle chccrly ! 

Hcie a iiiid]tc:ik stands, and clcarlv 

'Fu our ga/c astonicd bhtiws 

In the mount how Marnnion glows ! 

How weirdly glinimers like a dismal 
Dawn the j ed glow through tJie dales ! 

And e’en to p*netrate the abysmal 
Dcjiihs the laii.hcnt light avails. 

Here rises reeV, there hover \a]>ours, 
Thiough mist jud haze tlie glow doth gleam. 
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Here to a slender thread it tapers, 

Here gushes forth, a living stream. 

Heie for a space it weaves a tangle 
Or myriad veins tlirough all the dell j 
And there within the crowded angle 
They all unite with sudden spell. 

'flicre sputter sparks, as from a fountain 
That sprinkles golden sand, and lo ! 
d’lie beetling clitfs that fringe the mountain 
From base to brink are all aglow ! 


MtIMlISTOPHELLS. 

Lord Mammon for this feast his palace 
A^ith lavish sjdeiidrjur liglits. Dost mark'? 
"I’hoidrt hajipy to have seen it! Hark I 
d’lie boisterous ciew swift to the banquet rallies. 


How through tlie air the wind doth howl and 
liiss, 

And with what buffets beats upon my shoulders! 

MEPHISTOPHLM'S. 

Clasp thou the cliff 's old ribs ! Cling to the 
boulders ! 

hlse will it hurl thee headlong into the deep 
abyss! 

The night is thick with rack. 

Htiik how the groaning woods do ciack 
vhartled flutters up the solemn 
Hwl, and splinters column on column 
in liie evergreen halls, and ever 
The branches crackle and shiver, 

The stems make a mighty moaning, 

The roots are gaping and groaning, 



i88 


Goethe’s Faust 


Vrid ail crash down in a hideous tangle 
One on another, and choke and strangle 
V/ith their wrack the wild aby.'.scs, 

And througli them howlfj anJ hisr;es 

The stoim-wind. Plear’st thou voicer o'er us, 

Far rtrid iif .ir that sing m chorus? 

Al! tlie inagyc-iiiouiit along 
AVild'y strc.hiis the wizaiJ-soiig. 


V/lTCin :> IN CHORt’t,. 


Ltf '■zulichi's io tl.'i Jh'Oihcn 
i iw shout IS the stuhlk is 

7/• r£ thf rahhlr musters ihuL^ 

.‘/nJ ilhoj,' liu'm thrums OhI Aul 
(hi ivt u\i sJu'l .ind stcifh, 

I hi' hf-^(jLit :tinhi duh -j ihi 


Old Baubo come^, with none .die j^an’s. 
Alone on a lariow-td sow .■-he bees. 

CHORUS. 

Then honour he where Jiunou-'s due 
In tiunt, Dame Bau'oo, Ictid the ck vv ! 
A l-eidani on a sow, and Inuio ' 

All the wai jock-thior; will lollow. 

VUlLi . 

Which way conicbt tliou ticre: 


Over the Ilsensiircp. 
T the owlet's nest I took a peep. 

She had eyes lik.' moons 1 



189 


Part I 


VOICE. 

To T'lell with :i w anion ! 

Wi'.y so hot-f,)ot, thou ron^'on t 


Du- hath wcll-iiii;h Ihiycd me ! 

the wouiuis .she liath made me ' 

CHOi^US OF WITt'Hl-,8. 

Thi’ rolul IS 'ZVii/i’, ihe road h' 

i’‘vtr Such (I Jjtdlam throng ? 

Thd broom doth scratch, the jorh doth pole, 

7 hd dam doth hurst, the brat doth choke, 

SEMl-CHORUi, or WARLOCKS. 

I.'the the huuid-bouTul s/o id zvd rrazviy 
Fiir al)Cad art the zurmcn all. 
lyhin to tJ\- Udvd^s house zve speed. 

By u thousand steps the zvomen lead, 

SLCONO SEMl-CHORUs OF WARLOCKS, 

SuJo nice distinction zve not make. 

A than and stths doth Woman take, 

A. * 

Blit hui ry as sh d hurry can. 

With a single hound overtakes het Ad an, 

VOICE cbo'Vd, 

Co.lie with us, come, fro^ the Fel.senmere * 

VOICES from belozv, 

Wc would cljmb with vou the mountain sheer, 
W e wash and are white as white can be. 

Vet barren, ever barren are we. 
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llnTH CHORUSES. 

The ivind ir hushed^ the stars are deadf 
The iiihty juooti doth hide her* head i 
The av'te,ard rout that hurt Its by 
Sheds ruddy sparks athauas't ihi sky. 

VOICE from belon'. 

Halt! ah, halt! ye bwaim uncaimy ! 

void- from iibniie. 

ho calls from out tlio rocky cianiiv ? 

toiCE hilonv. 

Take me with you ! Take me up ! 
riirce hunched yeais I've clambered zealou.!. 
And yet 1 cannot reaclt the toji. 

Fain would J be beside my telJows ! 

ROTH CHtjRUSES. 

The broomstick bears and hears the storkf 
1 he stoTiejork hears and hears the luck. 

He ^oho Iannot rise to-day 
Is lust for fver and Lst fur axe, 

HALF-wmn helo^aK 
80 long 1 hobble on beljlnd. 

The otiicrs pass me like the wind. 

At home J know nor j)eacc nor lust. 

Not hnd tlieni in this weary quest. 

CHORUS OF WlTCiq.b. 

The saK)e puts heart in e^nry ha^^ 

Tor sad she hi.'',s a fluftcriw^ rtrr^^ 
trough IS a boat all trim and tight 
Tly not at 01 fly to-night ! 
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BOTH CHORUStS. 

/!rtcl ni'hen H'e sail the summit rounds 
Flit yi\Jlfjat jCy 'i er the ground, 

1 hat far and ivide iJye heath may he 
Hid ^neath the swarm of warlockry, 

Vl'hey alight on the ground. 

MI rHIbTOr’HUl.FS. 

I'bey thrust anti throne, they rush and clatter^ 
'i’ltfv whirl and whistle, stream and chattel, 
glitter, s’guttci, stink anti bufn, 

I'he \erv air to ha^s doth turn ! 

Keen clooc, or we are parted. Whither art thou 
ijortie : 

I'AUST, in the distance, 

ttere ! 

MLPHISTOPHKLLS. 

What! SO far ? Nay then, to save disaster 
■ riu, ' assert my right as master. 

Rt-om, ho ! Squiie Clootie comes I Room ! ye 
„wcet rabble I room ! 

ideu, Doctor, sei/x* my mantle now, and come! 
One bound will take us out o’ tlie hurly-burly. 
i‘ ’en ioi mv taste this is too mad, and surely 
i hei c gleameth something yonder with a pecu¬ 
liar glow. 

I’o ^ onder bushes draws me this same ferlie. 
Come, come, my friend, let us slip through. 

FAUST. 

d liou Spiiit of Contradiction ! Nay then, be my 
pilot. 

And ^et how shrewd, to the Brocken thus to 
fare 
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On a Walpurois-niglit, then seek, once there. 
Wilful seclusion in some narrow islet! 

MEP HI STOP H I'Ll,S. ' 

Sec yon gay llamcs that light the heather* 

A merry club is got together ; 

We’re not alone in a cotciie. 

FAUST. 

Up yonder though I’d ratlier be ! 

The smoke with lurid splendour lit 

Rolls on. The ciowd streams to the jDevil. 

AVhat riddles t’ncre one min hr unravel ] 

V1 


Ml'PHlSTOPHELl'S. 

Aye, and what riddles will he knit ! 

Let the orcat woild roll on in riot, 

i. > 7 

Here will we liaiboiir us in quiet. 

’Tjs a time-honoured custom so 
In the great world to fashion smaller worlds, yc 
know. 

There fair young witches prank in naked state, 
Whilst beldams shicwdly veil their treasure. 

Be aiTable—do me that ])leasure ! 

The trouble is small -the sport is great. 

I hear a tuning of iii' t'uments. ^Lhe deuce toh 
A'\ccursed twang ! VvTll, well, we must get ust 
to’t. 

Come with me, come ! Nay, I’ll not be denicc 
I’ll introduce thee, I will be thv guide. 

Of giatiiude I’ll fid thee up a brimmer. 

That is no riggarti space- what vsay’st tho 
fiiend ? 

Just glance along! Scarce canst thou see the end 
1 here, all aiow, * fiundred balc'-fjrcs glimmer. 
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Tliey dance, they chat, they cook, they drink, 
they love. 

Tell me now, whejx* is aught above 
A scene like lIug, aught better or aught bigger ? 


’’ lUST. 

\s sorcerer or as devil wilt thou figure 
l o ^;ain us welcome here f 

O 

Ml-PHISTOPH l-T.es. 

• Many, it is my way 

To po incofTnito, but on a gala-dav 
vhie may dis])lay one’s orders. True 
No Cxarter graces me, but here the horse-hoof too 
is lionoiu able wear. Sec where yon snail comes 
crccj>ing. 

She with her groping face hatli nosed 
Some inkling of my secret out. Its keeping 
\Vlmc ho})eless here, e’en were T so disposed. 
Come now, of all the fires we’ll make the tour. 

1 am the wooer’s man—thou art the wooer. 

^ lo (If vers vuho are sitting about fa -ling embers. 
b)ld gentlemen, what do ye here aloof? 

I’here, where the throng is thickest, there Jiad 1 
lather found you, 

There, where the rush and crush of youth sur¬ 
round you. 

At home is every man alone enough. 

GENERAL. 

vVhat man can set his trust in nations! 

No matter what his services, forsooth ! 

*Twas ever thus! The mob’s ovations, 

Like women’s favours, are bestowed on youth. 
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From tl'.c ri^bt path too far wc’ro strayed^ 

The good old tiine.s and \va)s*rf>r Qver ! 

For when our word was law, or never,— 

Then was the age of gold indeed. 

PARVI'TmU. 

Wc weren’t fools, and olt. I’ll own, 

We did in those clays v;bat, wc shouldn’t; 
r>ut now the world is turning upside~dow''n, 

And that precisely when w'^e wish it wouldn’t. 

AUTHOR. 

A wcjik that has a single grain of sense 
Tiicy simply will not read, and nauglit *11 make 
’em. 

And tlie young folk, contoinid their impudence! 
'^riicy’ve never been so malapcit, plague take ’em ’ 

MKi’HisTOPin LT-s, Muldeiily aptvny old. 

For Doomsday npe T feel the people is 
When up the wizard-mount for the last time 1 
clamber, 

And think the world is on the lees, 

Because riiy little cask no moic runs clear as 
amber. 

HUCKSTire-WlTcH. 

Good Masters, pray you, ])ass not by I 
Let not the chance slip througii vour fingeis ! 

Vk ho by mv waies at^entive inn cis 
1 he ocidcst medley here will s])v. 

Yet in my booth -there’s not its ieliow 
On earth—nor in it will you find 
One gewgaw but Lul wiong doth hallow, 
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Wrought on the woild and on mankind; 

1 j ’ 

No dagger but hath dripped with blood; m 
chalice 

Ddt from its dildas-Iips into the licalthy frame -- 
T!ie guilty tool of treacherous malice— 

Ha'h poured the ])OihOn’s slow-corusuniing jhiine ■ 
No ‘icwei hut to shame hegtiiled some winsonif 
woman ; 

No sword tiiat hath not foully stabbed the back 
the foenian. 

ME?HIST()I'HI'LES. 

N'a.% thou dost read the times but badly. Gammer 
[ II done is past, and past is done! 

' !niv loi novauties we clamour, 

'iiouldst Jay in novelties alone. 


FAus r. 

f)iat ts a Fair 1 I’m taking sjiecdy 
1 /.ave o’ my senses i 


MfPl'lSTOeHFLES. 

All the eddy 

.'••ways and swirls, still upwaids moving. 
Fiivselfart shoved that thinkest thou art d'-ovlnc 

* h • 

FAUST. 

bpeak ! What is that: 

MKEHISTOrHELES. 

Look at her narrowly ! 

Tis Lilith 1 

FAUST. 


Who? 
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M t P HI STOP H F L F S. 

ilrst wife is she. 
Ha’/e rhou a ra:e bclorc Jr-r i^rauU'ous tn^ses, 
riic solo aclornmeiit she (Joth deign to W'^ar i 
The young man whom she taketh in their snar 
Not hgijtiy dotli she loose fioni her caresses. 


FAUST . 

Yonder sit twain, a Cjuean beside a beldaii . 
They Icc'ipt right lustily. 

u 

MKPHloTOPHl-LES. 

Avc, .seldom 

Tj]e rout to-day hath need of rest. 

A new dance is aioot—vve*ll trip it with the bc.s 

FAUST', diinr'ing ’zvith the ynuug Tvitch. 

hlnce on a time there came to me 
A fair dream of an anple-tree, 

W hciton two beauteous a’pples shone. 

They tempted me —\ clonih thcieon. 

THE FAIR ONE 

For ..]y|iles did you c\er hist 
From Faradise ere yoir weie thrust^ 

^Vnd 1 am overtoved to know 
That such within my garden grov/. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, ^Wtfh the old <Wttch, 

Once on a time there came to me 
A foul dream Na cloven tree. 

Wherein- 

-though it Wris, It liked me w'ell. 
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THE OLD WITCH. 

I tender here my best salute 

Unto the p’ the Hoise’s Foot, 

Let him a-prepare. 

If him-doth not scare. 

PROKTOPHANTASMIST. 

Wliat take ye on yourselves, you cursed train ? 
Have we not proved past all disputing 
That ghosts stand never on a projxT footing ? 
And yet youTe d:\ncing now, just like us men. 

THE FAIR CNF, diUlCinr, 

Why at our ball doth he aj^'pear ? 

FAUST, (Ic/nrin^. 

Wliv, bless your heart, he’s everyw'hcre ! 

Ide needs must criticize, no matter 
Who dances. Can he not bcchattcr 
Lach step, it is as had that step not been. 

When we go forwards, most we move his spleen 
If in a ring to turn you were contented. 

As he goes round and round in his old mill, 
Then you’d be sure of his good-will; 

Fspecially if to all he twaddled, you assented. 

PROKTOPHANTASMUT. 

Are vou still there ? Well, well! Was ever 
such a thing ? 

Pick off, now! Don’t you know we’\e been 
enlightening ? 

1 hio Clew Oi devils by no rule is daunted. 

e’n? mighty wi.se, but Tegel sdll is hauntCvh 
^ ve owept, and swept, and swept, at this vain 
tancying, 
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Yet cannot sweep It cican ! Was ever such a 
thing : 

THF I'AIK ONF- 

Phen pray reheve us of your tedious visit ! 

P R O K T() P H A N TAS MIST. 

r tell voii spirits to your face, 

Of s]>irit-tyrannv I’li have no trace. 

Mv spirit cannot exercise it. 

\^l'be Jtinchig conthives^ 

PROK ruPKANTASMIST. 

AJas I to-day ’tis useless, now T know it. 

At least I’ll take a journev with them, though. 
And still 1 hope, eie my last step, to show 
Mv mastery alike o’er devil and poet. 

Mr.PHTSTOPHtLES. 

To seek lelief, as usual in a puddle 
He’ll scat hiiiKseli, and when the leeches feast 
Uj)on his rump, from all his biains that muddle, 
From jihantoms and from fancy he’s released. 

[_/ o Fnust^ ':uho has left the dance. 
Why hast thou let the beauteous maiden from 
thee, 

That while ye danced so swc'ctly sang ? 

Ah ! even as she sang, there sprang 
A small red mouse from her lips of coral. 

MEPHISTOPHI LES. 

A mighty n . ax’ * i hou’rt too squeamish ! 
Nay, 

Tliank thy good staia it was not giey! 
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When Jove is Icind, who with 8uch toys would 
quarrel ? 

, * FAUST. 

Then saw I- 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What ? 

FAUST. 

Mephisto, look ! Turn 
thou thy face! 

A pale, fair girl, alone, afar that bideth. 

But slowly doth she shift her place; 

With gyved feet meseems she giideth. 

I must confess, it seems to me, 

That like the loving Gretchen she. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No more o’ thnt ! It worketh naught but scathe. 
’Tis glamour—show'! ’Tis lifeless ! ’Tie a 
^ wraith! 

Who meets it, falls beneath a ban. 

Its filling stare doth chill the blood of man, 
And almost he is turned to stone. 

To thee Medusa cannot be unknown. 


Those are the eyes of Death ! Not softly 
shielded 

By loving hands within their lids they lie ! 

That is the breast that Gretchen to me yielded, 
I'-iat the sweet body that I did enjoy ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

’Tis sorcery, thou lightly-cozened fool! 

Like his own love she seems to every soul. 


G 
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VA'JST. 

What ecstasy ! Yet ah ! wh^t anguish ! 

I needs must gaze, yet gazing Janguish. 

How strange, that there should run, as ^tw^eie 
In width a knife’s-back, round that tender 
Snow-white neck, one single, slender 
Thread of scarlet ! 

mephistopheles. 

Ave, ’tis there ! 

Her head beneath her arm may’st yet behold? 
her. 

For Perseus lopped it from her shoulder. 

Still for illusion longs thy soul ? 

Come, climb with me this grassy knoll! 

’ ids as merry here as in the Prater ; 

And look ! an there be no cantrip in’t 
Hei e players for our pleasure cater, 

W hat is the piece ? 


SPRVIBILIS. 

We’re just about to begiS% 
A brand-new piece—’tis the last piece of seven, 
l^hat is the custom here, so many and so few. 

A dilettante wrote it. Even 
The players are dilettanti too. 

Excuse my vanishing. I too am a dilettante, 
And my pet branch of art is pulling up the 
curtain. 


.lEPHISTOPHELES. 

What, even the Blocksberg summits haunt ye ? 
Nay, that it w»ll ! There ye belong, that’s 
certain ! 



Part I 


201 


WALPURGIS-NIGHT'S DREAM, 

, OR. 

OHERON AND TITANIa’s GOLDEN WEDDING. 

Interme'z,ix,o 

STAGE MANAGER 

We may take a rest to-day, 

Ye sturdy sons of Mieding. 

Misty vale and mountain grey 
Are all the 'scene we're needing. 

HERALD. 

Golden the wedding after years 
Of wedlock fifty holden, 

But that which ends the strife appears 
To me the better golden. 

OBERON. 

Are ye spirits hovering nigh. 

Then come when ye are cited. 

. King and Queen with loving tie 
Are once again united. 

PUCK. 

Up comes Puck and twirls amain 
And slides his foot in measure. 
Hundreds follow in his train 
To share with him the pleasure. 


Ariel doth move the song 
And heavenly sweet his lute is. 
Many guys he draws along 
But also draws the beauties. 
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OBERON. 

Spouses who would live in peace 
T^earn from us the lessoif ; * 

When to love a couple cease 
Just part them for a season. 


Hath he the sulks, the vajiours she. 
Seize me each wedded traitor 
Lead me him to the Polar Sea, 
And her to the Equator: 

ORCHESTRA, T\JTT\y forttSsimOm 

Snout of fly, mosquito-bili, 

With kin of ali conditions. 
Croaking frog and cricket shrill. 
These are the musicians- 


SOLO. 

Lo ! the bagpipes ! and the sack 
Is a bubble blown up. 

Hear the snecker-snicker-snack 
Through his snub-nose drone up. 

SPIRIT IN PROCESS OF FORMATION. 

Spider’s claw and belly of toad 
And wee, wee wings unto ’em ! 

If not a wee, wee beast, at least 
’Twill be a wee, woe poem ! 

A JLITTLE COUPLE. 

Mincing . tep and lofty leap 
Through honey-dew and fragrance. 
Marry, daintiU ye trip, 

Yet soar ye not, sweet vagrants! 
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INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

Is this not Lenten-mummery ? 
Refuse mine *eyes their duty ? 

Or Oberon do I really see. 

The god in all his beauty ? 

ORTHODOX. 

Nay now, he hath no claws, and eke 
He hath no tail, but cavil 
The case admits not, like die Greek 
Gods he too is a devil. 

NORTHERN ARTIST. 

Sketchy in these northern climes 
I feel my grasp of art is. 

But for Italy betimes 
My firm resolve to start is. 

PURIST. 

My misfortune brings me here 1 
Ail decency they're mocking i 
And of all the crew, dear ! dear I 
But two are powdered 1 Sl.ocking .* 

YOUNG WITCH. 

Powder is like the petticoat 
For an old and grizzled goody. 

So I sit naked on my goat 
And show a lusty body, 

MATRON. 

Far too much good-breeding we 
To rail with you have gotten , 

Yet young and tender though ye be^ 
I hope to see you rotten ! 
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CONDUCTOR. 

Snout of mosquito-bill, 

I^eave ye the naked witah U^ere \ 
Croaking frog and cricket shrill, 

Pray you, keep time and pitch there ’ 

WEATHFRCOCK tfi the One direction. 

Such company as heart can wish, 

Just maidens ripe for marriage 1 
And bachelors of promise, such 
As envy cim’t disparage.! 

WEATHERCOCK III the othcr directh.n. 

And doth tlie earth not yawn and g*pc 
To swallow all this rabble, 

Then straightway into Hell Til leap 
As quickly as Tm able! 


Vvdth scissors small to nip and gnaw 
As insects we come flitting, 

Satan, our worshipful papa, 

To honour as is fitting. 

HENNINGS. 

In a thronging swaim they flit 
And jest in manner artless. 

T the end we’ll have them saying yet 
They really are not heartless ! 

MUSAGETES. 

To mini^le with this witches’ rout 
My fancy gladly chooses, 

For these I could mislead no doubt 
More easily than the Muses ! 
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Ci-devant genius of the times. 

Come, seize my robe ; with proper folk 
Much honour vine amasses ; 

The Blocksberg hath a fair broad yoke 
As hath our Dutch Painassus. 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER, 

Say, who stalks yonder Prouder than 
A turkev-cock he swells out. 

He snuffles all he snuffle can,— 

’Tis Jesuits he smells out. 

CRANE. 

♦ r r 

In the clear I fish full fain 
And eke in troubled waters, 

And so you see the pious man 
With de\ils too foregathers. 

CHILD or THE WORLD. 

Aye, marry, for the pious all 
Is a means of edification. 

And on the Blocksberg they instal 
Full many a congregation. 

DANCERS. 

There^s a new chorus. I’ll engage I 
I hear a distant diumming. 

Nay, ’tis the bitterns in the sedge 
Monotonously booming, 

BALLET-MASTER. 

How each one lifts a leg i’ the dance, 
This peasant-like, that duke-like. 

Fhe buxom hop, the crooked prance, 
Nor care they what they look like. 



2o6 


Goethe’s Faust 


FIDDLER. 

Tag-rag-and-bobtail ! how they hate 
And tain each other would do for, 

What Orpheus* lyre for the beasts did« that 
The bagpipes doth this crew for. 

DOGMATIST. 

I never will be silenced more 
By doubts nor yet by cavils. 

The Devil must be something, or 
Pray how could there be devils? 


Fancy too imperiously 
Doth sway me. Hoity-toity ! 

If ever 3 rthing 1 see is me, 

To-day T must be doity ! 

realist. 

That which is, is torture, and 
Me on the rack *tis putting ! 

For the first time here I stand 
On an uncertain footing. 

SUP LRN ATURALIST. 

Gladly I join this jovial crew 
And share with joy their revels. 

For that there are good spirits too 
I argue from the devils. 

SCEPTIC. 

They think them near the treasure, when 
They track the fiamelct Hitting. 

With devil rhymes but cavil^ then 
My presence heic is fitting. 
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Croaking frog and cricket shrill, 

Plague on ye, .dilettanti! 

Snout of fly, mosquito-bill. 

Musicians sure ye vaunt ye ! 

SKILFUL TRIMMERS. 

Sanssouci we’re called—just see 
Each merry little creature 1 
On our heads we go, since we 
No more are on our feet sure. 

THE HELPLESS. 

At court we licked the platter clean, 
r the dance we had a rare foot. 

We’ve danced our shoes through to the skin 
God help us—we go barefoot! 

WlLL-o’-THE-WISPS. 

From the bog we come, whence we 
First rose as ragged call ants. 

And yet in rows we’re here to see 
A train of brilliant gallants. 

SHOOTING-STAR. 

Hither from the zenith I 
Did glance, a gleaming meteor. 

All of a heap P the grass I lie,— 

Who’ll help me to my feet here ? 

HEAVY-WEIGHTS. 

Room and room and room all round! 

Down the grasses trample 1 
Spirits come—yet shake the ground 
With massy limbs and ample. 
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Tread ye not so cumbrously 
l.dke elephants with tvrret^, 
And the heaviest this day be 
Puck, the lob of spirits. 


If boon Nature gave yc wings. 

If wings your mind uncloses, 
Follow my airy wanderings 
Up to the hill of roseg. 

ORCHKSTRA, pianissimo. 

Misty ‘Vfil and cloud~^rt;ath flush 
By danvn illuminated. 

Bree%e in lea f and •wind in rush 
And all is dissipated ! 


A GLOOMY DAY. 

Opin Country. 

Faust, Mephistophfles. 

F\UST. 

In misery! Despairing ! Long a piteous 
wanderer on the face of the Earth, and now a 
captive ! Shut up in a felon’s cell ! abandoned 
to appalling torments—that sweet, that ill-starred 
creature ' To that depth ! to that depth ! 
Thou false Jlpirit! thou vile Spirit! this hast 
thou hidden from me! Aye, stand now 
stand ! Roll thy devil’s eyes wrathfully round 
in thine head I Stand and beard me with thy 
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loathsome presence ! A captive ! In irretriev¬ 
able misery ! Abandoned to evil spirits and to the 
pitiless justice of mortals ! And me thou lullest 
meanwhile in tne most tasteless dissipations ! her 
growing wretchedness thou hidest from me, and 
lettest her perish unaided ! 

MEPHLSTOPHELES. 

She is not the first! 


Thou hound ! ’ Thou hideous • monster ! 
Change him, thou Infinite Spirit! change the 
worm again into his currish form, as oft in the 
liours of night it was his whim to trot before me, 
to roll at the feet of the harmless wayfarer, and 
as he fell to fasten upon his shoulders. Change 
him again into his favourite semblance, that he 
may grovel on his belly in the sand before me, 
(hat I may trample him underfoot, the caitiff! 
Not the first ! Woe ! Woe ! Such woe as 
the soul of man cannot conceive ofl that mou* 
than one creature hath been whelmed in the depths 
of this misery, that the first atoned not in its wrest¬ 
ling death-agony for the guilt of all the others 
in the eyes of Eternal Forgiveness ! It racks 
me through life and marrow, the misery of this 
single one ; thou grinnest coldly over the fate of 
thousands! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now we are again already at our wits* end, 
where you mortals lightly slip over into madness. 
Why dost thou seek, community with us if thou 
canst not carry it through ? Wilt thou fly, and 
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art not proof against giddiness ? Did we 
thrust ourselves upon thee or thou thyself upon 
us 


FAUST. 

Bare not thus thy wolfish fangs upon me! 

My gorge rises at it! Thou great and glorious 

Spirit, thou that didst vouchsafe to appear to me, 

thou that leadest mine heart and soul within me, 

« ' 

why hast thou shackled me to this iiitainous 
comrade, that battens on mischief, that diinlcs 
destruction «is a refreshing drUught ? 


MEPHISTOPHEUES. 

Hast thou done ? 


FAUST. 

Dei iver her, or woe betide thee ! The most 
hideous curse be upon thee for thousands of 
years ! 

MEPHlSTOPHELfeS, 

I cannot loosen the bonds of the Avenger i 1 
cannot shoot back hib bolts ! Deliver her ^ 
Who was it plunged her into ruin, I or thou ? 

^Jhaust glances around him furiously^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dost clutch at the thunderbolt? Well that 
it was not given to you pitiful mortals ! To 
smash to pieces the innocent that ciosscs his 
path, that is your true tyrant’s way of giving his 
fury a vent in perplexities. 

FAUST. 

Bring me to ! She shall be free I 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And the risk that thou wilt run ? Know that 
"till there licth blood-guilt upon the town from 
thine hand. .Ovt!r the place of the slain hover 
avenging spirits, lying in wait for the returning 
murderer. 

* 

FAUST. 

'riiat too from thee ! Murder and death of a 
world upon thee, monster ! Lead me thither, 1 
^ell thee, and set her free! 

MFPHISTOPHELES. « 

I will lead thee, and what I can do, hear 
thou! Have I all power in Heaven and on 
Earth ? I will becloud her gaoler^s senses ; do 
rhou possess thee of the keys, and lead her forth 
’j^dth the hand of man. 1 will keep watch! The 
magic horses arc ready and I will bear yc 
away ! So much I can do. 

FAUST. 

Up and away ! 


NIGHT. 

Open country, 

Faust, Mephistopheles, storming past on black 

horses. 

FAUST. 

What do they weave round the raven-stone ? 

mephistopheles. 

1 know not what they are brewing and doing. 
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FAUST. 

Ascending, descending, bowing and bending I 

h * * 

MEPHlSTOPHELEb. 

A witches’ guild. 

* FAUST, 

They pour a libation, a consecration 
They make ! 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

Away! Away! 


DUNGEON. 

FAUST a bunch of keys and a lamp^ before an 

iron luickei. 

There seizes me a long unwonted shudder; 

The woes of all mankind upon me throng. 

Here, in these foul, dank walls, have they 
immewed her. 

And a fond dream was ail she wrought of wrong I 
And dost thou flinch to her to go ? 

Dost fear to look upon her woe ? 

Away ! thy faltering lingers death along. 

\_^He seizes the lock. Singing is heard ’within. 

My mother^ the ’wanton^ 

She did me to death / 

My father, the villainy 
He eaten me hath ! 

My bohci one and all. 

My sister small 
P the coo! did lay ; 
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Then I turned to a beautiful •woodland~bird / 
Fly awayyjly away / 

FAUST, unlocking the door. 

She doth not* dream her lover list'neth near, 

The clanking chains, the rustling straw can hear. 

. \_Hegoes in, 

MARGARET, cowering upon her pallet. 

Woe ’ woe ! they come. O bitter death ! 

FAUST, softly. 

Hush ' hush ! I come to free thee, dearest one. 

MARGARET, grovelling at his feet. 

Have pity, if thou’rt man, and liv’st by breath. 

FAUST. 

Thou*lt shriek thy warders from their drowsy 
swoon! 

\_^He lays hold of the chains to unlock them, 
MARGARET, on her knees. 

J si 

^say, Headsman, whence hast thou this right ? 
Whence didst thou power receive 
To lead me forth at dead of night ? 

Have pity ! Let me live ! 

Wait till the matin-bell hath rung ! 

[She rises to her feet. 
Alas! 1 am still so young, so young. 

And now to death am going. 

Fair was I too, and that was mine undoing. 

Near was my love, now is he far; 

Rent is the wreath, the blossoms scattered are- 
Lay not such violent hands on me ! 
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Spare me ! What have I done to thee ? 

Be not deaf to my pleading tongue, 

I’ve never seen thee my whole life long! 

' 

FAUST. 

Shall I ever outlive this woe ? 

MARGARET. 

I am thine; now do what thou needs must do. 
But let me first give suck to the child ! 

I fondled it the whole night through ; 

They took it from me to drive me wild, 

And now they say my babe I slew, 

And never again shall T be glad. 

The folk sing ballads at me! they have no pity 
An old, old fairy-tale such ending had; 

Why taunt they me with the ditty ? 

FAUST casts himself do-ioA^ 

A lover at thy feet doth kneel, 

Thy piteous bondage to unseal. 

MARGARET casts hersef do<wn beside / Jm^ 

O let us kneel, the holy saints adoring £ 

See I. under the flooring, 

T- he threshold under. 

Hell seethes in thunder ! 

Satan, 

With din appalling. 

Doth rage and threaten ! 

FAUST, in a loud voices 
Gretchen i Gretchen! 
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MARGARET, listening attentively» 

That was my dear one calling ! 

\^She springf to her feet; the chains fall off. 
Where is he I Nay, but I heard him call me. 

1 am free! and none shall thrall me ! 

To his neck will I fly. 

On his bosom lie ! 

C-retchen ! he cried, from the door of my cell > 
Not all the wailing and gnashing of Hell, 

Not all the hideous, devilish jeers. 

Could drown the^ dear accents that gladdened 
mine ears. 

FAUST. 

’Tis I ! 

MARGARET. 

’Tis thou ! O, say it yet again ! 

’Tis he ! ’Tis he ! Where now is all the 
pain ? 

Whcie IS the dungeon’s, where the fetters’ 
agony ? 

’Tis thou ! Thou comest to set me fre^ ! 

I a A free !— 

Already I see again the street 

Wheic thou and I for the first time did meet, 

And the garden gaily blooming, 

Where I and Martha waited oft thy coming. 

FAUST, urging her to go. 

Cjine with me ! Come ! 

MARGARET. 

O tarry ! 

I tarry so blithely where thou dost tarry. 

[^Caressing him. 
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FAUST. 

Hurry ! 

Unless thou hurry, 

Sore we shall rue our loit’rin^, soie ‘ 

MARGARFT. 

What, and canst thou kiss no more ? 

My love, so short a while a-missing 
And hast unlearned thy kissing ? 

Why hang I upon thy neck with heaty soul ? 
Once at a word, at a glance, at a trifle, 

A very heaven o’er me stole,. 

And thou didst kiss, as my breath thou 
wouldst stifle. 

Kiss thou me! 

Or I kiss thee I 

embraces hlm^ 

Alas ! for thy lips are mute, 

Are chill. 

Where is thy loving 
A-roving ? 

Who Svrought me this ill ? 

[Sbe turns a’way from him. 

FAUST. * 

Come ! Follow me ! Dear heart, but now be 
bold 1 

And I will fondle thee with passion thousand¬ 
fold ; 

But follow me ! This one entreaty heed 1 

MARGARET, turning to him. 

And is it thou ? And is it thou indeed? 

FAUST. 

Tis I ! Con-'* with me ! 
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MARGARET. 

Wilt thou loose my chain ? 
And wilt thou tjike me to thine heart again ? 

1 marvel thou canst see me and not shrink. 

Thou knowest not whom thou wouldst free, I 
think ! 


FAUST. 

Come ! coni^ ! deep night doth swiftly wane 

MARGARET. 

hly mother have I foully slain, 

My babe Fve drowned deep. 

’Twas given thee and me to keep. 

Thee too !—'Tis thou, though false it seem I 
Gne me thine hand ! It is no dream ! 

Thv dear, dear hand! Ah God! but it u 
wet ! 

Wipe It off! 'Tis dripping yet. 

Vnerc’s blood on it! 

I)car God in Heaven ! what hast thou don« ? 
fut up thy blade, 
prithee, in its sheath ! 


Let the dead past bury its dead 1 
Lach word to me is death ! 

MARGARET. 

! Nav, thou must live ! There's work for thee ! 
L'l tell thee how the graves shall be. 

The time is narrow— 

They'll be thy care to-morrow ; 

My mother in the best place lay, 

And close beside her, my brother, I pray ; 
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Me a iittle space aside, 

But ntJt too wide. 

And my little one lay on my right breast. 

None but my babe by me wil) rest!— 

Close into thy side to nestle, 

Tl jat was a sweet, a gladsome bliss ! 

But now I know not what is amiss! 
t am fain to come near thee, yet needs must 
wrestle, 

As thou wert putting me away ; 

And yet 'tis thou, thou lookest good and kind. 


FAUST. 

O come, If such thou hold me in thy mind. 

MARGARET, 

Out yonder ? 

FAUST. 

Into the open. 


MARGARET. 

Is the grave there? 

Lies Death in wait? Then come ! 

From here, into the bed of endless sleep. 

And fiiithei, not a step I— 

Thou’lt leave me now ? O Heinrich, could I 
but go 1 

FAUST. 

*1 hou canst, but will it! Open stands the 
door. 

MARGARET. 

I may not gt. , naught can I hope for more. 

And what boots flight ? they’ll hem me wita 
their snares. 
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It is so wretched to beg oriels bread, 

With an evil conscience, ill-bestead. 

It is so wietched to roam forsaken ; 

And do what* I will, T shall still be taken ! 

FAUST. 

i djall stay with thee. 

MARGARET. 

0 li.iste ! O haste ! 

Save thy poor babe. 

Away by the patli 
That skiits the brook, 

Over the bridge 
And into the w5od, 

There to the left by the plank 
In the pool. 

Seize it straight! 

It strives to rise, 

It struggles still ! 

Save It ! Save it! 


FAUST. 

0, but thine own self be ! 

’Ihs but a step, and thou art free I 

MARGARET. 

Ah ! would we were only past the hill ! 
There sitteth my mother on yonder stone, 
An icy chill creeps o’er me I 
"*^here sitteth my mother on yonder stone 
And wags her head before me. 
bhe winks not, she blinks not, so hea’*y 
head, 

bhe’ll waken no more, her sleep is of lead. 
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She slept, that our love miglit have leisure. 
O ! days of bliss beyond measure ! 


Here boots it not to pray and reason, 

I’ll bear thee forth with loving treason. 

margarkt. 

Hinds off! Nay, Til not brook violence ! 
Handle me not so murderously ! 

What did I not once, for the Iqve of thee ? 

FAUST. 

The grey dawn breaks ! ’Tia* day ! Dear 
heart! Dear heart! 

MARGARET. 

Day ! Aye, it grows to day ! The last day 
« struggles in ; 

My wedding-day, it should have been ! 

Tell none thou hast been uith Gretchen already. 
My garland ! O pain ! 

Nay then, so it chances! 

We shall meet yet again, 

But not where the dance ih. 

How surges the crowd, in silence wrapt! 

The square below 
And the alleys o’er flow, 

The death-bell toils, the wand is snapped ! 

My limbs with thongs the Headsman lashes ! 
They seize me. they drag me to the block 1 
No neck but w-uces from the stroke, 

As swift at my neck the keen edge flashes. 
Hushed lies the v'orld as the tomb ! 
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FAUST- 

Would I never had been born • 

. * 

MEPHisTOPHFXFS appears •without. 

Up ! or ye are lost and lorn ! 

l5ootless and fruitless your paltering and faltering I 

My horses are quaking ! 

The dawn is breaking ! 

MARGARET. 

What rises yonder from out the earth ? 

Him ! him ! send him forth ! 

What doth he here \ the ground is consecrate * 
Me ! he seeks me ! 


FAUST, 

Thou shalt live I 
MARGARET. 

Judgment of God ! Myself to thee I give ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, tO Faust. 

Come ! or I leave thee with her to thy fate I 

MARGARET. 

Thine am I, Father ! Save me! 

Ye angels! ye holy battalions ! shield me \ 
Encamp about me ! To you I yield me i 
Heinrich 1 I shudder at thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is condemned I 
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Heinrich 


VOICE from above. 

She is redeemed! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, tO*Failst. 

Hither to me ! 

T^Vantshes 'with Faust, 

VOICE from wiihiriy dying away, 

! Heinrich! 
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Page 9. The Dedication .— ^'he Dedication was written 
•n 1797, some quarter of a century alter Goethe had 
written the first words of the Faust.— See Introduc¬ 
tion., xJix. For the last eight years the poem had 
lemained untouched, and now the ripe mind of the 
man (Goethe was fourty-eight) again began to busy 
Itself with the work first projected with the 
“ troubled vision '* of youth. The ivaverin\T phantom! 
are tlie misty forms of the personages of the drama, 
the “ airy nothings ” to which the poet had given 
“ local habitation and a name.” 

Page II. I he Prelude upon ike Stage, —The Hindoo 
drama Sakuntala^ which was known to Goethe in 
translation and greatly prized by him, has a prelude 
in which the manager and one of the actresses con¬ 
verse. 'I'his probably gave him the hint for the 
Prelude upon the Stage. He imagines a discussion 
between the Manager, the Meiry Andrew and the 
Poet of a company of strolling players as to what 
sort of play they shall give, and makes this the 
Vehicle for an exposition of thiee different views of 
the aims of dramatic art. The Manager sees in it 
merely a means of filling his theatre, and thereby 
his coffers, the Merry Andrew thinks only of the 
amusement of the public^ the Poet A^ill hear *of 
nothing but ‘*art for art's sake.” 

Page 19. The Prologue in Heaven. —It is scarcely 
'lecessary to point out that for the general concep¬ 
tion Goethe is indebted to the Book of Job, which 
Diintzer aptly styles an “ inverted oriental Faust.” 

Page 22, 

Whilst still he sees the earlhlij day^ 

So long it shall not be forbidden. 

Whilst still man strives, still must he stray. 

These lines are important as marking the extent of 
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the permission granted to Mephistopheles, which the 
latter strangely misinterprets. They make it clear 
that Faust is delivered into the hands of Mephisto¬ 
pheles only during his lifetime. *it foilows that the 
Lord gives no sanction to the pact by which under 
certain contingencies Faust forfeits his soul to Me¬ 
phistopheles, and is accordingly guilty of no breach 
of faith in wresting from the demon at the last 
moment his coveted booty. They also make clear 
why Faust in spite of his relapse into sin is worthy 
of the Divine intervention at the last moment. Sin 
is, in imperfect man, the necessary accompaniment of 

effort. It can only be avoided by stagnation. 

« 

Page 27. 

The ivork of Nostradamus' hand, 

Michel de Notre-Dame (latinized as Nostradamus) 
w^as physician-in-ordinary to Charles IX. of France, and 
a noted astrologer. He published a Aveather-almanack 
and a set of prophecies in rhyme (1555). His book 
of magic is an invention of the poet. 

Page 27. I\dacrocosm. — The Greek word kotmos 
signifies an “orderly ariangement,” and is used to 
denote visible creation, the universe, as opposed to 
chaos — the yawning void. The macrocosm or great 
world is used of the universe external to man, who is 
himself the microcosm or little world. In the mystico- 
cabbalistic lore of the Middle Ages the macrocosm 
embraced three closely-interrelated realms, the earthly, 
the heavenly and the super-heavenly. The ceaseless 
interchange of influences amongst these three is figured 
b> the “golden buckets” of the following passage. 
Man, the microcosm, consists of three parto, body, 
mind and .soul, which are analogous to the divisions 
of the macrocosm. 

Page 28. 

Nonv, t'O'tv I htoio ivhat 'tis the sage hath spoken. 

The sage has rot been identified, and probably 
like the magic-Look of Nostradamus, is a creation 
of the poet’s brain, together with the precept pro¬ 
fessedly quoted from him. Possibly Nostradamus 
himself is intended. 
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Page 28. The Earth-Sptrit. —A recent commentator* 
iiays: “The Earth-Spirit is an invention of Goethe 
which owes nothing discoverable to any particular 
myth, still les^ to any man,” But is it not a develop¬ 
ment of the doctrine held by Plato in comnjon with 
the Stoics, and thus expressed by the former in his 
Phaedo : “This universe is a living creature in very 
truth, possessing soul and reason by the providence of 
God” (Archer-Hind's Translation) ? The idea finds 
lurther expression in Vergil {^^neid, Bk. VI.); “First, 
the sky, and earth, and watery plains, and the moon’s 
hiight sphere, and Titan’s star, a Spirit feeds within; 
und a mind, instilled throughout the limbs, gives 
‘‘.nergy to the whole mass and mingles with the 
mighty body. Thence springs the race of men and 
beasts, and the lines of winged fowl, and the monsters 
Ocean bears beneath his marble floor ” (Lonsdale 
and Lee’s Translation). The Spirit here portrayed 
has many features in common with Goethe's Earth- 
Spirit. The Earth-Spirit as conceived by Goethe is 
ji personification of the active, vital forces of nature, 
the principle of change and growth within the 
universe. As such he is the giver of all gifts toman, 
“loth good and evil (see page 156, Woodland and Cave, 
and page 210). Goethe's first conception of the Faust 
assigned to the Earth-Spirit a much more important 
part than that which he plays in the completed 
Faust. As is seen from the passages to which refer¬ 
ence has just been made, Mephistopheles was origin¬ 
ally regarded as an envoy of the Earth-Spirit, not of 
the Lord as in the final version, nor of the Prince of 
tne Devils as in the Faust-book, 

Page 31. 

ylnd I weave God's living garment there. 

God's living garment is visible nature, in which God 
clothes Himself for our perception. 

Page 31. Famulus. —The Famulus was a studepi^ 
who dwelt in the professor’s house and performed 
menial duties, in return for which he enjoyed free 
instruction and the privilege of intercourse with the 
great man, as here Wagner. 


* Professor Calvin Thomas. 
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Page 38. 

Thou too^ old pulley, groivest strangely smoked. 

The word Rolle is ambiguouy. It is frequently 
rendered by scroll. Diintzer’s explanltion that it 
the Zugrolle, or lamp-pulley, by which the lamp u 
suspended, seems to me preferable. What should one 
particular parchment roll do lying year in year out 
untouched on Faust’s desk? And would it grow 
smoky even then ? 

Page 39. 

yi. Jlaming car jloats doivn on ’wafiing pinions. 

Death, conceived as a swift translation to a higher 
sphere, is figured as a Jlaming car, in allusion to the 
chariot of fire in which Elijah was caught up to 
Heaven. 

Page 43. Without the City-Gate _^The topography 

of the scene is conceived upon that of the neighbour¬ 
hood of Frankfort-on-the-Main, the poet’s birth¬ 
place, which, however, is not a university town. 
The places of popular resort, the Hunter’s Lodge, 
etc., can easily be identified under the thin disguise 
of slightly-altered names. 

Page 46. 

When out in Turkey yonder, far anvay. 

The nations clash in aims. 

Diintzer points out that the Russo-Turkish war of 
1767-1774 had but recently ended when Goethe 
wrote. But it is worth noting that there was a 
Turkish war contemporary with Faust himself, and 
one which ultimately must have come home to the 
comfortable burgher with not a little force. In l^zi 
Suliman the Magnificent took Belgrade, in the follow¬ 
ing year Rhodes, in 1529 Buda-Pesth, but happily for 
Western civilization the tide of invasion broke itself 
ibelore tlie walls of Vienna. 

Page 47 

She .. me see last Hallomseen, 

In fesh and blood., my future lover. 

The German has “ on St. Andrew’s Night ” On 
thi a ni ght, the 29tii of November, tierman lasses ar« 
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wont to practise divinations, similar to those with 
which Burns has familiarized us in his Hulloive^en, 

Page 51, 

JVh/h for the plague a bound he set, 

Nostradamus (see note to page 17) is said to have 
saved the lives of many peasants during a plague 
that devastated Provence in 1525. 

Page 52, 

A Utile more^ and every knee -would bendy 
At came the Holy Housel by. 

The consecrated wafer of the Eucharist in the 
Roman Catholic Church, enclosed in a trans])arent 
receptacle, the monstranccy is borne abroad in pro¬ 
cessions, e.g. on Corpus Christi Day, or for the 
administration of the viaticum to the dying. Inas¬ 
much as accortHng to the doctrine of transubstan- 
tiation Jesus Christ is truly present whole and 
entire, both God and man, under the appearance of 
bread,” it logically follows that true believers are 
expected to piostrate themselves reverently as the 
Holy Host is borne past them. 

Page 52. The Black Kitchen. —By the Black Kitchen 
IS meant the laboratory of the alchemists, so called 
rather in allusion to the Black Art than from the 
thought of its being begrimed with smoke. 

\ -Page 5*- 

There a Red Lion with the Lily weddedy etc. 

te this pa.sbuge Faust describes processes still fami- 
^llar to the chemist, in the fanciful jargon of the 
alchemists. The Red Lion and the lily are .chemical 
sub-stances, possibly preparations of gold and silver 
respectively. To these are attributed different sexes 
They are “wedded together" in a retort, which is 
the first bridal-bower," under the influence of the 
uniform heat of a “ water-bath." Then the retort is 
exposed to the naked flame, and thus the newly- 
wedded pair aie driven over as vapour into the 
receiver, the second “ bridal-bower,” where, if the 
experiment has been successful, a richly-coloured 
sublimate is formed. This sublimate, resulting fiom 
the union of the two, is regarded as their offspring, 
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and is known as the Young Queen. It is ln*fkct the 
Philosopher’s Stone, which transmutes base metah 
into gold, and is a panacea for all diseases. 

Page 6o. ' I 

'Tti ’Written ; Jn the beginning nvas the iVord. 

The Greek word logoi, translated in the Authorized 
Version (John i. i) by “Word,” is indeed suscept- 
ible of more than one interpretation, but scarcely of 
those which Faust successively puts uj)on it. It is 
not the meaning of the Greek logos, but the philoso¬ 
phical explanation of the origin of all being that 
Faust is really in search of. ^ 

Page 6i. 




For such a lufbrtd brood of Hell 
Salomon s Key doth passing nvcll. 

Faust mistakes at first the nature of his uncanny 
visitor. He takes him to be one of the elemental 
spirits, Salamander, Nymph, Sylph or Gnome, in- 
lAabitants respectively of Fire, Water, Air and Earth; 
These are but half-devils, a “hybrid brood of Hell.*^ 
Readers of the Thousand and One Nights will not need 
to be reminded of the dominion exercised by the 
wise Solomon over the spirits. A book appeared I# 
1688 called the Cla’vicula Salomonis, the Little Key 
Solomon, which contained spells for their evocatlit^ 
and exorcism. 

Page 61. Undine. —The Undine is the nymp 
Water-Spirit (Latin unda). Cf. De la Motte-Foi^i I 
ronr.ance. Undine. 

Page 6i. Incubus. —The Incubus was witi 
Romans the fiend that caused nightmare by sittlhg 
upon the sleeper’s chest. It is here identified with 
the gnome or goblin, the earth-sprite. 

Page 62. 

, . . this symbol 
/It tvhich do tremble 

The black battalions. K 

4 

Some symb'd of the Christian religion is meatU^ 
as the Cross, or the significant letters I.N.R.T i 

Page 63. The threefold glontiing The sigD 

of the Trinity. 
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Page 63. ^ strolling scholar .— See Introduction, 

past XV. 

Page 64. , . 

Z,iar, Seducer^ God of Flies. 

Satan and Devil mean in Hebrew and Greek re¬ 
spectively slanderer^ Abaddon and Apollyon destroyer^ 
Beelzebub, in Hebrjew, god of flies. 

Page 64. 

Alan, the mad-brained Miirocosm. 



See note to page 27, upon the Macrocosm. 
Pajre 66. 

o _ ^ * 

The "wiseard's foot upon ijour threshold. 


The pentagram ! 

The pentagram or pentalpha is a well-known .and 
;w'idely-spread magic-symbol, which has the form of 
’4 five-pointed star, and may be drawn by producing 
the five sides of a regular pentagon to the points 

of intersection, thus ;— 

The figure has the peculiarity 
that it may be drawn from be¬ 
ginning to end without re¬ 
moving the pencil from the 
paper, beginning at one angle 
and returning thither The 
pentagram shares with the 
horse-shoe the virtue of pro- 
tectinu a house from the in- 
trusion of evil spirits. It is apparently an innovation 
of the poet to attribute this virtue to the perfectly- 
formed angles and withhold it from those not com¬ 
pletely closed. In German the pentagram is also 
called the Druden foot, which, followingprevious trans- 
4 |tors, I have rendered by the not altogether satis- 
l^ictory ivizara^s foot. In German mythology the 
^ 0 ruden were the clouds personified as beneficent winged 
Imaidens with swans’ feet. After the advent of 
Christianity they shared the fate of the heathen 
deities in general and were degraded into demons or 
britches. The pentagram was called the Druden foot 
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because of a fancied resemblance to the footprint of a 
bird, in allusion to the swan feet of the Druien, 

Page 71. , 

The lord oj rats and bats and micCf 
Of frogs and fies and bugs and lice. 

All vermin, as destructive and disgusting creatures, 
belong to the Devil. In the first Faust-book, when 
Belial and six of the princes of Helf visit Faust, he is 
curious to learn of them “who created the vermin.” 
They said: “After the Fall of man the vermin came 
into being, that they might work plague and scath 
upon mankind.” The devils then change themselves , 
into vermin at his request, and give him such a taste 
of their quality that he turns tail and ffeea from the 
house to escape them. 

Page 72. 

/ come, a squire of high degree ; 

In raiment red, ivith gold all braided^ 

In silken mantle, strf brocaded, 

A jaunty tod’s plume in my cap. 

In the first Faust-book the devil appears to Faust 
“ in the guise of a Giey Friar.” in the Puppet-Play 
he appears in red, with a black mantle and a cock's 
feather. In German popular mythology he is known 
as Squire, Squire Jack, Handsome Jack, Squire 
Voland, Luther calls him Squiie Devil, Squi|p| 
Satan. Red is his chosen colour as being tlj^' 
colour of fire and of blood, of destruction and,;^, 
murder. 

Page 74. Chorus of Spirits .— The commentators 
art unable to agree as to whether these are good or 
evil spirits. They mourn the wreck of the beauteous 
world, which Faust, so far as he is concerned, has 
struck into ruins by his curse—are they sincere, or do 
they but mock ? They urge him to build it up again 
in his own bosom—is it repentance, a return to 
harmony with tne moral order of things, to which 
they exhort him . r is it, as Mephistopheles asserts, 
mere sensual exptiience and enjoyment of life, which 
he has cursed without having tasted it? Mephisto¬ 
pheles claims them ts his—is his claim well founded, 
or is it put forward merely to divert Faust’s attention 
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from an angelic warning ? The reader must decide 
for himself. 

Page 75. ^ 

Cease toping ’ivith thy melancholy^ 

1 hilt Like a vulture eats into thine heart. 

So the eagle of Zeus eats into tlie undying liver 
of i^' ometheus on the rocks of Caucasus. 

Page 75. 

J*m none o' thefashioriitlle, 

Goethe’s conception ol Mephistopheles’ rank in the 
hierarchy of devils fluctu.ite'* in a very perplexing 
manner. Sometimes,.as here (and also in the P'aust- 
buok and puppet-play), he is thought of as a mere 
juhordinate, on other occasions he is as clearly 
regarded as the l)evil. The discrepancies aiiselrom 
changes in the poet’s original plan as tlie work giew 
beneath his hands. 

Page 76. 

Here ’will 1 pledge myself to serve thee truly^ etc. 

The pact is here proposed in the first instance in 
the traditional form. It assumes a very dirf'crent 
luim betore it is signed. 

Page 77. 

Te/ hast thou fiod that Jills not, etc. 

The unsubstantial nature of the gifts oi magic, as 
of ‘‘ fairy-gold,” is notorious, but Faust’s bitter cata¬ 
logue of them has a wider application. It is a 
rejn'titum oi his already iterated denunciation of the 
pkasuies of life, they aie Dead-dea liuit, one and all, 
whether we pluck one here and there ourselves, or 
receive them wholesale at tlie hands oi the Devil, 

Page 77. 

Sho’iv me the fruit that ere 'its plucked doth rot. 

And trees that deck them ivith new verdure daily / 

The fruit that ere 'tis plucked duk rot is the prize 
toveted at first, but which Ic^es it. charm ior us 
fi'-n before we attain it; the trees that deck them •with 

w lerJure daily are the pursuits which lure us with 
ever new piomises, but in which we never diaw 


Jl 
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nearer to fruition. The first are Dead-Sea fruit, the 
eecond are the fruits of Tantalus 

Page 78 ^ 

When to the moment Jleeting pash »#f, 

Tarry f I cry, so fair thou art ! 

Then into fetters mayst thou cast me. 

Then let come doom, •with all my heart ' 

These lines contain the essence of the wager be¬ 
tween F'aust and Mephistophelei. If the demon can 
for one instant still his aspirations, can make him 
wallow content in a sensual sty, then the bond shall 
fall due. The words take us back to the words of 
the Lord in the Prologue in Hea^ven, Whilst still man 
stri’ves, still mud he stray. They also point US on to 
the speech of Faust in the second part, on the 
strength of which, somewhat prematurely, Mephis- 
topheles ventures to foreclose the mortgage. Busied 
with a scheme of unselfish activity, with the draining 
of a pestilential marsh and its conversion into a 
happy and healthful dwelling-place for men, and 
earned away by hopeful anticipations of the realiza¬ 
tion of his scheme, Faust cries out:— 

To suck a moment feeling past me. 

Tarry ! Vd cry, so fair thou art! 

Yet the words have a very different meaning from 
that implied in the present passage. They are not 
the lazy sigh of contented sloth, they are the pledge 
of further effort. Mephistopheles, however, seeks to 
avail himself of the verbal resemblance to claim hi* 
victim, and Faust is forthwith seized by Death. 
Mephi.sTopheles and his devils surround the corpse 
ready to pounce upon the soul when it flutters out, 
but the angels shower upon them the roses of 
Heavenly Love, which burn them like flakes of fire 
Thus they possess themselves of the immortal part of 
Faust, which they bear aloft into the blissful region 
of further growth. 

Page 78. 

At the Doctor*s banquet Til be "with thee 

It is the cu*itom for a German student, on his 
“ promotion to the degree of Doctor, to entertaic 
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hfs profes^rrs and the more intimate of his fellow- 
dtiulent8, Goethe at one time contemplated writing 
the scene here hinted at, but did not proceed with it 

Page 86. s * 

In Spanish hoots he tightly laced. 

The “Spanish boot,” or simply the “boot,” is a 
% -ll-known instrument of torture, in which the leg 
was encased and afterwards crushed by the driving in 
' f wedges. 

Page 87. Encheiresis Naturae .— The words mean 
the manipulation, the handling of nature. 

Page 91. 

Erttis strut DeUs, scienter honum et malum, 

“Ye shall be as God, knowing good and evil” 
;Gen. iii. 5). 

Page gz. 

little tnjlammahle air^ •U'htch Vll make ready^ 

From earth "will ivaj't uSy sure and speedy. 

The injiammahle atr is hydrogen, the low specific 
gravity of which Cavendish had discovered in 1766, 
and which the brothers Montgolfier had made use of 
in their srostatic experiments from the year 1782 
Goethe followed these experiments with great in¬ 
terest. There is no anachronism in making Mephis- 
topheles avail himself in the Middle Ages of a physical 
lact not discovered by mere mortals till the end of the 
eighteenth century. In the same way Milton’s Satan 
turns his devilfsh artillery against the hosts of heaven, 
long before man had ever dug villainous saltpetre out 
of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Page 93. AuerhacJis Cellar in Eeipsic,— In Germany 
one not infrequently finds a tavern lodged in a cellar, 
presumably for the convenient proximity of the wine- 
casks. Often, as, in the Rathskeller zu Bremen^ it is 
under the Rathhaus or Town Hall. Such a tavern 
' as Auerbach’s cellar in Leipsic. It was well known 
10 Goethe, who studied in that town 1765-1768. The 
pxploit of Faust related in the Berlin edition (1590) 
of the Faust-book (see Introduction, page xl.) was, at 
unknown date, localized to Auerbach's cellar, 
^wo pictures are still shown in the tavern, one 
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representing Faust riding the cask out of the cellar, 
and the other repiesenting the merry drinking-party 
that followed his feat. 

Page 94. 

The good old Holy Roman Realm. 

TL'he Holy Roman Empire was the title borne by 
the Western Empire, as re-established by Otho in 
962. In Goethe’s time it was indeed upon its last 
legs, and finally ceased to exist with the abdication 
ol the Emperor Francis II. ol Hapsburg in 1806. 

Page 94. 

Tou hnoiv whai quality., you Sirs, 

Decides the choice^ the man prefers. 

The best man amongst the German students, an 
with oui forefathers, would be he who could drink 
his fellows under the table. 

Page 99. 

JThi; lunpi the fello’W on one Joat ^ 

The Devil has, in place of one fo(it, a horse’s bool 
(see page 117 and page 197). 

Page 99. 

^Tivcis doultless lateftom Rrppach "when you stalled 

Rippach was the last posting-station between 
Wei^senfels and Leipsic, Hans von Rippach w.i* 
used in l/cipsic to signiiy a country I)um])kii’—Squiit- 
Hodge, as we might &ay. 

Page 103. 

Ha’ll' straiyhiv.vay 
A fmtlrt h''re ^ 

This and the loilowiiuj ronjuring-trick hoth appea 
in one of the Faust-books ('see Introdnrt’on, p. x’l \ 
hut in ditfeient cbnnections, and there not Mephisto- 
pheles hut Paust plays the tiicks. 

Page loq. H^itclis Kitchen. — we take leave 

of the old Faust-Legend, and ‘«h:ill not find it again n 
this first part of Goethe’'' Faust, 

Page III. 

. . . T could hu, Id 

As jonn a thousand bridges^ Vve j. notion. 

The Devil hu-. been a great britlge-builder in hi* 
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day His masterpiece is the Devil's Bridpe over the 
Reuss in the Pass of St. Gothard, the story of which 
the reader will find in Longfellow’s Golden Legend. 

Page H2. '* 

THE BEASTS. 

We're boiling sloppy pauper~skilly, 
MEl’HlSTOl’HtXES. 

Why then^ public ts not fenv. 

Here, as frequently in this scene and in the 
Walpurgis-Night, Goethe allows himself a little 
satire, somewhat obscure .satire in truth, on con¬ 
temporary questions in matters of literature. Thus 
under cover of the term “sloppy pauper-skilly” (in 
the German, Rettelsuppen—the soup made of orts 
and given to beggars at the door of the monasteries) 
Coethe hints contempt of the popular literature of 
the day, which is thin and wants originality. 

Page 113. 

Whereto the sieve ? 

Sieve-turning, as a means of discovering thieves, 
wa? already practised amongst the Greeks. The 
sieve was held lightly between two fingers, one of 
ea^'h hand, and the names of those upon whom sus¬ 
picion re.sted were pronounced in succession. When 
the culprit’s name was spoken tlie sieve turned 
round. T.he use of the sieve for such a purpose is 
easily explained from its proper function. 

Page II6. 

Owf O1V ^ Oil'/ O’lv ' 

'[’he witch's cry of pain suggests the yelping of a dog. 

Page 117. 

Thy brace of ravens^ / do , -rvlifre is it ^ 

The Devil has inherited the two laveiis, Hugi and 
Mom ('I'hought and Memoiy'), of the Ciod Odin, 
together with various attributes of other heathen gods. 

Page I2Z. 

uind can I pleasure thee, thy ivish be spoken 
Boldly, on May^day Eve, upon the Brocken. 

I'hat is, at the jireat festival of the witches and 
devila (^aee the Walpurgis-Night, page 183, and th« 
note upon it). 
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Page 130. 

There ivas a king in Thule. 

Thule, the ultima Thule of Vergil and Tacitus, was 
for the ancients the uttermost of ill knds. It cannot 
be identified with certainty, and this very vagueness, 
together with its musical name, gives it its poetical 
value to (xoethe. 

Page 140. 

Indeed upon his score, as he died testifying, 

A heavier scot was chalked. 

Schwerdtlein frames his metaphor from the lan¬ 
guage of the pothouse, which rises most readily to 
his lips. He means of course that wretched as is his 
miserable end, it come« short of his deserts. 

Page 144. 

Sancta h implicit as ! 

Holy Simplicity ! The words are said to have been 
uttered by the martyr Huss on seeing an old goody 
bring in pious zeal her billet of wood to the pile for 
his burning. 

Page 156, 

Spirit sublime, didst freely give me all. 

All that J prayedfor. 

The “Spirit sublime” is the Earth-Sjiirit (see 
note to page 18). 

Page 161. 

I envy, when her Ups upon it are, 

The very Body of the Lord that favour. 

The Body of the Lord is the consecrated waler 
of the Eucharist (see note to page 52, The Holy Housel). 

Page 161 

Yon sweet twin-pair, that feeds amongst the roses. 

See Song of Solomon, iv. 5. Luther’s version hai 
T^es where the English Authorized Version has lilies. 

Page I'JT-. The JVLater Dolorosa, —The IVlater Dolo¬ 
rosa is the \ IIgin Mary, the Mother of Sorrows, 
The first part of Gretchen's prayer is suggested by 
the Latin hymn of Jaropone da Todi (died 1306), the 
v\ell-knnwn “ S.abat Mater.” 
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Page 174. 

Run up sheer ’walls in mad despair, 

Valentine is like a caged tiger in his fury. 

Page 175. • '* 

And -will the treasure rise into the air 
Mean’while^ ’which I see glimmering there f 

Treasures buried in the earth rise every year a little 
Clearer the surface. Over the place where they lie a 
little flame flickers. In the first Faust-book the Devil 
bids Faust dig for treasure in an old ruined chapel. 
Faust does so, and finds a “ loathly great worm lying 
on the treasure, and the treasure seemed as it were a 
light kindled." 

Page 176. 

Pll treat her to a moral son^. 

Mephistopheles’ moral song is founded upon 
Ophelia's song in Hamlet^ Act IV., Scene 5. 

Page 177. 

Damned rat-catcher, 

The allusion is to the Rat-catcher of Hamelin, 
Browning’s Ried Riper, whose music lured first the 
rats and then the children to follow after him. 

Page 177. 

handgro’ws sudden lame. 

Valentine's hand is not wounded, but paralysed by 
Mephistopheles’ magic. 

Page 181 . 

Is^t for thy mothers soul thou prayest, that 
Through thte to long, long lorment fell asleep s' 

Gretchen’s mother, like Hamlet’s father, was “ cut 
oft even in the blossoms of lier sin, unhousel'd, dis- 

pointed, unanel’d,” and must therefore sojourn long 
'M Purgatory. Similarly Hamlet stays his hand when 
1 - takes his uncle at piayer, lest he should send him 
straight to Heaven. 

Page 181. 

Dies irae, dies ilia 
Solvet saeclum in favilla 
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Day of wrath, that cread day 
Shall melt the world into ashes. 

The chant of the choir is the well-known Latin 
hymn of Thomas of Celano, whiVrh g^)es b;^ck to the 
thirteenth century. It was freely translated by Sir 
Walter Scott in the Lay of the Last Mtnstrely Canto VI 
Jiidex ergo cum sedelatj 
QuidquiJ lairi adparebity 
iVj/ tnultum remanebit, 

Wh^n tlien the Judge shall take His seat, 
Whatever is hidden shall come to light, 

Naught shall remain unavenged. 

Qiiid sum miser tunc dhturus ? 

(2^uern patronum rogaturus " 

Cum v!x Justus sit securus. 

Wietched me! what shall 1 then say? 

Upon what saint shall I call, 

When scarce the just shall be free from dread ? 

Page 183. H'ulp'urgis - Night .—Saint Walpurga, 
whose undeserved fate it was to give her name to the 
orgy of witches and devils on the Brocken, was an 
English nun who died (in 779) as abbess of a Bene¬ 
dictine convent in Bavaria. I'lie day dedicated to her 
in the Christian Calendar, the first of May, with its 
promise of returning summer, was already associated 
with various heathen celebrations, iiom which, under 
the hostile influence of Cliristianity, the tradition of 
an annual Witclies’ Sabbath on that day took form. 
The Brocken or Blocksberg, the highest point of the 
Harz Mountains, was regarded as the seat of 6ucl> a 
gathering at least as far hack as the fifteenth centuiy. 
The leading characteristic of the gathering was the 
grossest sensuality, which Goethe has certainly not 
painted with too great reticence. 

As in the Witch’s Kitchen, txoethe has often given 
an allegorical turn to the fantastic scenes ot the 
Witches’ Revel, or made it a vehicle of satire upon 
contemporary men and movements, 'rhus it is very 
probable tlia^ the climbing of the Brocktn is an 
allegory of the “ .struggle for life,” the efl'ort to get 
one’s head above water at the cost of one’s neighbours. 
It is a picture of the tumult of worldly aims, a kiiiJ 
of Vanity Fair. 
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Page 183. Schierke and Elend. —These are two 
villages on the south slope of the Brocken. 

Page 185. Fausty Mephistopheles and IViU-b^- the-’wisp 
in alternate song} —Eriintzer ass'gns verses 1 and 4 to 
Mephistopheles, verse z to Will-o’-the-wisp, verses 
3 and 5 to Faust. 

Page 186. 

In the mount hoiv Elammon glo’ws. 

Mammon is put for the gold, which is seen un¬ 
equally distributed throughout the mountain, grown 
transparent. 

Page 188. 

Old Rauho comes. 

Baubo was the nurse of the goddess Demeter, and 
sought to beguile by her unseemly antics the goddess’ 
sorrow at the loss of her daughter Persephone. Goetlie 
adopts her as emblem of tlie obscenity which was 
supposed to characterize the Witches’ Sabbaths. 

Page 189. 

To Hell xuith a wanton ! 

JVh^ so hot-footy thou ron 7 /on ? 

One witch rides heedlessly through the crowd in 
her frantic haste to behrst. Another hurls this curse 
alter her, and yet another complains that the furious 
rider has grazed her in passing—possibly with the 
prongs of the fork she was riding. 

Page 189. 

We wash and are white as white can bcy 

Yet barreny ever barren are we. 

This couplet seems to be aimed at critics, who 
tlrmselves never produce anything. 

Page 190. 

Three hundred years Pve clambered zealous y 

And yet I cannot reach the top. 

Fain would I be beside mij Jellows f 

One commentator says this witch stands for 

sell nee that is held back by the restraint of the 
ichooU.” Another says she stands for “ the Pro- 
testantii hieiarchy, that strives after an equality with 
the Catholic,” 
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Page 194. MephistopheleSf suddenly appearing very 
old. —Mephistopheles’ change of appearance, as well 
as his speech, is in mockery ^of these discarded 
notabilities. * 

Page 195. 

’Z/j Lilith, 

The legend of Lilith arose from the di crepancy 
in the two accounts of the creation of woman in Gen, 
i. 17 and Gen. ii. 18 respectively. Rabbinical tra¬ 
dition reconciled the contradiction by giving Adam 
two wives, the first Lilith, created at the same time 
as himself, the second Eve, created from himself when 
Lilith had rebelled against him, and, deserting him, 
had become a devil, 'I'he name Lilith occurs in the 
picture of desolation in Isaiah xxxiv. 14, being the 
Hebrew word which in the English Authorized 
Version is rendered by screech-owl. Rossetti has a 
sonnet on the legend which makes her ensnare youths 
with her golden hair, one thread of which is found 
after death twined about their hearts. 

Page 197. Proktophantasmist. —In the Proktophan- 
tasmist Goethe satirizes a bookseller of Berlin, Fried¬ 
rich Nicolai, an apostle ol enlightenment, a declared 
enemy of the supernatural in any form, and a would- 
be literary dictator. Goethe was nettled by the 
presumptuous arrogance with which Nicolai en¬ 
throned himself as arbiter of German literature, 
and an amusing incident delivered the prey into his 
hands. By a strange irony of fate Nicolai was 
attacked with hallucination.s, and saw phantoms of 
the living and the dead in broad daylight. It seemed 
as if the ghosts had taken up the gauntlet he had 
dung down at their feet. But the bold bookseller 
put the spooks to rout by applying leeches to that 
part of his person which convention is agreed to 
regard as peculiarly ridiculous, and his lack of 
humour wa'. such that, not content with his victory, 
he must nec>* i gazette it at full length In a Berhu 
magazine! Accordingly Goethe pilloried him in tbe 
Walpurgis-Night as Proktophantasmist (a Greek com¬ 
pound =buttoci'^-visionary"), engaged in a va%n effort 
to “ shoo ” the ghosts away. 
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Page 197. 

yls he goes round and round in his old mill. 

Nicolai^s Universal German Library is meant, foi 
forty years the ‘organ of his literary criticism. 

Page 197. 

IVe^re mighty tuise, but Tegel still is haunted. 

I'egel was a country-house near Berlin, which 
leapt into fame in 1797 as a haunted house. Nicolai 
had alluded to it sceptically in his paper on phantoms. 

Page 198. 

I tell you spirits to your face^ 

Of spirit-tyranny Vll have no trace. 

My spirit cannot exercise it. 

The poet here puns upon the various meanings of 
t!ie German word Geist. In the first line it means 
ghosts j in the second it means the intellect^ and spirit- 
tyranny accordingly has the secondary meaning of 
intellectual despotism^ in the third line it means 
mind. Nicolai’s mind cannot establish the intellectual 
despotism it aims at, and so will tolerate no tyranny of 
ipirits. 

Page 198. 

From phantoms andfrom fancy his released. 

The poet puns again on the same word—lit. He's 
u ed of ghosts and of wit. 

Page 200. The Prater, —The Prater is a well-known 
park in Vienna. 

Page 200. Servtbilis. —The word seems to be of 
lue' lie’s own coinage, used of the stage-manager or 
scene-shifter. 

Page 201. JValpurgis-Night's Dream. —^The title, and 
in some sense the subject, is suggested by Shak- 
hpeie’s Midsummer Night's Dream, but the reader must 
”ot expect to find the resemblance extend any further. 
If he is reading Faust for any purpose but that of 
the most conscientious study, he may be safely advised 
to skip it—and probably will do so even without the 
advice. The intermezzo is no integral part of the Faust 
drama, but a merely ephemeral production that owes 
itb preservation, so far at least as the general public 
h concerned, entirely to the precious medium in 
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which it is embedded. It is l:ke a fly in amber, and 
interests us only because we wonder “ how the devil 
it j^ot there.” "I'he way in which it did get theie 
was as follows. It consists of a''strifig' of epigiama 
(one might perhaps more fitly have styled it a “ wasp 
in amber ”) which were originally written for s 
magazine edited by Schiller, the Alnanack of the 
Muses. They were intended to appear in con¬ 
tinuation of a seiies written jointly by the two 
friends, and aimed at the false tendencies of the 
time, especially in art and literature. These epi¬ 
grams, to which the Greek name of “ Xenia ” oi 
gifts of hospitality had been given, are themselves 
introduced in the mtermexzo as a swarm of stinging 
insects. Schiller, however, anxious not to rekindle 
the strife, withheld the later series with Goethe’* 
approval 'I'he latter afterwaids incieased the number, 
and, regrettably enough, incorporated them with, or 
rather interpolated them into the Paiust. 'I'heir 
meaning is often not clear; a brief explanation wiil 
be found when it is needed. 

Page 201. Mteding .—Mieding was stage-manager 
of the theatre at Weimar. 

Page 202. Spirit in process fformat on .— Apparently 
aimed at clumsy poetry, in which the most in¬ 
compatible elements are brought together (cf. the 
opening passage of Horace’s Ars Poetica). 

Page 202. A httle couple .— Mawkishly sentimental, 
meaningless songs, in which wiiter and composer 
alike fail to rise, except by an occasional leap, above 
the level of the earth. 

Page 203. Inquisitive Traveller .— This is Nicolai 
again, with allusion to his iJesenpiion op a Journey 
through Germany and Switzerland, in twelve volume'*. 

Page 203. Orthodox. —Fr. von Stolberg, who had 
attacked Schiller’s Gods oj Greece., maintaining 
with the Fathers of the Church that these were only 
devils in disguise. 

Page 204. IVeatkercock. —Supposed to represent the 
brothers Stolberg, who from the undue licence of 
their youth became unco guid in their old age. 

Page 204. Xc la .—See note to page 201, Walpurgiy 
Aight's Dream. 
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Page 104, Hennings, —The editor of the Genius of the 
Ttme^, who had attacked the Xenia in his magazine. In 
I-798 and 1790 he issued a poetical supplement to his 
magazine eutitWd Ji^uuigetes^ the leader of the Muses. 
The Genius of the Times became extinct in 1803, 
hence the prefix ci-devant in the last epigram but one. 

Page 205. Inquisitive Traveller .— Nicolai scented 
Jesuitry all over, and amongst others accused of it 
Lavater, the crane of the following e})igratm. 

Pa^e 205. Child of the World. —So Goethe styles 
himself in an occasional poem. 

Page 205. Dancersy Ballet-master and Fiddler .— 
dhtse all speak of the new bard, the repiesenurives 
oi \aiious philosophical schools. The philosophers 
follow the bag-pipes as tlie brutes followed the lyre 

Orpheus, doubtless with a sly allusion to “ wind- 
baj’s " 

Page 206 Idealist .— The Idealists hold with Fichte 
that the whole visible world is a creation of the ego^ 
an I ilea. 

P..ge 206. 

SCEPTIC. 

They think them near the treasure, nvhen 
They track thefameletflitting. 

The scepric sarcastically applies to the super- 
naturalist, who concludes from too slender evidence to 
tf “ existence of spirits, the superstjtion concernitig 
hidden treasure (see note to page 175) 

Page 207. Skilful Trimmers, et seq — The remain¬ 
ing epigrams deal with political and social matters. 

Skilful Trimmers are those who, when' the 
World is turned topsy-turvy (by the Revolution), 
^lemselves turn with it to maintain their places. 
1 iiey are the “ Vicars of Bray.” The helpless ones 
are tliose that lack the wit to do this. The Will-o*-the- 
visps are the farvrnus, the Shooting-stars the fallen 
great ones. T'he Heavy-weights are the advocates of 
violent measures, the root-and-branch ” politicians. 

I’age 2 o8. 

And all IS dissipat'-d. 

The magic pageant melts into thin air with the 
liisi ray oi dawn, as ghosts fiee to their limbo at cock¬ 
crow. 
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Page 211. 

Lead het/^orth •with theJiand of man. 

The conception clearly is that the devil is restrained 
by a higher hand from inflicting* direct h^^rm upon 
man or interfering with the course of human justice, 
and this is carried out consistently. He can only act 
upon man by temptation, and thus make one man the 
instrument by which he executes his designs upon 
another. Thus over Margaret, innocent, he has no 
power—he must lead her astray through the agency 
of Faust. It is not his sword that pieices Valentine, 
but the sword of Faust, at his prompting. Even 
the topers who are singed with purgatorial fire give 
themselves into his hands by *their drunkenness.. 
And so, though he can smooth Faust’s way to the 
dungeon, Faust himself must be the actual agent by 
whom Margaret is set free. 

I’agezii. Lie Raven-stone .— The round platform 
of masonry on whicli the execution takes place. The 
grim suggestiveness of the title needs no elucidation. 

Page 212. 

Afy mother, the ivanton^ 

She did me to death. 

Gretchen’s song is from a Low German legend that 
will be familiar to all readers of Grimm's fatty 
Tales. It haunts her distracted sense because she, 
like the cruel stepmother, had slain her child. 

Page 220. 

The "luand is snapped. 

After leading the sentence of death, the judge stiapt> 
a white wand in twain, an emblem of the death of 
the criminal. 

Page 2 22. Hither to me ! — For the ultimate of 
Faust see note to page 78. 
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GOETHE’S FAUST 
Second Part of the Tragedy 


ACT I 

A PLEASANT LANDSCAPE 

^Fau^st heddeJ oh flowery turj, weary, 
resiles <!, seeking sleep. 

Twilight. 

[^Spirit-ring in hovering motion. 
Graceful, tiny forms, 

ARIEL. 

accompanied with JEoUan harps 

When the springtide shower of blossom 
Flutters down aJJ men upon; 

When on mortals from earth’s bosom 
Smiles the fields’ gieen benison ; 

Elves great-soulcd though small of stature 
Haste to help where help they can. 

Good or evil be his nature 
Pity they the luckless man. 

Ye round this head in airy wheel that hover, 

In noble elfm-guise yourselves discover. 

Soothe ye the bosom’s unrelenting strife. 
Withdraw the bitter darts of self-upbraiding, 
Purge ye his soul from horror of past life. 
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Four watches night hath—ere her fading 
Pause not—let each with kindly deeds be rife. 
And first, lay ye his head on the cool pillow. 
Bathe him in dew from Lethe’s \Vatera drawn. 
Soon will the cramp-racked limbs be lithe as 
willow. 

If new-refreshed he sleep to meet the dawn. 
Fulfil the fairest elfin-rite, 

Give him again to the holy light, 

CHORUS. . 

hy tnvos and many togethir 
alternately and collectively, 

( Serenade .) 

When soft breezes swell, and vagrant 
Haunt the green-embosomed lawn,— 
Twilight sheds its spices fragrant. 

Sinks its mists like curtains drawn, 

Breathes sweet peace, his heart compose* 
Like a child’s that rests from play. 

On his eyes so weary, closes 
Soft the portals of the day. 

( Notturno .) 

Now the Night more deeply darkles, 

Linketh holy star to star. 

Mighty torches, tiny sparkles. 

Glimmer near and gleam afar. 

Glassed within the lake they glimmer. 

Gleam in Night’s unclouded round ; 

Throned aloft the moon’s full shimmer 
Seals the blioS of peace profound. 
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( Mattutmo .) 

Now the hours are spent and over, 

Weal and woe are swept away. 

Dream of hfealtn I Thou wilt recover I 
Trust the gleam of new-born day I 
Vales grow green, and swell like pillows 
Hills to shady rest that woo, 

And in swaying silver billows 
Waves the corn the harvest to. 

{Ren)eiL ) 

Wish on wish vjouldst compass crowded. 

Lift thine eyes to yon bright steep. 

Only softly art thou shrouded, 

Cast away the shell of sleep ! 

Falter not! Thine heart embolden 
When the throng faint-hearted flees. 

Naught is from the brave withhoJden 
Who is wise and sWift to seize. 

\_A tremendous tumult heralds the 
approach of the sun. 

ARIEL. 

Lark ! The Hours in storm are winging. 

And, to spirit ears loud-ringing, 

Now the new-born day is springing. 

Rocky portals clang asunder, 

Plioebus* wheels roll forth in thunder. 

What a tumult brings the light! 

Loud the trump of dawn hath sounded. 

Eye is dazzled, ear astounded. 

The Unheard no ear may smite. 

Slip ye to your silent palace. 

Deep within the floweret's chaLce, 

In the cliffs and 'neath the leaf i 
If it reach you, ye are deaf! 
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rlife’s pulses ncwly-quickcned now awaken. 

Softly to greet the ethereal tw.’light leaping ; 

Thou Earth tliiough this night too hast stood 
unshaken, 

And at niy foet fresh breathest from thy slcejiing. 

Thou girdest me about with gladness, priming 

My soul to stern resolve and strenuous kee])ing, 

Onward to strive, to lilglicst life still climbing.— 

Unfolded lies the world in twilight-shimmer; 

With thousand-throated song the woods an' 
chiming ; 

The dales, wherethrough the mist-wreaths wind, 
lie dimmer, 

Vet heavenly radiance plumbs the deeps un¬ 
numbered. 

And bough and twig, new-quickened, bud and 
glimmer 

Forth from the fragrant depths where sunk they 
slumbered, 

Whilst hue on hue against the gloom still 
heightens, 


Where bloom and blade with 
arc cumbered. 


quiveiing pearls 


A veiy Paradise about me lightens! 


Look up !—The giant peaks that lisc supernal 
Herald the solemn hour ; foi them first brightens 
The early radiance of the light eternal. 

Upon us valley-dwellers later showeicd. 

Now are the green-sunk, Alpine meadows vernal 
Witli radiant a new and new distinctness dowered, 
And stepwise downward Jiath the splendour 
thriven. 
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He sallies forth, and 1 mine overpowered 
And aching eyes to turn away am driven. 

Thus when a yearning hope, from fear and 
wonder 

vJ]> to the highest wish in trust hath striven, 

'file portals of fulfilment yawn asunder. 

Then bursts from yonder depths whose days 
ne^er dwindle 

Ih-.ccss of ihiine—we stand as rmit with thunder, 
hdie torch of life *it was we sought to kindle, 

A sea of fire, and what a fire !—hath penned us. 
is't Love? Is’t Hate? that yonder glowing 
spindle 

In bliss and bale alternating tremendous 
About us twines, till we the dazed beholders 
To veil our gaze in Earth’s fresh mantle wend 
us. 


Nay then, the sun shall bide behind my 
shoulders I 

The cataract, that through the gorge doth thunder 
T’Jl watch with growing rapture, ’mid the boulders 
Fiom plunge to j>lunge down-rolling, rent 
asunder 

In thousand thousand streamsj, aloft that shower 
Foam upon hissing foam, the depths from under. 
Yet blossoms from this storm a radiant flower; 
The painted rainbow bends its changeful being. 
Now lost in air, now limned with clearest power, 
viliedding this fragrant coolness round us fleeing. 
Its rays an image of man’s efforts render; 

Think, and more cleaily wilt thou grasp it, seeing 
Life in the many-hued, reflected splendour. 
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IMPERIAL PALACE 
The Throne-R90M 
Privy Council, anvciiiinyr the Pmperor, 
Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter CtiURT Retainers of all hinds, splendidly 
clad. The Emperor takes his seat on the 
throne ; the Astrologfr on his right hand. 


Greeting, my Trusty, Well-beloved, 

Gathered from near and far! Now marry. 

The Wise Man at my side doth tarry. 

But whither is the Fool removed ? 

SQUIRE. 

Behind thy mantle’s tram—no rare case— 

He fell of a heap upon the staircase. 

The load of fat they bore away, 

Or dead, or drunk, can no man say. 

SECOND SQUIRE. 

And in his place another straightway 
Thrust him, or ere to give his mate way 
' The throng had parted, clad with art 
So quaint, though rich, that all men start. 

The guards their halberds in the gateway 
Crosswise to bar his entrance hold, 

Yet there he comes, the Fool so bold ! 

MEPH ISTOP H ELES, 

\fneeling at the throne. 
W^hat is accursed, yet welcome ever r 
What sought, ye ever chased away ? 
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What is aye taken into favour ? 

What chidden and condemned for aye ? 
What must thou„to thine aid not summon ? 
What name rings sweet to every man ? 
What nears thy throne with happy omen? 
What from thy throne itself doth ban ? 


S])are at this time with words to fiddle ! 
iiere is no place to rhyme and riddle. 

These gentlemen with such affairs 
Concern them. Pray resolve me theirs 1 
rd hear it gladly 1 Mine old Fool, 1 fear me. 
Is far afield. Have thou his place ! Come 
near me 1 


MEPHISTOPHtLLS 

up and lakes his stand on the 
left of the throne. 

CONFUSED MURMURS OF THE THRONG. 

A new Fool conies—New })ains begin— 
Whence comes he heie—How came he in— 
The old Fool tripped—Into the grave— 

He was a tub—This is a stave— 


Well then, ye Trusty, Well-beloved, 
Welcome from near and far ! Ye cannot 
Assemble ^neath a fairer planet. 

Yonder oVrhead our counsels are approved, 
And luck and welfare writ. Yet whercfore> 
Now, when our cares we nothing care for, 
But masks and mummery prepare for. 
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And think on naught but merry-making, 
Wherefore torment ourselves with counsel- 
taking r ' « 

Yet since ye deem the task we may not shun, 
What is done shall not be undone. 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR. 

The loftiest virtue, like an aureole, 

Circles the Emperor’s head. This virtue sole 
With valid force he exercises. 

Justice it is !—What every mqrtal prizes, 

What all demand, all wish, and may not want it, 
With him it rests unto his folk to grant it. 

Yet ah 1 what profitcth man’s mind good sense, 
Good-will his hand, his heart benevolence, 
When through the State a fever runs and revels, 
And evil hatches out its brood of evils ? 

Who from this eminence the realm o’ereyes. 
Him seems a nightmare, where, in grisly wise, 
Its court Misshape ’mid things misshapen holdeth, 
Unlaw in forms ot Law its violence mouldeth, 
And a whole wmrld of Error still unfoldeth. 

This man steals herds, a woman that, 

And cross and candlestick and chalice 
The altar from, and vaunts his malice 
For years, whole-skinned, inviolate. 

The courts are crowded late and early. 

The judge sits high in cushioned state. 

The while the frenzied hurly-burly 
Of Riot rages, waxing great. 

Who hath most mates in crime, unwroken 
In crime may steep him to the hilt, 

And Guilty ! is the verdict spoken 
O’er Innocence at bay, by Guilt. 
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Thus crumbles all the world asunder, 

All reverence tread they in the dust. 

How should the feeling grow, I wonder. 

Alone that leads us to the Just? 

'Fhc well-intentioned man at length 
Yields to the flatterer, the briber; 

Fhe judge turns felon, when his strength 
To wield the rod is cut i* the fibre. 

Tve painted black, but fain would drape 
The picture in a thicker crape. 

\_Pause, 

\Vc’ needs must seek some wholesome measure. 
When all are wronged and wrong at pleasure 
Falls Majesty itself a prey. 

COMMANDER OK THK FORCES, 

In these wild times how fierce all rages f 
Each slays and is slain for his wages, 
x\nd deaf to the command are they. 

The Ritter in his rocky eyrie. 

The Burgher in his ramparts’ bound 
Have sworn together to outweary 
Our forces, and they stand their ground. 

The mercenary, restive growing, 

Doth turbulently clamour for his pay. 

And would, to him were naught more owing, 
Fairly and frankly run away. 

Whoso forbids—what all delighted 
Would see—hath stirred a hornets’ nest. 

The I'hiipirc they to shield are plighted 
'Neath their own hands lies sacked and waste. 
We let their frenzy raging riot. 

Now half the world to wrack doth turn. 
Without are kings still ; they in quiet 
Look on and think it none of their concern. 
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LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

Who in allies can have affiance ? 

On promised subsidies reliance ? 

Like pipe-borne water fails thfc flow! . 

And Sire, I fain would have resolved 
On whom the lordship hath devolved 
In thy wide states, for wheresoe’er we go 
A new lord lords it, nor will homage tender. 
Needs must we idly watch him play the king ' 
We of so many rights have made surrender. 
Ourselves no more have right to anything. 

On parties too there’s no reliance. 

However they are called, of late. 

Whether they praise or breathe defiance. 
Indifferent grown are love and hate. 

For now to rest them from their labour 
Lie hidden GhibelJine and Guelph. 

And what man now will help his neighbour ? 
Each has enough to help himself. 

Nailed up with boards are now Gold’s portals, 
And scratch and scrape and hoard all mortals. 
The while our coffers empty gape. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

What mischief 1 as well must suffer, 

And every day my task grows tougher ! 

We use more daily, yet to scrape 
And spare each day our brains we rack, 

True, on the kitchen rests a benison, 

For wild-swine, stags and hares and venison. 
Pheasant and poultry, goose and duckling, 

Our greedy lauier still are suckling. 

What’s paid in kind still hangs not back. 

Yet in the end the wine doth lack. 
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Vineyard and vintage once o' the best were 
nuzzling, 

Cask upon cask, in number puzzling, 

Our cellars in* With endless guzzling 
Our noble lords have fairly drained them dry. 
The City Council too must broach its liquor. 
They drink from bowl, they drink from beaker, 
And 'neath the board the feast doth lie. 

Now I must pay what each disburses! 

The Jew will show his tender mercies, 

So pawned beforehand the State-Purse is, 

And each year eat! we next year's pie ; 

And pawned the pillow on the bed is, 

The swine can’t fatten, nay, the bread is 
Once eat already ere it see the board. 

EMPEROR, 

\jifter some rejlection^ to Mephistopheles, 
Say, Fool, canst not thou too some ill record ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Marry, not I ! To look upon this splendour ! 
What could such sight but confidence engender, 
Where Majesty bears undisputed sway, 

Where ready might sweeps hostile arms away, 
And where Good-will, by Reason nerved, doth 
stand 

With manifold activity at hand ? 

What could unite for mischief in sucli muster? 
For darkness what, where stars so radiant 
cluster ? 


CONFUSED MURMURS. 

That is a rogue—That knows his cue— 
And lies himself—Well into view— 
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Full well I know—What lurks behind— 
What pray ?—HeMl moot some Scheme, 
you’ll find— 

I 

f> 

MEPHISTOPHELF.S. 

Where doth not something lack, on this wide 
earth ? 

Here this, here that, of money here is dearth. 

True, you can’t pick it from the iloor at pleasure, 

And yet can wisdom reach the deepest treasure. 

In mountain-vein, in walled foundation, 

Coined and uncoined hath gold its habitation. 

And should you ask who’ll bring the same to 
light: 

The gifted man, with Mind’s and Nature’s 
might. 


LORD HIGH CHANXELLOR. 

Nature and Mind ! To Christian ears such 
treason ! 

Why atheists for no better reason 

Are burned. Such talk is highly perilous. 

Nature is Sin and Mind is Devil ! 

They nurse between them Doubt, their evil- 
Favoured bastard. Tell not us ! 

Two stocks produced, to be its glory. 

The Emperor’s ancient Territory. 

They buttress worthily his throne: 

1 he Saints and Kniglits ! They bear the burden 
Of every storm, and for their guerdon 
Take Church and State to be their own. 

The rabble-will of doting dizzards 
They set them stoutly to withstand. 

The heretics, I mean, the wizards ! 

’Tis they that i lin town and land. 
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These wilt thou now with shameless juggle 
Into these lofty circles smuggle. 

To hearts corrupt in trust ye snuggle 
That with the F(5ol are glove to hand, 

MEPHISTOPHELF-S. 

Thereby the learned Sir I recognise! 

What ye not handle, miles far from ye lies ; 
What ye not grasp, that fails you through and 
through ; 

What ye not reckon, think ye, is not true ; 
What ye not weigh, it hath no weight, say ye ; 
What ye not coin, it hath no currency. 

EMPEROR. 

Thereby to ease our needs dost naught determine. 
What wilt at this time with thy Lenten sermon ? 
I’m weary of this endless ho^jo and if \ 

Money we want—get money, Gad’s my life ! 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

I’ll get you all you wish and more. ’Tis true 
The task is light—yet light is heavy too. 
xt lies already there—but how to reach it ^ 

Aye, there’s the art—but where’s the man to 
teach it ? 

Bethink tliee how, in yonder panic-stricken 
Times, when o’er land and folk alike did thicken 
The whelming human floods, his dearest treasure 
To hide, spite of his fear, this man found leisure 
And that, or here or there ; thus ’neath the sway 
Of mighty Rome, and thus till yesterday, 

Aye, till to-day it was. This all lies buried 
Beneath the soil—the Emperor’s soil — and 
quarried 

The Emperor’s ’twill be. 
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lord high treasurer. 

The Fool hath wit 1 

Such is indeed the ancient En]peror*s right. 

#1 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR. 

’Tis Satan lays for you his golden springes; 

All right and pious laws the scheme infringes. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

So he bring welcome gifts to Court, no tittle 
Care I, e'en though I be i' the wrong a little. 

COMMANDER OF THE FORCES. 

The Fool hath wit—bids all unto the feast; 
Whence it may come, the Soldier troubles least. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And if belike ye think I seek to cozen, 

Let the Astrologer be umpire chosen. 

Zone upon zone, each Hour and House he 
knows. 

Come tell us now what aspect Heaven shows 1 

CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Two rogues they are—They'Ve hand and 
glove— 

Fantastico and Fool—They move 
Beside the Throne—The song is stale— 
The Fool doth prompt—The Wise M an 's 
tale— 


ASTROLOGER 

\jpeaks, Mephistopheks prompts* 

The Sun himself is purest Gold indeed; 

The Herald Mt* cury serves for love and meed ; 
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Dame Venus hath bewitched you all, for she 
Morning and eve looks on you lovingly; 

Chaste Luna hath her lunes most whimsical; 
Mars, though, he fcmite not, threatens you withal; 
And Jupiter hath still the fairest gleam ; 

Saturn is great, yet far, and small doth seem ; 
As metal him we lightly venerate, 

Of trifling worth, yet heavy is his weight. 

Is Sol with Luna in conjunction twirled, 

Silver with Gold, then is it merry world. 

All else is lightly won : fair garden-closes, 
Palaces, dainty breasts, and cheeks like roses. 
These will procure the deeply learned man. 
Who can do that which none amongst us can. 


I hear his every word twice o’er. 

Yet doth it not convince me more. 

CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Some trick I smoke—A threshed-out joke- 
Calendary, Alchymistry— 

Time and again—I’ve hoped in vain— 

And should he come—’Twill prove a hum- 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

They stand about and gape in wonder. 

Trust not the treasure-trove I’ve found ; 

But some of magic mandrakes maunder. 

Some maunder of the Swarthy Hound. 

What though the one sets all the prickles 
Of his keen wit on end, and one 
Cries sorcery, his sole still haply tickles, 
Stumbles his foot where is no stone. 
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All feel the secret operation 
Of Nature’s never-failing sway. 

And from Earth’s nethermost foundation 
A living trail worms up its waj^. • 

AVhen every member jerks and twitches. 

When runs a thrill all down your spine. 

Then fall to work to dig and mine. 

There lies the fiddler, there the riches! 

CONFUSED MURMURS 

My feet arc turned to lead throughout— 
T’ve cramp i’ the arm—but that is gout— 
How my great toe doth twitch and tweak— 
And all my back is but one ache— 

Bv all these tokens lies around 
The very richest treasure-ground. 


Come ! thou shall make me no denial. 

Thy froth of lies put to the trial; 

Show us forthwith these spaces ample ! 
Sceptre and sword, to set example 
I’ll doff, and an thou lie not, lend 
Mine own high hands the work to end. 
Thee, if thou lie, to Hell I’Jl send ! 

MEPHISTOPM i' LES. 

I’d find my way there unassisted, marry ! — 
Yet to proclaim I cannot weary 
AVhat ownerless lies waiting everywhere. 
The hind through earth that drives the share 
Turns with the clod a crock of gold up. 
From the clay wall he seeks saltpetre, and 
All fearful glad, he findeth rolled up 
Gold upon golJ, within his needy hand. 
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What vaults to burst! Into what courses, 

What rifts and shafts, what hidden sources 
His way the treasure-seeker forces, 

The confines of th^ nether-world ! 

in cellars roomy, sealed, the delver 

Sees golden goblet, platter, salver, 

ill gleaming row on row unfurled. 

i’here beakers wrought from rubies twinkle; 

.“^nd would he use them, here’s a wrinkle— 

A world-old liquor stands in sight. 

will ye trust me ? long since rotten 
Tile staves are, yet the wine hath gotten 
A cask of crust all staunch and tight. 

Such noble wines enshroud their essence, 

Not gold and gems their iridescence 
Alone, in horror and in gloom. 

Boldly the wise these secrets rifle. 

What, know by daylight! That’s a trifle! 
in blackest night are mysteries at home. 

EMPtROR. 

Them leave I thee! If aught hath worth, 
beshrew me 

It must unto the light! What boots the gloomy ? 
Who rightly knows the rogue by night-time, 
pray, ^ 

Whenas all cows are black, all cats are gray ? 
The crocks hereunder with their golden freight, 
Drive thou the ploughshare, and unearth them 
straight. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Take spade and mattock, dig and burrow 
Thyself! The peasant-toil, O King, 

Will make thee great, and from the furrow 
A. herd of golden calves will spring. 
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Then may St adorn with joy ecstatic 
Thyself, thy love, shun no extravagance ; 
Jewels that flash with myriad hues prismatic 
Beauty and Majesty alike enhance. 


Forthwith! Forthwith! Come, put me off no 
longer! 

ASTROLOGF-.R (as alfove). 

Sire, pray you moderate this instant hunger ! 
First let slip by the motley nierry games ; 

We may not reach the goal with scattered aims. 
By self-command we first must school our spirit; 
The Under by the Over must wc merit ; 

Who sceketh Good must fiist be good. 

Who would have joy, first let him calm hi> 
blood; 

Who wine, ripe grapes mus( press, when the 
nights lengthen ; 

Who hopes for miracles, his faith must strengthen 

I.MPFROR. 

Well then, wc^ll waste the hours with 
merriment, 

Yet wished-for come Ash-Wednesday and Lent. 
Meanwhile we’ll keep, whatever may befall, 

But the more merrily our mad Carnival. 

I'uckets . Exm nt. 

MEPHISTOP 4ELES. 

How Fort-ine linked is with Merit 
To their fools’ wits doth ne’er occur. 

Had they the Philosopher’s Stone, I swear it, 
The Stone had no Philosopher. 
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Spacious Hall, 

\jtJinth side~chamlers, adorned and ar¬ 
ranged Jot the Masquerade. 


Expect not, as in German revels, 

Dances of Death, of Fools, of Devils ; 

A lightsome feast you’ll have anon. 

Rome ward our Lord his way did measure. 
Himself to profit, you to pleasure. 

Climbed the high Alps that breast the azure, 
And thus a lightsome realm he won. 

He begged him on his progress Romewards 
At holy soles the right to reign. 

Wiien for himself the Crown he carried 
homewards, 

For us he brought the Fool’s Cap with him then. 
Now are we all new-born and jolly ! 

Now every worldly-prudent man 

Snugly o’er head and ears doth draw it wholly ; 

It likens him to madbrained Folly— 

"Neath it he hath such wisdom as he can. 

Lo now ! Their ranks they marshal yonder. 
Pair them in love or sway asunder ; 

Rand links to band i’ the vestibule. 

Come forth, let shame not stay your coming ! 
The World, this Realm of mad Misrule, 

With all its mockeries and mumming, 
is still the one great motley Fool. 

FLOWER GIRLS. 

accompanied fwiih Mandolines 

We, to win your commendation 
Decked to-night in seemly sort, 
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Maids of Florence, left our nation 
With the brilliant German court. 

In our auburn tresses cluster , 

Blossoms bright of many a hue. 

Floss of silk doth lend its lustre. 
Threads of silk are woven through. 

Great the service that we render. 

So we deem, and bright our cheer. 
W^rought with art in fadeless splendour 
Bloom our blossoms all the year. 

Many a tinted shred and snippet 
In due symmetry is set. 

Piece by piece though ye mav quip it, 
Goth the whole delight ye yet. 

Fair are wc in form and feature. 
Flower-maids, coquets beside, 

For who knows not woman’s nature 
Is with art so near allied ? 

HERALD. 

Show your basket, each fair maiden. 
Brimming with its gorgeous treasure, 
Wherewith head and arm are laden. 
Each shall choose what gives him pleasur 
Haste ! In many a leafy alley 
Straightway be revealed a garden ! 

Well the throng may round them rally, 
Fair the peddlers, fair their burden. 

FLOWER-GIRLS. 

Buy, come buy, where joy is regnant. 
But no chaffering, we crave ! 
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Pithy words with meaning pregnant, 
Teach to each what he may have. 

OHVE-Bt>AKCH LADEN WITH FRUIT. 

I 

1 not envy any blossom, 

Open not to strife my bosom, 

Strife is to my nature strange. 

Am I not of lands the marrow, 

Amulet ’gainst spear and arrow, 

Badge of Peace where’er you range? 
And this day I hope discreetly 
Some fair head fo garland meetly. 

WREATH or CORN-EARS(gOLDEn). 

Gifts of Ceres to attire ye 
Seemly will they be and rare. 

What for usage most desire ye 

Be as your adornment fair! * 

FANCY WREATH. 

Bright-hued blossoms like to mallows, 
Wrought from moss, a magic-bloon» I 
Nature doth not frame their fellows; 
Ftishion reigneth in her room. 

FANCY NOSEGAY. 

Me to call by name would never 
Theophrastus’ self endeavour, 

Yet, e’en if not all and any, 

Stih I hope I may please many, 

Who would find me match her giaces, 
Should she weave me in her tresses, 
Should she deign, O happy blossom 1 — 
K’en to lay me in her bosom. 
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CHALLENGE. 

Spoken by one of the maidens who 
hides a hunch , of Jlonvers hehina 
her hack. 

Let bright fancies, mocking reason. 

For the fashion of a season 
lilossom whimsically moulded, 

Such as Nature ne’er unfolded ; 

Stems of green, gold bells a-cluster. 

Gleam amid the lock’s rich lustre, 

But we 

Here the speaker sho^s the htddei 
Jlonvers^ 'which prove to be 

ROSEBUDS, 
seek a shy retreat. 

Blest who finds us fresh and sweet! 

\^hen her banner Summer raises. 

Rosebud into blossom blazes, 

What a bliss each heart surcharges! 
Budding promise, blooming largesse, 
Sovereign in Flora’s realm, 

Sight and sense and soul o’erwhelm. 

[Thejlo'wrr-maidens daintily set out then 
'zvare in alleys of green foliage. 

GARDENERS. 

accompanied hy Theorbos 

Lo ! your brows with charms embellish, 
Sweetest flow’rets soft-unclosing. 

Fruit th'^t knows not how to cozen 
Ye may taste and tasting relish. 

1 The stage-directions are here supplied by th« 
translator. 
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Proffer faces brown and swarthy, 

Berries, cherries, plums and peaches. 

Buy, for torque, for palate teaches 
Eyes are^ judges all unworthy. 

Come, the ripest fruit that grows is 
Here with relish to be eaten. 

Let the poets rhyme of roses. 

But the apple must be bitten ! 

Pray you now, vouchsafe that fellow's 
To your rich, young bloom wc be. 

Wealth of ware that Autumn mellows 
Wc will heap in company. 

Then in arbours arching over. 

Decked with garlands gay to boot. 

All at once ye may discover 
Bud and blossom, leaf and fruit. 

\JVith alternate song, accotnpanieJ by 
Guitars and Theorbos, both 
Choruses continue to set out their 
^mres slepnvise from belo'Lu up- 
'wards, and to offer them to the 
spectators. 

Mother and Daughter. 


Lassie, when thou saw^’st the light. 
Straight my little chitty 
In a little cap I dight, 

Thought thee, oh, so jiretty! 
Thought the lovers came to W'oo, 
Thought 1 saw thee wedded to 
The richest in the city. 
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Lack-a-day, the years have fled 
In a train unbroken! 

Oallant wooers past us sp^d, 

Never a one hath spoken ! 

Yet with this didst dance and chat. 

With thine elbow unto that 
Gav^st a silent token. 

All our feasts in vain were held, 

Never could we snatch one. 

Forfeits, tetvsey, nauoht availed, 

Though they often match' one. 

This day are the fools let loose; 
Sweetheart, 0 })C thy lap, who knows! 
Haply wilt thou catch one ! 

girl-playmatfs 

and fair^ join her, A conJiden~ 
iial chatter is heard, 

FISH^RS AND FOWLERS 
]^^iuith nets^Jishtng-rods^ limedtnvigs^ and 
other gear, enter and mingle nvith 
the pretty girls. Reciprocal 
attempts to ^vin, to catch, to evade, 
and to hold fast, give occasion to 
the most agreeable dialogues, 

WOODCUTTERS 

[jnter boisterously and uncouthly^ 
Room ! Make a clearing I 
Room, and be limber, 

Foi we fell timber ! 

Crashing it tumbles, 

And jolts and rumbles 
The load weVe bearing. 
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Due honour grudge not. 

But pray divine, folk. 

Did rough folk, drudge not 
All'round about them. 

How would the fine folk 
Make shift without them. 

For all their fretting^ 

This mark ye ever, 

For ye would shiver 
But for our sweating. 

kULClNELLI. 

r LTjigii(Tiiy^ almost imbecile^ 
The foolish ye are, 

Botn stooping. W^c are 
The ahrewd, the clever, 

That bare naught ever. 

For cap and jacket 
We count no jjacket ; 

We hear them lightly, 

And snug and sjjrightiy. 

All labour loathing. 

Our slippered sloth in. 

Through throng and market 
gady s]iark it. 

There stand we gaping. 

Gibing and japing. 

And thus we justle 
Th rough crowd and bustle. 

Eel-like ue slip through. 

Together trip through. 

Riot together. 

Nor do we—whether 
Ye praise or bJame us—- 
Or pride or shame us. 
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PARASITES. 

lickerish)^ 

Of vou, stout heareif, 

/ 7 ^ I 

And your toil’s sharei.'.^ 

The chavcoal-hurners. 

We arc not sparners. 
l*'or all our bowing. 
Assenting faces. 

And fulsome phrases, 

Our double-blowing 
That warms or chiHcth 
As one man fcelcth. 

What could it profit ? 

For were fire sent us 
From Ffeaven portentous. 
What had we of it. 

Were tltere no iire-wooJ, 
Nor charcoal-lading. 

That swift inspire would 
d'hc embers fading ? 

What roavSting, frizzling, 
What boding, sizzlingf 
Your dainty-jneker 
The plattci-iicker, 

Scents roast, is able 
At fish to guess too. 

Tt whets his z,cst to 
Flis patron’s table. 

TOPER, rtiaurilin. 

With my humour nothing quarrels 
On this day, I feel so free ; 

Jollity aLi lusty carols 
I myself have brought with me. 
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So my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Clink your glasses ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Thou behind there, pray come on ! 
Clink yo\ir glasses, and so ’tis done! 

Shrieked my loving spouse indignant. 
At my motley coat did mock. 

Railed—for all my airs—malignant, 
Out upon thee, mumming-stock ! 

Yet my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Clink your glasses ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Mumming-stocks, clink every one! 
When it tinkles, all is done. 

Never say ; This toper lost is ! 
Snugly here in port I’m laid. 

Will the host not trust, the hostess 
Will, and will not she, the maid. 

Still my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Up, ye comrades ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Each to each, and on and on. 

Nay, I fancy, now ’tis done! 

Naught I reck, but take my pleasure, 
Where and how it comes to hand. 
Let me lie here at my leisure. 

For I can no longer stand. 

CHORUS. 

Brothers all, your clay besprinkle ! 
Toasting gaily, tinkle, tinkle ! 

Bench and board sit tightly on ! 
Under the table, nay, he’s done ! 
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THE HERALD 

^announces divers poets. Poets 0 / 

• Nature, Courih and NnigMy 
Minstrels, Seniimenialists and P'n- 
thusiasis. In the throng of rivals 
of all sorts, no one allovos another 
to come to speech. One slinks past 
nvith a fevj vuords, 

SATIRICAL POET. 

«l 

Know ye far and away what 
Me, poet, were most dear to ? 

Could 1 but sing, and say what 
No mortal would lend ear to. 

\frhe Nocturnal and Charnel-house 
Poets beg to he excused, inasmuch 
as they happen at this very momeni 
to be engaged in a most interesting 
conversation ‘with a freshly-arisen 
vampire, ‘wherefrom haply a ne‘w 
genre of poetry may be evolved.; 
the Herald has no choice hut to 
accept the excuse as valid, and 
meanvohile calls forth Grecian 
Mythology, ‘which even in a modern 
mask loses neither its individual 
character nor its charm. 

The Graces. 

AGLAIA. 

Grace we bring *^0 grace your living — 

Give with grace if ye be giving. 
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HKGEMONE. 

Take with grace if ye be taking* 
Charming is to g'ft what’s lacking* 

EUI’HROSYNE. 

And in Life’s calm narrows ranking;, 
I’hank with grace if ye be thanking- 


.The Fates. 

ATROPOS. 

Eldest of the Fates, from Yonder, 

I this time to spin am bidden. 

Much to think on, much to ponder, 

In Life’s thin-spun thread lies hidden. 

Supple that it be and tender 
Have T winnowed flax the finest, 
liven thread and smooth and slender, 
Nimble finger, see thou twinest. 

Would ye in the dance’s pleasure 
All too wanton trip and tap it, 

Tliink ye on this thread’s scant measure 
Have a care, else might ye snap it! 


Unto me of late the trenchant 
Shears entrusted are to ply, 

For the conduct of our Ancient 
Did not greatly edify. , 
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Yarn most worthless span she ever 
Long drawn out in light and air, 

Hope of glorious gain did sevci', 

Dragged it to the sepulchre. 

Yet with youth’s rash judgment reigning 
Often went 1 too astray ; 

But the sheais, my zeal restraining. 

Bear I in their sheath to-day. 

So 1 wear my bonds with plcasiue, 

Gracious look this place upon.. 

Ye in these glad hours of leisure 
Frolic ever on and on. 

LACHESIS. 

I that have alone discretion 
Range as heretofore the thread. 

My control, all animation. 

Never hath itself o’ersped. 

Threads are coming, threads are spooling, 

Each I guide upon its way. 

None evades my finger’s ruling. 

From its circle none may stray. 

Should 1 pause in heedless leisure 
Were I for the World in pain. 

Hours they number, years they mcasuie. 

And the Weaver takes the skein. 

HERALD. 

They that come next, ye would not recognise 
them. 

And were ye ne’er so versed in ancient writers. 
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To look on them, that are the fierce inciteis 
Of mischief fell, as welcome guests yeM prize 
them. 

^ I 

fhe FURIES are they, no one will believe us. 
Fair are they, comely - fashioned, kindly, 
youthful ; 

)ut lend them ear, youMl find our warning 
truthful, 

fhese doves with serpents’ fangs wound deep 

and grievous. 

• 

True dicy are treacherous, but the season urges 
Fach fool to wear his cap and flaunt his folly ; 
Nor do they either pose as angels holy, 
but own themselves the town’s, the city’s 
scourges. 


The- Furies. 

ALl-CTO. 

What boots it? For to trust us ve’ll ne’er 

j 

stickle. 

d\-’rc coaxing pussies, pretty, young and tricksy. 
1 lath one of ye a darling kicksy-wicksy. 

Ids cars we will so softly scratcii and tickle, 

Till we may say—our malice no wise clothing— 
Her wanton eye from this to that man rambles, 
■She’s ciookt i’ tlie back, all wit doth lack, and 
shambles 

And is she his betrothed, quite good for nothing. 

And the betrothed—her too we sorely pester^ 
Her Dear—’twas yester-sennight, more by 
token— 
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Of her to such an one hath lightly spoken, 

And though they make it up, tJie wound will 
fester. 

MEGAERA. * 

That is but jest! Are they once wed, the sequel 
I take in hand, and no one could be fitter 
The fairest bliss with humours to embitter. 
Unequal aie man’s moods, the hours unequal, 

And none that clasps what most he was desiring 
But turns to more-desired with foolish vearning. 
The higliest bliss—grown stale by cu'-.tom— 
spurning, 

He shuns the sun, and in the frost seeks filing. 

And all this I exploit, adroit and supple. 

And Asmodcus, tiusty fiend, I summon 
To scatter timely strife ’rwixt man and woman. 
And so mankind I mar, couple by couple. 

TISirHONF. 

Poison, steel, not tongues malicious, 

Mix I, whet I for the traitor. 

Lov’st thou others, sooner, later, 
Overtakes thee doom pernicious. 

Sweetest, briefest in duration, 

Turned to gall and venomed siiume is. 
Here for chaffering no room is, 

As the crime the expiation. 

Let none prate to me of pardon ! 

To the cliffs I cry*for vengeance! 

Echo, hark ! doth answer: Vaigeanct i 
Is he false, be Death his guerdon 1 



Part II 


43 


HERALD. 

Pray you, be pleased to step aside a little, 

For what comes now is like you not a tittle. 

Lo, where a mountain surges through the throng, 
Its flanks with housings gay majestically hung 1 
A head, long tusks, a snaky trunk i’ the middle. 
Mysterious, yet the mystery 1*11 unriddle. 

A dalntily-delicatc woman on his neck 
With slender staff doth guide him at her beck. 

1 he other, throned aloft, of queenly mien. 

Is girt with glory dazzling to be seen. 

Beside her, chained, go noble women, fearful 
And downcast one, the other blithe and cheerful. 
For that doth wish, but this doth feel her iree. 
Each let them tell us who they be. 


Lurid flambeaux* murky glory, 

Lamps and tapers gleam around 
In this wild phantasmagory 
1, alas ! in chains am bound. 

H ence ! Your grins provoke suspicion ! 
Laughers laughable, avaunt! 

All my foes with fierce derision 
On this night my footsteps haunt. 

Here, a friend grown foe doth fray me, 
Spite his mask 1 know him ! Stay, 
Yonder*s one that fain would slay me! 
Now unveiled he slinks away. 

This way, that way, flight 1 ponder. 
Fain into the world had sped, 

Bui destruction threatens yonder. 

Holds me here 'midst reek and dread. 
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HOPE. 

Fairest greeting, each dear sister ^ 
Though ye have to-day ^nd yester- 
l)ay in masks beguiled sorrdw, 

Well 1 know that on the morrow 
Ye wall dofF the garb of folly ; 

And if by the torches’ lustre 
Find w^e no peculiar pleasure^ 

Yet in days of merry leisure. 

As our will doth bid us wholly. 

Singly now, now in a cluster, 

We shall stray through pleasant closes. 
Rest or stir as each one chooses. 

And in life of careless i apturc 
Naught forgo, each pleasuie capturr ; 
Kveryw'here, all shyness scouting. 

Will w'e enter, at each feast 
Welcome gutsrs, nor ovc'r doubting 
Somewhere must we find the best. 

I’RUDl-NCh. 

Two of man’s w orst locb enchained, 

Fcai and H'>pe, in bonds unsliivcred. 

From the Conmionwa*alth lestiained 
Bring I ! Room ! Ye arc delivered! 

Here the live colossus lead I, 

On his back liis castle be.'trs he. 

O’er stec]) pathways, slow' atjd steady, 

Step by step unflagging fares he. 

On the hatti rnent, with pinions 
Broad and sw'ift, yon goddess reigneth. 

That to widen her dominions 
She may turn where’er she doigneth. 
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Glance and glory round her hover. 

Radiant afar she rideth. 

Victory, that goddess over 
All activities fresideth. 

ZOILO-THERSITES. 

Hoo—hoo ! hoo—hoo ! here come I uait* 

And all as bad alike berate, 

But as my choicest flouting-stock 
I'^ame Victory I mean to mock. 

She with her brace of pinions white 
Doth fancy her an eagle quite, 

And turn her where she will, avei s 
d’hat every land and folk arc hers. 

But where aught notable is done 
I buckle straight my harness on. 

Up with the deep, down with the high. 

The crooked straight, the straight awiy ! 

That is a feast doth never pall. 

Thus will I on this earthly ball. 

HERALD. 

Thou ribald cur, thy back then gall 
The pious truncheon’s master-stroke! 

There mayst thou straightway writhe and crook. 
The double dw.irfish thing doth hump 
Itself into a loathsome lump. 

But marvel! Lump to egg doth grow. 

Puffs itself up and cracks in two. 

And lo! the egg a strange twin-pair. 

The adder and the bat, doth bear, 
d'hat crawls along its dusty track. 

This to the ceiling flutters black. 

They haste without to join again. 

Not I to make a third were fain ! 
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CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Quick ! behind there dancing is! 
AVouJd I were well out of this! 
How the spectral brood in spite 
Round us weaves its mazy flight ■ 
Now it whizzes past my hair! 

On my foot I felt it there ! 

None of us is hurt outright, 

Yet are all o’cicome witli fright. 
Wholly spoiled is all the fun ! 

That the vermin counted on. 

HERALD. 

Since with masks when ye recruit ve 
Mine hath been the herald’s duty^ 

At the portal watch I wary 
Lest into your revels merry 
Aught there slink of harmful favour^ 
Neither wince I neither waver. 

Yet I fear that through the casement 
Airy spirits drift. Amazement! 

This is magic, witchcraft aiTant! 
Naught against it can I warrant. 

If the dwarf aroused suspicion. 
Streams behind a mighty vision I 
Fain would I interpretation 
Make tlicreof, as seems my station^ 
But what can't be comprehended 
Can I not explain or show you. 

All pray help to teach me. Lo you. 
Where athwart the throng a splendid 
Four-yoked chariot comes gliding, 
Drawn through all, yet not dividing 
Anywhere the throng in sunder. 
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Nowhere are they crowded yonder. 

Sec afar gay colours glimmer. 

Stars bright-tinted flit and flimmer. 

Like a magio-lanVern^s shimmer. 

Like the storm-wind’s fierce assault 
Rush they! Room! I shudder! 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Halt 

Fold, ye steeds, your pinions idle, 

Qu:i:k to own the wonted bridle. 

Quell, as I quell,‘this your fiery 
Mettle, rush when I inspire ye 
Onward. Here due honour showing 
Pause ye. Maik in numbers growing. 

Ring on ring, admirers round us. 

Herald, up! Thine to expound us, 

Fre we flee, to read our stories. 

Thine to paint, to name, to show us, 

For we all are allegories, 

Wherefore shouJdst thou surely know UJ, 

HERALD. 

Nay, thy name I cannot gather. 

Haply could describe thee rather. 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Try it, then! 

HERALD. 

One must avow 

Firstly, young and fair art thou. 

A half - grown stripling — yet the women’s 
pleasure 

Would be to see thee grown to fullest measure. 
To me thou dost appear a future wooer, 

Frail woman’s born and sworn undoer. 
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BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Nay, that^s worth hearing ! On with thee i 
Find for thyself the riddle’s n^rr^ key. 

HERALD. 

Black lightning of the eyes! The tresseg 
dusk in 

A gleaming jewelled diadem j 

And what a dainty robe doth stream 

Down from the shoulders to the buskin, 

With glist’ring gaud and purp\e hem. 

Maid, might one flout thee, yet I’ll warrant 
Thou wouldst already, should it be 
For weal or woe, with maids pass current. 
Tliey’d teach thee soon thine A B C. 

BOY-OHARIOTEER. 

And he that every eye doth ravish 
Refulgent on his chariot-throne t 


A King he seemeth, rich and lavish, 
Happy that hath his favour won ! 

He hath no further goal to capture. 
Where haply faileth aught he spies, 
And hath in giving such pure rapture 
As wealth and fortune far outvies. 

iiOY-CHARIOTEFR. 

Yet must thou cease not to survey him. 
Right narrowly thou must portray him. 


Not to portray is Majesty! 

A healthy moonface though I see. 
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Full lips and cheeks that richly blooming 
Beneath the turban shine becoming. 

His robe, that falls \n folds, the essence 
Oi richest easo, aAd what a presence ! 

As Ruler known he seems to me. 

HOV-CHARIOTEER. 

Biutus, the god of riches he. 

Himself in pomp come hither, for 
Him wishes the lofty Emperor. 

. HERALD. 

A'hat, and what like thyself ait, signify. 

UOY-CHARIOTI ER. 

i ini Profusion, Poesy am I ; 

The Poet, wrought to perfect measure 
lien he his most ]jeculiar treasure 
Hotli lavish, rich with wealth untold, 

Hnd Plutus’ ])eer for all his gold. 

I grace and gladden dance and rout, 
nd what he lacks, that deal 1 out. 

HIRALD. 

fhoLi vauntest with the rarest grace, 
bat show thine arts before our face. 

BOY-CHARIOTEL R. 

1 snap my fingers!—How it hitlers 
About the car, and gleams and glitters! 

Look, where a suing of pearls appears : 

about him in ad dire Jto^^. 
And golden clasps for neck and ears, 

And comb and coronet unllawcd, 

And jew^clled rings, a priceless gaud. 
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And flamelets too I fling, and watch 
If here or there the fire may catch. 


How the sweet mob doth snatch and wrangle ! 
The giver in the throng they’ll tangle. 

He fillips gems as in a dream 
And all would fain snatch up a gem. 

But what IS this ? Another juggle ! 

What one to snatch was all a-struggle. 

In sooth he hath small boot thereof! 

The gift takes wings and flutters off! 

In sunder flies the pearly band, 

And beetles scrabble in his hand ! 

Poor fool ! His hand he flings them from 
And round his head they buzz and hum 1 
These sn.itch a solid prize, O rapture ! 

And frolic butterflies they capture. 

The rogue doth promise wealth untold 
Yet only gives what gleams like gold. 

BOY-CHARIOTI-ER. 

Masks canst thou usher in, rehearse each Icature, 
But ’neath the shell to pierce unto the nature 
Is not a herald’s court employ. 

That doth demand a keener eye. 

Yet shun 1 quarrels all and each ; 

For thee, my lord, my questions and my speech. 

[Im'Ti'mg to Pluius^ 
Didst not to be my charge allot 
The whirlwind of this chariot ? 

Guide I not well, thy will to second ? 

Am I not straight where thou hast beckoned ? 
Have I not on bold pinions breasted 
The airs, the palm for thee have wrested ^ 
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How oft soever for thee I strove 
Hath not my labour ever thriven ? 

To grace thy brow was laurel given, 

What art, whal hand but mine the laurel wove ^ 

PLUTUS. 

i'f need be of my testimony, hear it! 
i gladly own thouTt spirit of my spirit, 

Thv deeds are after mine own heart. 

And richer than myself thou art. 

I count—be this the meed thou bearest— 

Of all my crowns, the bough of green the 
rarest. 

A word of truth to all I cry : 
beloved son, in thee well-pleased am 11 

BOY-CHARiOTEER, to the cronvd^ 

The greatest gifts mine hand from out, 

Them have I lavished round about. 

A HamcJet that my hand hath sped 
Giows upon this and yonder head, 

Fr m one unto the other skips. 

Fastens on this, from that one slips; 

It flames up rarely like a plume 
And swiftly gleams in briefest bloom. 

Yet oft without acknowledgment 
It burns out sadly and is spent. 

women's chatter. 

He that on high i* the car doth prank, 

Fll warrant him a mountebank, 
behind him squats Jackpudding, so 
Consumed by thirst and hunger though ' - 
We ne’er have seen him. What d’ye think ? 

II one should tweak him, would he shrink ? 
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THE STARVELING. 

Avaunt, ye loathsome woman-kind ! 

Weicome with ye I never lii>d ! 

Whilst Woman made the hearth her care 
Dame Avarice was the name I bare. 

Then did our household thrive, niethought. 
For in came much, but out went naught. 

I busied me with watchful heed 
For box and bin—a vice indeed! 

But since in these our latter ages 
Woman in thrift no more engages. 

And hath—like all upon whose collars 
DebFs grip is—far more wants than dollars, 
Now is the husband sorely harassed, * 

On every side by debts embarrassed. 

If aught she spin together, all on’t 
She spends upon herself, her gallant, 

And with the suitors' hateful crew 
More softly fares and drinks more too. 
Which greater lust of gold doth breed 
In me, now masculine, Goodman Greed. 

FIRST WOMAN. 

With dragons be the dragon greedy ! 

'Tis all but fleeting,0:heating stuff. 

He comes to goad the men—already. 

Upon my word, they're bad enough. 

WOMEN IN A CROWD. 

The dummy 1 Cuff him ! Make him caper . 
The gibbci . What, and must he quiz ? 
And shall we fear his ugly phiz ? 

Dragons ind^'ed! They're wood and paper 
Have at him 1 Teach him where he is ! 
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Peace ! By my staff let peace be holden ! 

Yet scarcely doth it need my aid. 

How the fierce monsters, scarce withholden 
In the free space so quickly made, 

Ifive their twin pair of wings unfolden ! 

And belching flame, with scales a-shiver, 

Die dragons' jaws indignant quiver. 

Die crowd is fled, clear is the space. 

^Phtus descends from ihe chariot 


Down steps he, with what regal grace 1 
He becks, the dragons stir apace. 

The coffer from the car they lower, 

Gold in it, on it Greed doth cower. 

Before his feet it stands upon 

The ground. A marvel how ’twas done! 

PLUTUS, to the Charioteer, 

Now from the all too heavy load Pve freed thee, 
ThouTt frank and free, to thine own sphere now 
speed thee. 

Here is it not! Disordered, motley, mad, 
Around us throngs a grinning masquerade. 
Where clear thou gaze8^|||||n the fair Serene, 

Lord of thyself, but on tnysdf dost lean, 
"Phither, where pleases but the Good, the Fair! 
To Solitude!—Thy world create thou there! 

BOY-CHARIOTIFR. 

1 go, myself an honoured envoy deeming, 

My nearest, dearest kinsman thee esteeming. 
Where thou sojournest, plenty is, where I, 

I' ach man enriched doth feel him gloriously* 
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And in life’s contrarieties oft wavers 

[f he shall seek thy grace or court my favours. 

Thy votaries may idly rest, ’tis true; 

Who follows me hath ever work^to do, 

Not secret are my deeds, in night concealed ; 

I do but breathe, and straightway am revealed. 
Farewell then, of my bliss thou too art fain. 

But whisper softly, 1 am back again. 

\_Exit as he entered, 

PLUTUS. 

Now is it time to free the precious metals. 
Touched by the herald’s staff, with little trouble 
The locks fly open. See ! In brazen kettles 
A golden blood doth form, and boil and bubble. 
Straightway the trinkets, crowns, chains, ring* 
will follow. 

Seething it threatens all to melt and swallow. 

THE CROWD, in alternate clamour. 

Oh see ! it rolls in golden riJis, 

The chest unto the brink it fills. 

There melt the vessels of gold away ! 

Coins in rouleaux are rolled away. 

And ducats skip as from the die. 

Oh ! how my breast is stirred thereby I 
I see before me all nAlust. 

Lo now ! they’re rolling in the dust. 

Snatch what is offered, stay your itch ! 

You need but stoop and rise up rich, 

Whilst like a lightning-flash the rest 
Will take possession of the chest. 

What ails ye all, ye foolish folk? 

’Tis but a masquerading joke. 
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We look for nothing more to-night. 

'Fhink ye we give you gold outright ? 

Nay, marry, in this game for such 
As ye, e’en co^ntars were too much. 

Yc blocks ! A pretty show, forsooth, 

Ye straightway take for solid truth. 

"W .ly, what were Truth to you? Yc grip 
|>ull Error by each fluttering tip. 

Thou masking-hero, Plutus veiled, 

Clout me this rabble from the field. 


Thy staff is ready to my hand. 

Prav, lend it me ! I dip the wand 
Swiftly in seething foam and glow. 

Now on your guard, ye maskers ! L 05 
It glitters, crackles, sputters, sparks. 

The tip a ruddy glimmer marks. 

Who thrusts him forward overfree, 
‘Straightway I’ll singe him ruthlessly. 

Ynd now my round I enter on. 

CLAMOUR AND THRONG, 

Alack a day ! We are undone !— 

Away! away ! Escape who can !— 

Fail back, fall back, thou hinder-man ’ - 
The spaiks spirt burning i^|my face ! 

1 wince beneath the glowing mace!—- 
Lost are we each, lost are we all! — 
back, back, thou surging carnival ! — 
Lack, back, insensate herd I Would T 
dad only wings, aloft I’d fly ! — 

PLUTUS. 

Back on all sides the circle shrinks, 

And yet hath none been singed, methinics. 
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The crowd gives way 
In wild affray. 

Yet will I draw an unseen bar 
As pledge that none such order ,mar. 

HERALD. 

A work how glorious hast thou done ! 
Thy prudent might my thanks hatli won. 


Fair friend, it nccdelh patience yet, 
For many a tumult still doth threat. 


This circle then at case a man may quiz, 

If haply fall such pastime with his whim in i 
For ever to the fore youMl find the women 
Where aught to gape at, aught to nibble is. 

Not yet am I become so wholly rusty 
But a fair woman still is fair. 

And so to-day, with coinage fresh and lusty. 
Since naught it costs, I’ll go a-wooing there. 
But since the place overcrowded here is, 

Nor audible each word to everv ear is, 
ril shrewdly try, and as I hope not vainly 
In pantomime to express my meaning plainly. 
Since hand, foot, gesture, all not heic suffice, 

J needs must seek some whimsical device. 

As ’twere wet clay the gold I’ll mould and 
fashion 

For gold admits of every transmutation. 


The starveling fool, what doth he mean ? 
Lurks humour in a frame so lean ? 
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The gold he kneadeth all to dough, 

Soft in his fingers doth it grow, 

Yrt squeeze and mould it as he will 
The mass rem?jine<h shapeless still. 

Kow 10 the women turneth he ; 

They shriek and all are fain to flee 
With gestuies of disgust and loathing* 

Tile saucy rascal sticks at nothing, 

1 lear me he doth most delight 
It Decency he can but slight. 

Ileje must the herald not be lacking; 

(ji\e me my staff!’ Pll send him packing. 

PLUTUS. 

Of that that threats without he hath no heed ; 
heave him alone with his tomfooling ! 

He’ll soon have little room to play the droll in 
Mighty is law, yet mightier is need. 

ROUT AND SONG. 

The Wild-folk come, they come pell-mell 
From mountain-height and woodland-delJ. 

1 hey sweep along—resist who can 1 
They keep the feast of the great god Pan. 

Thev know what no man else doth guess, 

And into the empty ring they pi ess. 

PLUTUS. 

I know you well, ye and your great god Pan. 

A daring deed hath done your boisterous dan. 
What all not know, full well I know the thing, 
And open dutiful the narrow ring. 

They go, good luck be with their going! 

The most amazing things may hap. 

Whither they go but little knowing 
Filindly they rush into the trap. 
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SONG OF THE WILF) FOLK. 

Bedizened folk, ye tinsel-stuff! 

Here come they rude, here come they rough 
In lofty leap, in breathless chase, 

They come, a stout and sturdy race. 

FAUNS. 

In merry round 
The Faun-troop flocks, 

Their curly locks 
With oak-leaves crowned. 

A delicately pointed ear 
Forth from the curly pate doth peer; 
Snubnose, fair breadth of face, yet them 
For that the women no worse esteem. 

And doth the Faun his paw advance 
The fairest shrinks not from the dance. 

SATYK- 

The Satyr next comes hopping in 
With his goat-foot and withered shin ; 

Needs must they sinewy be and thin. 

And chamois-like on mountain-heights 
To look around him he delights. 

Braced by the breath of liberty 
Man, woman and child to scorn laughs he. 
That deep i^ the valley^s mist and smoke 
Ween they too live, good easy folk, 

Though pure and unperturbed alone 
The world above there he doth own. 

GNOMES. 

The tiny troop comes tripping in: 

They care uol pair by pair to twin. 
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In mossy garb, with 1 ampler bright, 

They flit and mingle feat and light. 

Whilst his own task doth each perform 
Like glow-ants in a* seething swarm. 

They bustle nimbly to and fro, 

And busily in and out they go. 

With the kindly Good-folk kin we own. 

As surgeons of the cliffs we’re known. 

The lofty mounts we scarify, 

The turgid veins we, rarefy, 

Heaping the metals that we bleed 
ith cheery hail: Good speed ! Good speed ! 
At bottom is our purpose kind. 

Friendly to good men is our mind, 

Yet bring we gold to the light o’ the day 
That steal and pander men-folk may, 

Nor iron lack the imperious man 
That wholesale murder first did plan; 

And who these statutes three doth slight 
Of all the others will he make light. 

Oui fault it is not, wherefore ye 
Bear with them straightway, as do we. 


GIANTS. 

The Wildwood-men—their name to tell- 
In the Harz Mountains known full well. 
In native nakedness, antique might, 
hey come, each one of giant height. 

With pine-tree stem in his right hand. 
About his waist a bulging band, 

^he rudest apron of leaf and bough— 
uch body-guard no Pope can show 
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CHORUS OF NYMPH? 

Vencircling the great god Put. 
He com* s in state, * r 

The AIJ of liarth 
Is shadowed foith 
In Pan the Great. 

Encircle liim, yc blithesomcst! 

In antic dance, ye lithesoniest 
About liim play, for sober he 
Yet kind, would hp.ve us merry be, 

And underneath the vaulted blu-* 

He still hath kept him wakeful loo; 

Yet rivulets a babbling keep, 

And breezes cradle him soft in slee]>; 

And when at noontide slumbers he, 

The leaf not flutters on the tree, 

And wholesome herbs with spic\ breath 
Burden the still air hushed as death. 

Not jocund then the nymph may be ; 

Whereas she stood, there drowseth si v. 

But when all unawares with might 
His voice re-echoes through the flcht, 

Like rattle of thundf^r, roar of sc.-, 

Then knoweth no man whither t.' dee f 
In rout the boldest army breaks, 

The hero in the tumult quakes. 

Then honour pay we where we ought, 

H.dl him that hither us hath brought. 

DEPUTATION OF GNOMLS 

[^/<3 the great 

Threadwise though rich treasure shining 
Through the clefts doth interlace. 
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Nothing but the shrewd Divining- 
Rod its labyrinths can trace. 

We like Troglodytes our sjjacious 
Dwellings vault dark caves beneath ; 
T'hou disperisest treasures gracious 
Where the day^s pure breezes bi eathe. 

Now a marvel we discover 

Nigli, a spring whence seems to well 

Plentifully^ running over. 

What was scarce* attainable. 

Tills cansr thou achieve at pleasure, 
Take it. Sire, into thy charge. 

In thy hands doth every treasure 
Btneiit the world at large. 


pLOTUS, to the HeraU 

A iiiUst possess US with a lorty spirit, 

N. uie what come may, with heart undaunted 
bear it. 

hKv‘ art thou wont to bear thy courage high. 

I here shall betide a shocking thing, and briefly. 
5^1 ent and future shall deny it stiiflv ; 

F'/ra ill thy minutes note it faithfully. 


HERALD, 

\_set%tt}o the stii/J ^jeh'ich Plutus hohh 
in his hand, 

Fhe great god Pan the dwarfs lead nigher 
Fjil softly, to the well of lire, 
h seethes up from the abysmal maw, 
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Then to the deep the flames withdraw, 
And gloomy gapes the open jaw. 

Again it surges in flame and foam. 

The great god Pan stands quite jt home 
Rejoicing at the wondrous sight, 

Whilst froth of pearl to left and right 
Spirts out. How can he trust the thing ? 
He stoops to peer deep down the spring, 
And now, behold, his beard falls in 1 
Whose can it be, that fair smooth chin ? 
His hand conceals it from our gaze. 

Oh, what mischance all hearts dismays! 
The beard flies back, but all ablaze. 

It kindles wreath and head and breast. 

To sorrow changed is joy and jest. 

To quench the fire the trooj) flocks round, 
Yet free from flames not one is found ; 
And as it crackles, as it darts. 

Anew the conflagration starts. 

Entangled in the flaming fire 
A clump of maskers burns entire. 

But what ap])alling tidings trip 
From car to ear, from lip to lip ? 

O night for evermore ill-starred, 

With what a grief our joy hast marred I 
Morning will publish far and near 
What without horror none will hear. 

Yet everywhere they cry—ah woe - 
The Emperor 'tis that suffers so. 

Would it were else! The wish is vain, 
The Emperor burns with all his train. 
Accursed who misled him, bound 
Themselves with resinous twigs around, 
And hither stormed with song and shout 
To scatter ruin round about. 
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O Youth, O Youth, wilt never thou 
T n the pure measure of joy contain thee ? 
O Majesty, wilt never thou 
All-powerfulj yet let Prudence rein thee ? 

Already through the Wood aspire 
The pointed tongues of lambent fire 
Up to the rafter-netted roof. 

Against their fury naught is proof. 

Now brimmeth o^er our cup of woe 
And none to save us do I know. 

The imperial piid?e in morning’s light 
Shall lie, the ash-heap of a night. 


Now enough of terror! Solely 
Now on aid be thought! Thou holy 
luncheon, smite the ground amain, 

Till it quake and ring again ! 

Spacious breadth of air be filled 
With cool fragrances distilled. 

Hither, misty vapours, teeming 
Cloud-wreaths, hither, round us streaming, 
Swathe this weltering waste of flame. 
Trickling, swirling, cloudlets curling, 
Softly steaming, smoothly welling, 
Quenching cveiywhere and quelling. 

Ye the moist, the mild-allaymg, 

Change to summer-lightning’s playing 
All this idle fiery game.— 

Thus, if spirit-malice lower. 

Magic shall assert its power 
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PLr:ASAUNCE. 

M ORNING Sun. » 

^I'he Empiror, his Court, men ami 
'ivomeri; Faust, Mf.phistophi lfs, 
(h'essed nvith decency, according to 
the fashion, hut not so as to cha!~ 
itn^e alienfwTi, both kneeling. 

FAUST. 

You pardon, Sire, the juggling sport of flaniCr 


EMPl'ROR, 

[^bidding him rise nvith a gesture 

I would I might see many of tlic same. 

A globe of fire o’er-arched me like an a#ning. 
Almost it seemed as were 1 Pluto. Yawning 
Fiom night and embers lay a rocky rent, 
Glowing with flamelets. Here and there a vent 
Wild flames belched forth, in hosts that rolled 
and bickered 

Up, and to one vast vault together flickered. 

To tne topmost dome the lambent flames did pla\, 
Tiiat still did form and still did melt away. 

In long array down the fai vista moving 
Of wreathed columns of fire, I saw approving 
My folk throng forward in a spacious ring, 

And to my feet their wonted homage bring. 
Flere of my couit this man, here that one 
wanders— 

I seem a prince of myriad salamanders 
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MEPHISTOPHPLrS. 

That art thou, Siic, since every element 
To Majesty’s dc^iiinion doth assent. 

Fire hast thou proved obedient. Where most 
dread 

The ocean raves, leap in, and scarce thou’lt tread 
The pearl-sti own bottom ere the sea—O wonder! 
Unto a glorious globe will surge asunder; 

The billows lucent-gieen, with purple bordered, 
Sway up and down about thee, swiftly ordered 
I’o fairest dwelling. Wander at thy will. 

The palaces will wander with thee still. 

The very walls have life—they ripple, wrinkle, 
Heave to and fio, and airowy-swift they twinkle. 
Around the soft new sheen sea-monsters throng 
and rollick ; 

They dartle up, yet at the precinct pause. 

There gold-scaled dragons iridescent frolic, 
There gapes the shark—thou laughest in his jaws. 
What though thy court around thee flock en¬ 
tranced ! 

On such a throng thine eye hath never glanced. 
Nor shall the loveliest lack. Agog with wonder 
To gaze upon the splendid mansion, under 
The Cool eternal, Nereids flock, capricious 
The younger, coy and wanton like the fishes. 
The elder prim. It comes to Thetis' car; 

She on the second Pelcus doth confer 
Her hand and lips. Then in Olympus’ field 
I he sc.it. . « • « 

E^’ PLIUR. 

The airy room to thee I yield. 
Full soon enough, methinks, one mounts that 
throne. 



66 


Goethe’s Faust 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And Sovran Lord, e"en now is Earth thine own. 


What happy fate thee straightway did transport 
From out the Arabian Nights unto our Court? 
Thou in my grace, if but thou prove as fecund 
As Scheherczade, shalt unto none stand second. 
Be ever ready, when, as oft befalls, 

Your work-day world most wearily on me palls. 

* " “7 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL, entering in haste. 

Illustrious, in all my life I never 
Had thought to tell of Fortune’s fairest favour. 
Such as entrances me with glee 
Before thy face—most happy me. 

For bill on bill is paid unbated, 

The claws of usury are sated, 

From hellish torment am 1 free; 

In Heaven it cannot brighter be! 

COMMANDER OF THE follonv'ing in hasiC. 

Arrears of pay in part are cancelled, 

And the whole army newly handselled. 

The men-at-arms their heart recover, 

And host and wenches are in clover. 

EMPEROR, 

How breathe ye as your breasts were lightened ! 
How are your knitted brows now brightened 1 
Ye enter with what eager speed! 

LORD HIGH TREASURER, joining the Others 

These question, that have done the deed. 
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The Chancellor’s it is to expound the matter. 

LORD HIGH GHArtCELLOR, Coming slonvly fornvard. 

Mine old age what abundant joy doth flatter! 
Hear then and see the paper, big with fate, 

That all our woe to weal transformed stiaight. 

\^He reads. 

** Hereby may all men surely Inonv that nvould^ 

I his paper for a thousand crotons is good. 

A safe assured^security lies stored 
The Empire in, an untold buried hoard. 

It is provided that this rich reserve, 

liaised straighttoay, to redtem the bills shall 

? j 

serve, 

EMPEROR. 

I augur malversation, monstrous fraud. 

Who hath here forged the limperor’s hand un¬ 
awed ? 

Ye have not left unpunished such malfeasance:’ 

LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

Bethink thee, but this night thyself thine hand 
Didst set thereto. Thou as great Pan didst 
stand. 

The Chancellor addressed thee in our presence: 

Accord thyself a festal gratification 1 
With a few quill - strokes give thy folk 
salvation! ” 

Thou wrotest; swift it was ere night had rolled 
By thousand-artists copied thousandfold. 

That all the boon might shai^ ,we made no 
queries, 

But stamped incontinently all the series. 
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Tens, Th irtlcs, Fifilt'.s, Hundreds, all are tlicie \ 
You cannot think how glad the people were ! 
Behold your city, half in death grown musty— 
'Tis al] alive, a^warin and pleasure-lusty. 
Alrhough diy name the world hath lor ’ 
o\-r joyed, 

So lovingly it never vet was eyed. 

Now is the Alphabet indeed redundant; 

Each in this sign is blessed with bliss abundant- 

O 


i-MPT RC>R. 

They’ie current with my folk as sterling gold ? 
Them doth the Camp, the Court as quittance 
hold ? 

Sanction I must, though in amazement utter. 

LC)RD HIGH TRl ASURl-R. 

The hope were vain to catch them as the^ 
liuttcr. 

L.ike lightning-flash tlicy scattered in tiicii 
flight. 

The changers’ booths .stand oj^en day and night. 
Tiiere every bill is honoured, high and low, 
With gold and silver . . . at a liiscount though. 
Then otf to butcher, baker, vintner flow.s all. 
And half the world seems bent but on carousal, 
l^be while in brand-new clothes the other 
struts- 

The tailor stitches as the draper cuts. 

To toast the Emperor wine flows like water; 
They roast and boil and broil—thejilatters clatter. 

MKPHISTOPHELES. 

Who on the terrace lonely strays doth spy 
The fairest fair, pranked splendidly. One eye 
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With the proud peacock-fan she covers shyly, 
And smirks, and looks for such a note full slyly, 
And its good offices more swift and sure 
Than wit or Woris Love’s richest boon procure. 
Who now with purse or pouch himself will 
harry ? 

A leaflet in the breast is light to carry. 

There snugly with the billets-doux ’twill 
nestle. 

His will the priest bear reverent in his missal. 
The soldier, his ability to heighten. 

The girdle round his loins will swiftly lighten. 

1 crave your Highness’ pardon, it one tittle 
I seem a work so lofty to belittle. 

FAUST. 

The hoards of wealth untold, that torpid sleep 
Within the Empire’s borders buried deep. 

Lie profitless. The thought’s most ample 
measure 

Is the most niggard bound of such a treasure. 
Not Fancy’s self, in her most daring flight, 
Strain as she will, can soar to such a height; 
Yet minds that worthy are to sound the sound¬ 
less 

A boundless trust accord unto the boundless. 

MEPHISTOPHELhS. 

Not gold or pearls are half so handy as 
S ich p iper. There a man knows what he has. 
No need to truck or chaffer with such trcascie— 
On wine or love can one get drunk at pleasure. 
Would you have cash, a changer is at hand. 

If there it lack you dig it from the land. 
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Goblet and chain are straight by auction sold, 
The paper then, redeemed with sterling gold, 
The doubter shames that whetai on us his wit. 
Naught else the folk will have—theyVe used 
to it. 

Henceforth thy Realm, for spender or for 
scraper. 

Will have good store of jewels, gold and paper. 

EMPEROR. 

To you the Realm this glorious weal doth owe. 
Unto the service would we fit the guerdon. 

To you entrusted be the realm below— 

You are most meet to be the treasure’s warden. 
You know the ample, well-preserved hoard. 
And when we dig, ’tis you shall give the word. 
Accord ye now, ye Masters of our Treasure, 
Fulfil the honours of your post with pleasure, 
Wherein the Nether World, for endless weal. 
Doth with the Upper World alliance seal. 

LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

Between us shall not reign the least division ! 
I’m fain to have as colleague the Magician. 

[^Exit with Faust. 


EMPEROR. 

The court shall taste my bounty, great and 
small. 

Confess how ye will use it, one and all. 

PAGE, takipg* 

I'll lead a merry life. 
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ANUTHKE, ditto. 

I m a trice 

Will buy my sweetheart chain and rings. 
CHAMBERLAIN, accepting^ 

My throttle 

Henceforth I’ll wet with twice as good a bottle. 

ANOTHER, ditto. 

Already in my pocket itch the dice. 

KNIGHT BANNERET, thoughtfully. 

My land and tower from debt I’ll liberate. 

ANOTHER, ditto. 

A treasure ’tis, with tieasnres will I lay’t. 

EMPEROR. 

I hoped for heart and will to new endeavour. 
Who knows ye though will lightly read ye ever. 
Well do I see, though treasuies on ve pour. 

Ye s^ill are, after, what ye were betore. 

FOOL, coming up. 

Laigesse you give, to me too be not chary. 

EMPEROR, 

What, art alive again? Thou’lt drink it, 
marry! 

FOOL. 

The magic leaves ! It passes my poor wit! 

IMPEROR. 

Aye marry, for thou’lt make bad use of it- 
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FOOL. 

There others flutter down, what shall 1 do ? 

IMPhROR. ' <■ 

Why, pick them u^i, thy share they fell unto. 

FOOL. 

Five thousand crowns are mine ? O happy 
season ! 

MEPHIST(-F.M} LFS. 

« 

Thou two-legged wineskin! What, and art 
arisen ? 

FOOL. 

Letides me oft, but not to luck like this! 

MIPHISTOPHELES. 

Uj>on my word, tuouht all asweat with bliss! 

FOtiL. 

Look you now, can I indeed make money of it r 

MFPHISTOPHLLES. 

*Twill buy what throat and belly most do covet. 

FOOL. 

And tins for cattle, land and house they^l take 

MEPHISTOPHLLES. 

Aye truly, so thou oiTcf, naught will lack. 

FOOL. 

Castle, with wood, chase, tifningr 
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MEPHISTOPHEI.ES, 


my v/oui 1 

Marrv> I’d like to fcc thee Dread My Av**; 

*» ^ 

FOOL. 

Upon mine own estate I’ll sleep this ni^^ht! 

EhS, So! 

Whe. still Will doubt that this our fool hath wit? 


GLOOhiV (^Al.LKRY. 

Faust, hi* PHisi'uPHtLFS. 


MFPHISTuPHELPS. 

To this dark walk why draw’st thou me 
canricious ? 

A 

Is not within there ample sport? 

Is not for jest and jugv'lery pro]>itious 
The crowded motley mctlley of the court? 


Let be! l^ong years thy wit that topic 
handles— 

Lhou hast worn out that ])air of sandals; 

And now but to and fro dost flee 
Lest haply 1 come to speech of thee. 

But I meanwhile must rack my brain 
Urged by the Seneschal and Chamberlain. 

The Emperor wills—and straightway must it 
be— 

Helen and Paris Tore his face to see, 
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The paragon of men and eke of women 
Distinctly to behold, their mortal trim in. 

My word I gave, help me to disengage it. 

I 

# 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Foolish it was, aye, frivolous, to pledge it. 

FAUST. 

Whereto thine arts will bring us, thou, 

Fellow, hast not enough reflected ; 

First did we make him rich, and now 
To make him merry are expected. 

MFPHISTOPHKLFS. 

Thou think ^st ^tis done as soon as said. 

But where we stand the steps grow steeper ; 

A realm most alien dost invade, 

And wantonly in debt snll plungest deeper, 

And Helen to evoke thou think\st as easy 
As was the ])a})er-spLCtre of specie. 

With hanky-panky, air-sjtun sprites, and those 
ail. 

Or kill-crop dwarfs, I stand at your disposal, 
Bat devils' dears, though well enough abstiactly, 
We can't palm utf as heroines exactly. 

FAUST. 

Upon the old, old string again thou’rt harping. 
Hast ever an if and but. Tiiou art indeed 
The father of all hindrances, still carping, 

For each new nuans exacting a new meed. 

I know it doth but ask a muttered spell, 

SheNl be upon the spot ere I can turn me. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The heathen-folk doth not concern me. 

It dwells in its particular hell. 

And yet thertl' is a means— 

FAUST. 

Come, come ! Thy history ! 

MEPHISTOPHILES. 

Not fain do T reveal a lofty mystery. 

In solitude throne*goddesses sublime, 

Round them no place is, and still less a time. 
Only to speak of them the brain doth swim, 

TiiC Mothers are they ! 

FAUST, startled. 

Mothers ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Art afeard: 


FAUST. 

The Mothers ! Mothers! Nay, it sounds so 
weird i 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And weird it is ! Goddesses of you men 
Unknown, whom we to name are none too fain. 
To the uttermost Profound, wherein they tarry 
Mayst burrow; thine the, fault we need them, 
marry ! 

FAUST. 


Whither the way ? 
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MEPHlSTOrHCLFS. 

No way ! To Lhe uncxplorablt* 
Aye unexplored ; a way to the unim])lorabk\ 
Aye unini]iIored ! Art thou in fhe mood ? 

No locks are there, no bolts to shot<t asunder! 
I'hroupli solitudes wilt tliou be drifted ytjnder. 
Dost know what desert is and sohoude ? 


FAUST. 

S|\ire me such speeclies by your favoi»% 
ddiat of the WitcJi’s KitcJien savoui 

II 

After a long, long intciludc. 

^lust I not mix with the wo; Id of n:en, 
t\nd learn the inane and teach the inane;' 

And when I wisely spake mine own conviclon 
Then doubly-loud rang oat the contradiction. 
Have I not even, fleeing rude excesses, 
Withdrawn to solitudes : ed wlitie; m sses ? 

And lest I be foiloni and quite to.saken 
The Devil in the end for n.atc have taken r 

M! i'ms7\)rHLLi:s. 

And hadst thou swum through OvCan’s vast^ 
hollow 

And there beheld the boundless room, 

Vet wouldst thou see on billow billow folitjw. 
Aye, even shuddering at threatened doom 
Something thou still wouldst see. The emerald 
gulf in 

Of tranquil seas, wouldst spy tlu. gliding dolphin, 
Wouldst see the clouds drift by, sun, moon are' 
star; 

Naught w'ilt thou see d tlie ever-empty Fai, 
Not hear thy footstep where ’tis prest, 

Nor find firm ground whereon to rest. 
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FAUST. 

f.ike the first mystago^ue thou spcak'st, that ever 
Proved him the trustful neo])hyte’s deceiver. 
The other way round though. Me thou dost 
despatch 

Unto the Void, that there I may be able 
Beth art and mind to enhance. Thou’dst havt 
me scratch 

Thy chestnuts from the fire, like the old cat i' 
the fable. 

But on, we^ll plunjb tile Deep whatever h''-fall, 
For in thy Naught 1 trust to find the All. 

MEPHISTOPHSLI S. 

I will not grudge my praise be fore thou goest, 
And well I see that thou the Devil knowesi. 
Here, take tiiis key. 


rAUST- 

Iduit tiny thing 

M) PHIt'TOPHrLFS. 

1 f tight 

Thou grasp it, then its worth thou wilt nor 
slight. 

fAt^ST. 

It waxes in my hand, with flames ’ns lit' 

Ml PHKSTOPHf LES. 

e, soon thou murkest what one hath in ’i. 
’Twill scent the pro])er place out from all others, 
I’ollow It down, ’twuii lead thee to the Mut'.ers, 
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FAUST, shuddering. 

The Mothers ! Ever it strikes me chill with 
fear! , 

What is the word that I not broolt to hear ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Art horne^ so to stint at a new word ? 

Wilt only hear what thou hast ever heard? 

Let naught amaze thee more, sound as it may, 
Grown used to strangest things since many a 
day. 

FAUST. 

And yet my weal in torpor seek I not. 

The thrill of awe is still mankind’s best lot, 
And though the world not lets him feel it 
cheaply. 

Yet awe-struck, the stupendous feels he deeply. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sink then ! I might say : Rise ! There is no 
choice, 

For all is one. From the Existent fleeing 
Into the unfettered realm of Form, rejoice 
In that which long hath had no longer being. 
The phantom-drift will wreathe like cloudy- 
woof; 

Brandish the key and hold thou them aloof. 
FAUST, enthusiastic. 

I grip it and I feel new strength arise 

With heart expanding, on to the great emprise! 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

At length a glowing tripod wilt thou sec. 

Then in the nethermost abyss wilt be. 
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The Mothers by its light wilt thou descry. 

Some sitting, standing some, or walking nigh, 
K’en as may chance. Formation, transformation, 
The Eternal Mind's eternal recreation. 

And round them float forms of all things that be 
They'll see thee not, for wraiths alone they see. 
Then pluck a heart up, for the danger's great I 
Unto that tripod do thou walk up straight 
And touch it with the key. 

^Fausf assumes a resolutely imperiouj 
attitude nv'ith the key, 

MEPHisTOPHELES, considering him. 

That's capital ! 

’Twill join thee, follow thee as faithful thrall. 
Calmly thou'lt rise, thee Fortune will upbear. 
And thou'lt be back with it or they are ware. 
Once thou hast brought it hither, thou wilt cite 
Hero and heroine from out the night. 

The first that ever dared the high endeavour. 

It is achieved, and thou art the achiever. 

Then must the incense-mist by magic-process 
Shape into gods in instant metamorphosis. 

FAUST. 

What next then ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Downward tend with might and main. 
Sink stamping, stamping wilt thou lise again. 

^Faust stc-mps and sinks from sight. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

T hope the key may profit him, good lack * 

1 wonder now if ever he’ll come back. 
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BRILLIANTLY LIGHTED HALLS. 

EmpJ'ROK and Princf-S, the ‘Court in Move- 

mint. 


LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAINj tO Mcphlstophehs^ 

The spirit-scene ye promised still is owin«. 

To work ! His Majesty’s impatient growing. 

LORD HIGH Seneschal. 

His Grace c^en now is asking for it. Ye, 
Dally not, pul not slight on Majesty. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

For that my mate is gone, and do not doubt it 
He knows liow best to set about it. 

And silent works, withdrawn from gaze, 

\^hth eager passion, well-nigh tragic ; 

T'^e Beautiful, that Treasure, who would raise, 
He needs the highest art, the Sage's Magic. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

It matters nor what art ye use. That's one* 

It is the Emperor's will that it be done. 

A FAIR BEAUTY, tO MephutOpheLs. 

A word, Sir! Here a clear complexion sec, 
Yet clear in plaguy summer 'twill not be. 

Then brownish-red 'twill bud with inan^ a 
freckle, 

Vexatlously the lily-skin that speckle. 

A cure! 
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MtPHlSTOPHFXES. 

\Vhat! Such a radiant darlinq;, peppered 
With Sjiote, alas, in^ May, like any Jeopard ! 

I’ake trogs* spawn, toads’ tongues, cohobate, 
and whde 

The moon is at the full, with care distil, 

And when il wanes, smear <m the unguent 
neatlv. 

J 

You’ll find, come spring, the spots will fad^* 
completely. 

■ 

A l;\Rlv Bl’AUTy. 

To fawn upon vou stv the crowd advancing. 

1 beg a remedy. A tiozcn foot 
Hinders me both from walking and ftom 
dancing, 

And m :kcs me even clumsily salute. 

ME PHISTOPH£Ll't«. 

d'ay, let me Head upon it with my foot! 

THf^ PARK 111 AUTY. 

VYliy, they that love thereto have tallest title. 

MI PHISTOPHFL) S. 

t 

My tread, my Dear, hath meaning nuicn more 
vital, 

For like heals like, whatever one may ail, 

Foot foot, its like each member without fail. 
Hither! Give heed! You need not make 
requital. 
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THE DARK BEAUTY, shrieking. 

Oh 1 ohl that hurts! ’Twas like a horse’s 
hoof. . 

I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now canst thou put the healing to the proof. 

Now to thine heart’s content to dance art able 

Or press thy gallant’s foot beneath the table. 

LADY, pressing up. 

Let me come through'! My sufferings are 
gruesome. 

Seething tlicy rage within my deepest bosom. 

He that till yesterday hung on my glances 

Now turns his back, whilst him her talk 
entrances. 


MFPHISTOPHELFS. 

The case is grave but not quite hopeless. 
Hark ! 

This charcoal take, and softly press him nigh. 
On sleeve or mantle, as occasion chances. 

Or shoulder, do thou make therewitli a mark. 
Straightway remorse within his bieast will ply 
Her gracious sting. The charcoal swallou 
fasting, 

Without delay, nor wine nor water tasting. 
This very night before thy door he’ll sigh. 

LADY, 

It isn’t poison ? 

MEPHisTOPHELFS, indignantly. 

Don’t insult me, pray ! 

To find its like, you’d travel a weary way* 
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A witch burned in the fire where it waa 
blackened. 

Such fires of late have sadly slackened. 

•t 

I 

PAGE. 

I am in love! She holds me still a child. 


MEPHlSTOPHELES, astJf. 

Where shall I turn ? , ’Tis like to drive me 
wild! 

[To the Page, 

Your heart ye must not let the youngest fetter, 

A mellow age will know to prize ye bciiei. 

[Others throng up to him. 
Others already ! What a brawl ! Forsooth, 
Needs must when at a loss make shift Vi^ith 
truth, 

Worst shift of all ! O dire extremity ! 

O Mothers 1 Mothers ! Let but b aust go free ! 

[Tooling around hhn. 
Already in the hall the lights burn dim. 

The Emperor moves, the Court moves alter 
him. 

1 see the train glide on in decent wise 
Through long arcades and distant galleries. 

They gather in the old baronial hall. 

Whose room, though vast, can scarce contain 
them all. 

Tl e ample walls with tapestry are rich. 

And decked with armour every nook and niche. 
Methought no magic word had here been 
wanted. 

But spirits of themselves the place had haunted ! 
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BARONIAL HALL, (//m/ji %W. 


{J. 'he Ewptro* ai\d bis cour^ haue 
Jiied in. 


HERALD. 

Mine ancient office, to expound the fable, 

The Bpirit-sway mysterious doth embarr.^ss. 

Tn vain their agency inej^tricabJe 
By reason to explain, my wits I harass. 

The settles and the chairs all ready wait; 

The Emperor before the wall they set, 

Where at his leisure, wrought upon the arras 
The old-time battles he may contemplate. 

Now king and court sit round in twilight 
shrouded, 

The benches in the background all are crowded, 
And sweetheart in the gloomy s])irit-hour 
Closer to sweetheart’s side doth sweetly cower. 
And so since all have duly ta’en their places 
We’ie ready, let the spirits show their facts ! 

1^7 / umpcls 


ASTROLOGER. 

Now let the play begin! The order falls 
From royal lips. Be opened up, ye walls' 
Naught hinders, with us magic doth conspiie^ 
The arra*^ rolls up, shrivelled as by fiie. 

The wail is cleft, it folds back like a gateway. 
Seems a deep stage to rise before us straightway, 
A gleam mysterious to light the gloom, 

I take my place in the proscenium. 
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Mr.PHlSTOPHELFS 

\_popp\ng Up in the Prompter’s Box. 
I hope for universal favour hence, 

For prompting js tihe Devil’s eloquence. 

[^/(y the Astrologer, 
Thou know’st what course the stars keep in th.' 

Thou’lt understand my whisj)ering masterly. 

ASTROLOGER. 

By magic-might we see before our eyes. 

Massive enough, an antique tern})lc rise. 

Like Atlas, who the heavens did uphold. 

Here all arow stand columns manifold. 

To bear their rocky burden is but sport, 

Two sach a massy building might sup])ort. 

ARCHITECT. 

So that’s antique! H’m, can’t say f approve it, 
I ypheavy, clumsy, that’s what I think of it. 

The unwieldy grand they call, noble the rude. 

I like slim shafts that soar up to infinitude. 

The Gothic zenith lifts our souls on high. 

Such edifice us most doth edify. 

ASTROLOGER. 

With reverence hail the star-accorded season, 
Let potent word of magic fetter reason. 

But hither from afar, unshackled-frec, 
Resplendent come, audacious Fantasy ! 

H hat boldly ye did covet, mark it well. 
Impossible, therefore most credible. 

^Faust rises up on the other side of the 
Proscenium. 



86 


Goethe’s Faust 


ASTROLOGER. 

A thaumaturge, in priestly robe and wreath, 
Rises triumj)hant from the vault beneath; 

With him a tripod, and mesetmy already 
The brazier from, an incense-breath doth eddy. 
He girds himself the lofty work to hallow. 
Henceforth can nothing but auspicious follow. 

FAUST, majestically. 

In your name, O ye Mothers, ye that throne 
In the Illimitable, ever alone. 

And yet companionably. Restless rife 
Float round yc, lifeless, images of life. 

What once hath been, in radiance su])ernal 
Yonder doth move—for it would be eternal. 
And ye, almighty Powers, apportion it 
ITnto the cope of day, the vault of niglit. 

Those doth the gracious course of life embrace, 
These the bold wizard seeketh ih their jdace. 
And confident and lavish shows to us. 

What all are fain to see, the marvellous. 

ASTROLOGER. 

The brazier scarce the glowing key doth touch 
Wiien fills the air a vaporous mist, and such 
As are the clouds steals in, and so is stirred, 
Drawn out, upheaped, enravelled, parted, paired 
A spirit-masterpiece acknowledge. Lo, 

The clouds break into music as they go! 

From airy tones a mystic yearning wells, 

And as they drift to melody all swells. 

The column-shaft, the triglyph is achime. 

The temple all bursts into song sublime. 
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The vapour sinks, from out the fiJmy gauze 
A beauteous youth in graceful measure draws. 
Mine office here is mute, I need not name him. 
As the fair Paris who would not proclaim him 1 

LADY. 

O what a glory of blooming youth I sec! 

SECOND LADY. 

Fresh as a peach, as full of juice is he \ 

THIjlD LADY. 

» 

The lips, sweet-swelling, daintily outlined! 


FOURTH lady. 

At such a beaker wouldst thou sip full fainly. 

FIFTH LADY. 

Pretty—though not what one would cal! refined ! 


SIXTH LADY. 

He might be—sooth—a little less ungainly I 

KNIGHT. 

Merely the shepherd-lad ! What could be 
plainer ? 

Naught of the prince, naught of the courtly 
manner I 


ANOTHER KNIGHT, 

Half-naked, aye, the lad is well enow, 

\ "e ought to see him in his harness, though. 

LADY. 

He sits him down—how languidly, how sweet! 
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KNIGHT. 

Doubtless youM find his Jap a pleasant seat: 

ANOTHER LAl^Y. 

I 

His arm he daintily leans o’er his head. 

CHAMKFRLAIN. 

What liberties he takes ! How underbred * 

LADY. 

Ye gentlemen must still find fault with all ! 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

What! In the Presence all his lengtit to ppiawl 

LADY. 

Ih.s but a play. He thinks him quite alone. 

CHAMRIRLAIN. 

jb’en plays must courtly be before the Tliron''. 

LADY. 

Soft slumber lights upon the belaniour. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

’Tis to the life. Soon we shall hear him snore 

YOUNG LADY, cnrcivisheci. 

What fragrance with the incense-stream is bleni 
That fills mine inmost heart with ravishment? 

Ol.nrR LADY. 

In truth a breath doth pierce the deepest bosoir. 
It tomes from him. 
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ELDEST LADY. 

It is his growth’s sweet bio >“^ 0171 , 
Within the youth ambrosia-like distilling, 

And all the a^^mdsphere around us filling. 

V^Helrna steps forth, 


MEPHISTtlPHl' LES. 

So that is she ! She would not mar my rest! 
Pretty she may he, but she’s not my taste. 

•AbTkOLOGER. 

Tins time for me there’s nothing more to do. 
As man of honour 1 confess it too. 

The Beauty comes—had I but tongues of flame ! 
Of old hath much been sung to Beauty’s fame; 
\\ ho sees her is beside himself with rapture ; 
Who owned her, all too high a bliss did capture 

FAUST. 

Have 1 still eyes ? Or in my being deep 
Doth Beauty’s source in flood outpoured sweep 
Mv pilgrimage of dread brings blessed gam. 
Plow did tlie world still worthless, locked remain 
What is it since my priesthood: Now at last 
Desirable, perdurable, firm-based. 

If from my life I let thee be effaced. 

Then may my life’s breath too forsake its duty 
The goodly form that erst my bosom captured. 
Me in the magic-glass enraptured, 

A^as but a foam-wraith of such beauty. 

To tliee the ])lay ol every power with gladness 
Til vow, the essence of all passion, 

Liking to thee, love, adoration, madness! 
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Mephistophelfs, from the Prompter's Box. 
You do forget yourself! Pray you, discretion* 

OLDER LADY. , 

Tall, shapely, but the head too small for me! 

YOUNGER LADY. 

Look at the foot! More lumpish could it be f 

DIPLOMATIST. • 

Princesses have I seen of such a kind. 

From head to foot she’s fair unto my mind. 

COURTIER. 

She nears the sleeper, artfully demure. 

LADY. 

How hideous, by that form so youthful-pure! 

POET. 

Her beauty shines upon him like the moon. 

LADY. 

A picture ! Luna and Kndymion ! 

POET. 

Aye, even so ! now seems the goddess sinking. 
O’er him she leans, his breath as were she 
drinking. 

Ah, enviable ! A kiss 1 The cup is full! 

DUENNA. 

In public too ! Most reprehensible! 

FAUST. 

A fearful favour to ihe boy! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be Still! 

pray, let the phai^tom do whate’er it will. 

t 

COURTIER. 

She steals away light-footed ; at her touch 
He wakens. 

LADY. 

She looks round, I thought as much 1 

.COUllTIER. 

He marvels! What befalls him is a wondeto 

. LADY. 

’Tis core to her, what she beholdcth yonder. 

Courtier. 

She turns her round to him in modest fashion. 

LADY. 

I see she takes in hand Ids education. 

In such a case all men alike arc stupid. 

He thinks himself the first, so help me Cupid ! 

KNIGHT. 

Decrv her not! What a majestic grarr 

LADY. 

T!ie wanton I All her sex die doth disgrace 

PAGE. 

i would to Heaven I were in his place I 

knight. 

In .«'rh a net who would not be enravelled ? 
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LADY. 

The gem, forsooth, through many hands hath 
travelled. 

The gilding, too, is pretty well worn off it. 

OTHER LADY. 

From her tenth year of her was little profit. 

KNIGHT. 

Why, each man takes the gifts the gods havf 
sent. 

With these fair leavings I’d be well content. 

DRYASDUST. 

I see her plainly, but for all that might one— 

I must confess—have doubts if she’s the right 
one. 

The present tempts us to exaggeration. 

1 take my stand of all things on the written. 
Well then, I read, she hath in wondrous fashion 
Troy’s graybeards all with admiration smitten. 
Now that, methinks, jumps with what here 1 
view ; 

I am not young, yet I admire her too. 

ASTROLDGFR. 

A boy no longer, now a hero bold. 

Her that can scarce resist he doth enfold. 

With stalwart arms he lifts her high in air, 
He’ll bear her off outright I 

FAUST. 

Rash fool, forbear! 

What, hcar’st not ? Hold! It goes too fas 
this time! * 



Part II 


93 


MKPHISTOPHELES. 

Thyself dost make the phantom-pantomime! 

I 

ASTROLOGER. 

F.ut one word more ! From what hath chanced, 
the play 

Might well be called: the Rape of Helena. 


Rjpe. quotha! Am I here for naught then, 
fellow ? 

And hold I not this key here in my hand, 

That hither me, through horror, surge and billow 
Of solitudes, hath led to a sure stand ? 

Here foothold is, realities. The spirit 
With spirits here may strive, and by its merit 
The great, the double empire may inherit. 

So far she was, nearer how could she be \ 

1 save her, doubly she belongs to me. 

Til doT. Ye Mothers, Mothers, needs must 
grant her! 

Who once hath known her, never more may 
want her 1 


ASTROLOGFR. 

Faust, Faust, what dost thim? Nay lie seizes 
her 

With violence. The form begins to blur. 

Hi turns the key towards the stripling. How ! 
He touches him! Woe’s me I Now, even 
now! 

^Explosion. Faust lies on the ground. 
The spirits melt into mist. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES 

[jaktng Fau\t on his shoulder 

Crack! There it is ! One’i self with fo^ls to 
cumber 

Doth play the deuce with all, the Devil i’ the 
number! 

\JDarhness^ Tumuli, 
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HIGH-VAULTED, NARROW GOTHIC 
CHAMBER, FORMERLY FAUST’S, 
UNCHANGED. 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

^stepping fornvard from behind a curtain* 
Ashe raises it and looks back, Faust 
is seen reclining upon an antirjue bed* 

Beguiled to iove-bonds hard to loose, 

Thou ill-starred wight, lie here a season ! 

Whom Helen paralyses, use 
Not lightly to regain their reason. 

[^Looking ahoiu him* 
T^ook I about me in the glimmer. 

Unchanged, unwasted all 1 spy. 

The painted panes, methinks, are somewhat 
dimmer, 

Methinks the cobwebs somewhat thicker lie. 
rhe ink is dried, the paper yellow grov/n, 

Yet all in place I still discover. 

The very pen lies where ^twas thrown 
When to the Devil Faust himself made over. 

A drop of dried-up blood lurks still, 

E’ .'n as I coaxed it from him, in the quill. 

No fancier but himselt mig'tit pique 
Upon a curio so unique. 

On the old hook still hangs the old fur-cloak, 
Reminding me of the old joke, 
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How yonder lad I taught of yore. 

Who haply still as youth chews on my lore. 

Marry I itch again, allied 

Thou mantle shaggy-warm with irhee, 

To puff me up with professorial pride. 

So fully in the right they ween to be! 

Your learned man attains that level, 

The art long since has failed the Devil! 

• 

\_He takes down and shakes the fur-^ 
cloak ; cricketsy chafersy and moths 
jly out, 

CHORUS OF INSECTS. 

Fair welcome, old gaffer! 

Our homage we pay. 

We hum and we hover 
And know thee straightway. 

But singly in silence 
The seed didst thou sow; 

Now dancing in thousands 
O father we go! 

The rogue in the bosom 
Lies hidden so well, 

More lightly reveal them 
The lice in the fell. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With what a glad surprise the gay young brood 
I view ! 

Nayi only sow, you'll reap in season due, 

Fll shake the ancient fell another bout— 

Still here and there there comes one fluttering 
out. 
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Up and around, sweet chicks! Fly helter- 
skelter 

To hundred thousand nooks for shelter. 

In yon old cardboard-boxes cage, 

Here in this parchment, brown with age. 

Into old crockery merrily flock it, 

Into yon death^s-head*s eyeless socket. 

Ever where life thus rots and moulders 
Arc maggots bred, 

[_Slips into the Jur, 

Come, clothe my shoulders. 
Thou musty mantle, in thy folds once more I 
To-day again, as heretofore, 

I’m Principal, and yet the title 

With none to bow before it, boots me little. 

^He pulls the bell^ ‘which ^ives out a 
shrill and piercing tone, that makes 
the halls quake and the doors Jiy 
open. 

FAMULUS, rushing along the long dark corridor. 

What a clanging ! What a quaking! 
Staircase rocking, walls a-shaking! 
Through the window’s tinted quiver 
See I sheeted lightning shiver ! 

Rudely loosened down are pourtng 
1 _ ime and rubbish. Warps the flooring. 
And the door, fast barred and bolted, 
Magic power hath open jolted. 

Faust’s old fur—what horrid antic ! 
Wrapped around a form gigantic. 

At his glances, at his bock, 

Almost to my knees I quake. 
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Shall I flee or shall I stay ? 

What will happen ! Well-a-day ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, ^CcliOnmg, 

Hither, my friend! Your name is Nicodemus^ 

FAMULUS, 

High-reverend Sir, such is my name. Oremusl 

MEPHISTOPHELfeS. 

Not 80! 

f 

« 

FAMULUS. 

You know me ! With what joy I thrill' 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I know it well. In years, yet student still ! 

O moss-grown sir ! Nay, even a learned man 
Still studies on, since nothing else he can. 

A goodly house of cards we build us so. 

The greatest, mind can ne’er complete it though. 
And yet your master ! He’s no ignoramus ! 
Great Doctor Wagner—everywhere he’s famous 
The first now in the learned world, the sole 
Who binds its scattered parts into one whole. 
He, wisdom’s daily multiplier, 

To hearken whom all that aspire 
To universal learning flock. 

He shines, he, ex cathedray lonely! 

Like Peter, keeps the keys, and only 
The Nether, as the Upper, doth unlock. 

So doth he foremost glow and glimmer, 

No name nor fame can stand its ground. 

The very name of Faust grows dimmer, 

He ’tis that hath all wisdom found! 
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FAMULUS. 

Pardon, High-reverend Sir, your condescension 
Bestow, if I most h*umbly, mention 
You’re under a misapprehension. 

To him as gift is modesty assigned, 
iSince most inex])]icahly vanished 
Yonder great man, he never yet hath banished 
All hope of his return, wherefrom he trusts to 
find 

Solace and weal. The chamber none may enter 
Since Doctor Faustus’ days. Forlorn, 
Untouched, it waits its lord’s return. 

To venture in 1 scarcely venture. 

What planets in conjunction shine ? 

The old walls seem aghast with wonder, 

The door-posts quaked, bolts burst asunder. 

Else you yourself had not come in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

\Yhere hath the mao bestowed him, eh ? 

Take me there, bring him hither, pray! 


bo very strict his orders were. 

In sooth I know not if I dare! 

1 O’er the Great Work for months he’s brooded 
In all seclusion deep-secluded. 

The daintiest of men of learning 

Vou’d swear he lived by charcoal-burning; 

•grimed from ear to nose, and blear-eyed 
I With blowing of tlie fire, unwearied 
kach Uioment for the next he longs, 

1 Whiiyt music make the clanking tonc;s. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! against me his portals fasttu! 

Why, I’m the very man his Ijick to hasten^ 

[Exit Famulus. Mephistopheles sits 
do'ivn nvith tweeted solemnity. 
Scarce have I set me on this throne 
When there behind me stirs a guest well-known. 
But now he’s up-to-date. I warrant 
His arrogance will be most arrant. 

BACCALAURtus, rushtug aJjtig the passage. 

Gate and door before me oping 
Of themselves, give room for hoping 
That no more the live man will do 
As the dead man doth, in mildew 
Rot and moulder, mortifying 
Life, till life itself be dying. 

All around wall and partition 
Crumble, totter to perdition, 

And unless we quickly make us 
Scarce, will ruin overtake us. 

Though for boldness none can match me 

O 

Going further you don’t catch me. 

What is this my sight engages ? 

Was’t not here—it seems like ages 
Since—I came a simple bejan. 

Anxious, timid, fluttering pigeon. 

Trustful to these graybeards hied me, 

On their humbug edified me ? 

Into mouldy book-crusts prying 
What they knew they taught me lying— 
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What they knew without believing, 

Me, themselves of life bereaving. 

How ! Within there by the bureau 
One still sitSfin chiaroscuro ! 

Nay, I see—^have I my wits still I 
In the old brown fur he sits still. 

As I left him, piece for piece. 

In the same-old shaggy fleece ! 

Then as sapient I viewed him 
When not yet I understood him. 

But to-day that will not answer ! 

Marry, come, we’ll break a lance, sir ! 

If, aged Sir, through Lethe’s turbid river 
That bald and wry-hung head not yet hath 
swum, 

Outgrown the academic rods for ever 
See with acknowledgment your pupil come. 

1 find you as I saw you then. 

Another man I’m here again. 


MEPHISTOPHl'LFS. 

Tm glad I called you hy my tinkling* 

E’en then I rated you full high ; 

The grub betimes, the chrysalis, some inkliug 
Give of the gaudy butterfly. 

A childish pleasure when a scholar 
V ju took in curls and fair lace-collar. 

Belike you never wore a queue ? 

T o-day close-cropped you meet n^y view. 

You look quite resolute^ quite valiant, but— 
Pray, don’t go home quite absolute. 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Old gentleman, we’re in the same old chamber, 
But times are changed since then, make no 
mistake! «. 

Sparc me your irony. Remember 
We’re wary now, and wide-awake. 

The artless, guileless youngster did you banter; 
What now-a-days none would adventure, 

It cost you little skill forsooth •! 

MEPHlSTOlPHELES. 

When unadulterate one tells to youth 
W’hat no wise suits the callow brood—the 
truth— 

But later, liuie as they love it, 

On their own tingling hide they rudely prove it, 
They flatter them it came from their own skull. 
Then is the cry : the master was a fool! 

B'tCCAl.AUREUS. 

Aye, or a rogue 1 What master hath the grace 
The truth outright to tell us to our face ? 

Each hath the wit to magnify, to minish, 
Earnest at first, jocosely shrewd to finish. 

To pious bairns. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, there’s a time to learn; 
You’re ripe yourself to teach though, 1 discern. 
Through many moons you have—nay, e’en a 
sun 

Or two, experience in plenty won. 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Exj)enence ! froth and foam alone, 

With mind not equal-born. Avow it, 

The thing that ever hath been known, 

It isn’t worth one’s while to know it, 

MEPHISTOPHELES, after a pause. 

I’ve had misgivings ! Now i feel 
I am indeed irtane and imbecile I 

BACCALAUREUS. 

I’m fain to hear it'! Now you’re talking sense ! 
At last a graybeard with intelligence 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

For golden treasure did 1 poke and proddle, 
And gained but sorry coals when all was done. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Confess it now, your pate, your old bald noddle 
Is worth no more than yonder hollow one ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, good-humoureclly. 

How rude thou art, my friend, dost scai’ce surmise. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

The mao that is polite, in German, lies! 

MEPHISTOPHELrS, 

^rolling himself in his chair nvlth castors 
ever nearer into the Proscenium^ 
addresses the Pit, 

Here am I reft of light and air, 1 wonder 
If I shall find asylum with ye yonder ? 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Presumption ! for a sorry respite, aught 
To wish to be, already being naught. 

Man’s life lives in the blood, ?.nd where foroooth 
Doth the blood stir and tingle as in youth ? 

Aye, that is living blood, with vigour rife. 

From life that doth create itself new life. 

All is astir there, something we attain, 

What weak, is falls, the strong cotnes on artiain. 
The while one lialf the world we’ve subjugated, 
Pray, what have ye done ? Dozed and cogitated 
And dreamed and balanced, plan and plan again. 
Old age forsooth is but a palsied ague. 

Where chill and want and ciotchets plague you. 
Have thirty years passed o’er your head 
Already you’re as good as dead. 

’Tweie best to knock you on the head right early. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This puts the devil out of office fairly. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Theie is no Devil, save I will it, 1 i 

MEPHISTOPHELES, aside. 

He’ll lay thee by the heels though, by and by' 

BACCALAUREUS. 

The noblest calling this for youthful wit^ 

The world was not, till I created it; 

’"1 was I that brought the sun up from the sea ; 
The Moon her changeful course began with me; 
Upon my paths Day decked herself; her bosom 
To welcome me, Earth filled with bud and 
blossom; 
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Upon my beck, in yonder primal night 
The glory of all the stars unfolded bright; 

Who, if not I, from all the bars unbound you 
That cramping thoughts Philistian welded round 
you ? * 

But 1, as bids my mind, unhampered quite, 
Blithely I follow mine own inner light, 

And with a rapture all mine own, swift onward, 
Darkness behind my back, I journey sunward. 

l£xU. 

MtPHlSTOPHELES. 

Original, go thy wuys in all thy glory! 

This truth to thee were purgatory; 

What man can think aught foolish, prudent aught, 
Save what the Past already thought ? 

With him weTe not endangered, though, assur¬ 
edly ; 

A year or two at most and things will mend, 
And though the must comport itself absurdly 
Yet will there be some wine i’ the end. 

ITo the younger part of the Pit <who do 
^ not applaud. 

I see my word hath left you cold. 

Ye artless bairns. Yet Pli not take it evil. 
Think though, the Devil is old; grow old 
If ye would understand the Devil. 


LABORATORY 

[[«« the medieval style; huge^ unwieldy 
apparatus, for fantastical purposes. 

WAGNER, beside the Jumace* 

The dreadful bell clangs out, and echo 
The sooty walls its long vibration. 
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The issue can no moie uncertain 
Remain of earnest expectation. 

The darkness lifteUi like a curtain. 

Now in the pliiaPs inmost chajpaber 
I'licje ^lows as 'twere a Jiving erfiber j 
Aye, like some carbuncle transcendent 
It flashes through the gloom resplendent. 

A dazzling light doth pierce the veil. 

O this rime, F ate, my efForcs further ! " 

Ah God! What rattles on the door there? 

Mephistopheles, 

\ 

* MLl-HlSTOPHELES. 

Fair welcome I N.iy, I mean you well! 

WAGNER, a/ix ifj US Iy . 

Fair welcome to the ruling star ! 

[^Softly. 

But woid and breath within the mouth fast bar. 
Soon is achieved a glorious undertaking. 

Ml THiSTOPHELES, more softly. 

What is it, pray ? 

WAGNER, more softly, 

A man is in the making. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A man ? And pray what couple tender 
Have ye shut up i* tlie chimngy theie ? 

WAGNER. 

Forbid it, God! The mode wherein man used 
to gender 

For idle folly we declare. 

The tender point wherefrom life sprang of yore, 
The gr^ious force that pressed from out iu coie, 
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And took and gave, itself to outline fated, 

First nearest, foreign then assimilated, 

Kow of its dignity is dispossessed ; 

And though the bvast still find therein a zest 
Fieiiceiorth must man with his great gifts aspiie 
Unio a purer origin and higher. 

liming to the furnace. 

It flashes, see ! Now verily hope flatters 
That when from niany hundred matters 
\Ve»by alloy—alloy is everything— 

Compound the human-matter througldvj 
And in a limbec sc?al it truly, 

And therein cohobate it duly, 

riic work we shrill to a good issue bring. 

\_ Turning again to the furnace 
It spcctis i The mass is clarifying, 

Assurance yet more sure supplying. 

Wliat man mysteiious in Nature once did hold 
To test it rationally we make bold, 

And what she erst constrained to organize. 

That do we bid to crystallize. 

MEPHlSTOPHELr-S. 

He that lives long, learns much, nor can there 
For him aught new befall ujion this world below. 
iiVlicady many a crystallized nnin ihcie 
I’ve lit on in my wanderings to and fro. 

WAGN LR, 

^•who Mis never diverted his attention 
from the phial. 

It rises, flashes, grows to one, 

A moment and the deed is done. 

A great design at first seems mad, yet we 
Henceforth at Chance will laugh, the sorry 
tinker! 
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And such a brain as thinks transcendently 
Henceforth shall likewise make a thinker. 

\_Loohmg at the phial in rapture 
The glass rings out with an entrancing might. 

It clouds, it clears, my fairest hopes approving. 
What dainty vision greets my sight ? 

A dapper manikin a-moving! 

What would we more, or what the world ? 
For here 

The secret lies to light unfolded. 

Unto this sound but give an ear, 

It turns to voice, to speech ’tiVi moulded. 

HOMUNCULUS, in the phial to Wagner. 

Well, fatherkin, how goes it? ’Twas no jest! 
Come, press me tenderly upon thy breast! 

But not too hard, for fear the glass should 
shiver. 

Things are so constituted ever; 

The Natural the world can scarce embrace, 

The Artificial needs a closed-in space. 

[^To Mephistopheles. 
What, thee, thou Rogue, Sir Cousin, here I 
see! 

At a most timely moment thank I thee. 

A happy fate hath led thee to our view; 

Since that I am, I must be doing too. 

Straight would I truss to work. What dost 
thou say to’t ? * 

Thou art the man to shorten me the way to’t. 

WAGNER. 

But one word more I This oft doth mortify me 
That young and old with endless problems ply 
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As mter altay how each with either 
Body and soul can fit so well together, 

And cling so close as would thej^ never sever 
Yet each to each make life a burden ever ? 

And then— » ’ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Stop there ! Ask rather each with either 
Why man and wife agree so ill together. 

My friend, *twiH ne’er be clear, howe’er thou 
fidget. 

Here’s work to dg—no better asks the midget. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

What is to do ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, pOWtlTl^ tO ll Sicie-doOT. 

Here do thou prove thy talent, 

WAGNER, looking enjer into thr phial. 

Forsooth thou art a charming JittJe caJJanti 
\^The side-door opens. Faust 1/ 
reclinu.g on the couch, 

HOMUNCULUS, ama’z.cd. 

Significant! 

\^rhe pipial slips from IVagner*s hands, 
hovers above daust and illumines 
him. 

Fair-encompassed! Limpid waters 
In a thick grovel Women, that disarray them ! 
Most beautiful are they of Beauty’s daughters, 

Yet radiantly fair doth one outweigh them. 
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Of highest heroes born, nay, God-born hapjy. 
Her foot she dips the bright pellucid pool in. 
The sweet lifer's flame that warms her form— 
how shapely !— ^ 

Within the wave^ enfolding crystal cooling. 

But what a rustle of pinions now swift-flashing 
Ruffles the polished glass 1 What rushing, 
splashing! 

Startled the maidens flee ; the queen their flight 
Shares not, but stands, nor needs with fear to 
wrestle, 

And with a proud and w6maKly delight 

She sees unto her knee the swan-prince nestle, 

Importunately tame. Now he grows bolder,- — 

But suddenly a vaporous cloud 

In thickly-woven gauze doth shroud 

The fairest scene ere had beholder. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Marry, what moonshine dost thou not narrate' 
Small as thou art, thou art a dreamer great. 
Naught see I— 


HOMUNCULUS. 

No ! The North thy heritage is 
Thy birth was in the misty ages, 

The waste of priesthood and of chivalry. 

And how should there thine eye be free ? 

Thou art at home but in the murky. 

\_L,ookin^ around him 

Dingy-brown stonework, mouldered, horrid, 
And Gothic-arched, ignoble, florid ! 

Awakes he here, new cares we\e got. 
Straightway he’s dead upon the spot. 
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His dream with sylvan springs beguiled him, 
And swans, and naked beauties. * Here 
How should he e’er have reconciled him, 
Where I, that Jejist am nice, scarce bear i 
Hence with him, now ! 

MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

I’d hear the means with pleasure 1 

• HOMUNCULUS. 

The warrior bid unto the fight, 

Lead thou the maid tb tread a measure, 

And straightway everything is righ*. 

To-day—it falls quite apposite— 

'Tis Classical Walpurgis Night; 

No fairer turn could Fortune play him, 

To his own element convey him. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The like I never yet have heard of! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Nay marry ^ Th4t how shouldst thou e’er get 
word of! 

Romantic spectres only fail in thy purview ; 

A genuine tpectre must be classic too. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Whith^^r our wav ? E’en in anticipation 
Are antique colleagues an abomination 1 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Northwestward, Satan, is thy pleasure-ground, 
Southeastward, though, at present aie we bound. 
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By a great plain, through thicket and through 
grove ^ 

Peneus flows, in still and^ humid reaches ; 

The champaign to the mountain-gorges stre'^ches,,, 
And old and new Pharsalus lies'above. 

MCPHISTOPHELEE. 

Alack! Away! Forbear of yonder squabble 
’Twlxt tyranny and slavery to babble ! 

It irks me. Scarce ^tis ended when de tiodo 
With the whole farce they start again ab ovo^ 
Yet none doth mark he i& but made a fool 
By Asmodeus, who the strings doth pull. 

They fight for freedom—so themselves they 
flatter— 

Slaves against slaves, if you but sift the matter. 

HOMUNCUI.US. 

Why let meij be, as is their nature, froward ! 
Perforce must each defend him as he can, 

From boyhood on—so will he grow to man. 
One question only at this time is toward. 

To heal this man. If any means thou see, 
Make proof of them ; if none, leave it to me. 

MFPHISTOPHILES. 

Plere many a Brocken-farce might tempt a trial, 
But heathen bolts are shot in stout denial. 

The Greeks were never good for much. ’Tis 
true 

With the free play of sense they dazzle you. 

To jocund sins they prompt man’s breast. 
Beshrew me 

If ours will ever pass for aught but gloomy * 
What next ? 



Pm 11 


113 


HOMUNCULUS. 

* 

Faith, thouirt not one^whom shyness 
twitches, 

And when I tonih upon Thessalian witches 
I think I have not spoke for naught. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, lustfully. 

Thessalian witches! They are persons, marry, 
For whom for long enough I’ve sought. 

Night after night with them to tarry 
Were scarce delectable, methought; 

To spy them, try them though— 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The knight enfold 

Within thy cloak, and make an end on’t! 

The rag, as it was wont of old 
Will one and other bear, depend on^t. 

Til light your path. 

WAGNER, anxiously. 

And I, pray ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Oh! 

Thou’It stay at home, most weighty work to do. 
’Fhe ancient parchments thou’lt unroll, fair father. 
The elements of life by precept gather, 

And each to other fit with foresight. Ponder 
The 'what, more to the ho*w thy thoughts apply. 
Whilst through a cantle of the world I wander 
Belike Til find the dot upon tlie I. 

Thus the great goal is reached—the cap 
Well-merited is this of such an earnest study 
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Gold, honour, fame, long-Hfe, and healthy body 
And knowledge too and virtue—by good hap i 
Farewell! * 

WAGNER, sadlyJ ^ 

Farewell! It racks me thihs to sever ! 
My heart inisgivts me ’tis tarcw^ell for ever! 


MEPHISTOPHELIS. 

Now to Peneus swift descend ! 

Sir Coz must not be underrated. 

[_ad Speetdiorts 

Mairy, at last we all depend 
On creatures that ourselves cieated. 


CLASSICAL WALPURGIS NIGHT. 

Pharsalian Plains. 

Dark ness, 

ERle'HTHO. 

To this night^s awful festival, as often now, 

Erichtho, come 1 liither, I the sinister, 

Yet not so loathsome as the pestilent poets me 

Surcharging slander. . . . Verily never know 
they bound 

In praise and censure. . . . Whitened o*er 
already seems 

The vale — a billowy sea of tents, gray- 
glimmering— 

The after-phantom of that careful dreadful night. 

How oft it hath recurred already, will recur 
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Through ages everlasting. . . . Each doth 
grudge the sway 

To other, all to him tliat won it forcefully, 

And forcefully doth wield it. Each that hath 
not wit 

His inner self to govern, all too fain would sw^y 

His neighbour’s purpose to his own imperious 
will. 

Here was a grei^t example to the issue fought, 

H ow violence encounters greater violence, 

How Freedom’s gracious, thousand-blos-'Cmed 
wreath is tofn. 

The unyielding laurel bent around the ruler’s 
brow. 

Here of his early greatness’ blossoming Magnus 
di earned; 

There, hanging o’er the tremulous balance, 
Caihar watched ; 

It shall be measured ! Verily knows the v/orJd 
w'ho won. 

The glowing watch-fires shoot red flamep, 
athwart the night. 

The earth exhales the after-glimmer ot shed 
blood. 

And by the night’s unwonted wizard-splendour 
lured, 

Assemble all the legions of Hellenic myth. 

Round all the fires waver fitfully, or sit 

In comfort, bygone ages’ fabulous phantasies. 

The moon, with orb imperfect, yet refulgent- 
bright, 

Arising, sheds around her softest radiance. 

The tents’ illusion vanishes, the fires burn blue. 

But overhead, what unexpected meteor! 
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It lightens and enlightens a corporeal ball. 

Ha, that is life I scent ! It seems me not, 
that am 

To life pernicious, living creat^ires to approach. 
It brings me evil fame and profit^th me not. 

It sinks already. Heedfully Fll step aside. 

\_MoH>es anvay. 

The aeronauts above * 

« 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Once again around Pll h6ver. 

O’er the flames and horrors eerie. 

In the vale I naught discover 
Save what spectral is and dreary. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As when through the window old I 
Gazed on Northern dread and gloom. 

Spectres wholly foul behold I, 

Here as there I am at home. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Lo, a tall gaunt figure stalking 
From us there with hasty stride! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Faith, as were she scared she^s walking; 
Through the air she saw us ride. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Let her stalk. Quick as thou’rt able 
Set thy knight.down ! I’ll be sworn, 

Life will, in the realm of fable 
Where lie seeks it, straight return. 
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FAUST 

Tas he touches the ground. 

Where is she ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

I’ve no inkling of it. 

But here methinks may’st ask with j)rofit. 
There’s time ere dawn to go with speed 
From flame to flame, enquiry making. 

Who to the Mothers ventured, need 
Recoil before no uildertaking. 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. 

On my own score I too am here. 

Yet alj to please it will be best, ’tis cleat 
That each the round of fires through 
His own adventures for himself pursue. 

Then once again our troop to muster, 

Little one, chiming let shine out thy lustre, 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Thus shall it flash, thus chime sonorous. 

-[[77;tf glass hums and flashes mightily^ 
Now on 1 New marvels lie before us. 

FAUST, alone. 

Where is she \—Now no further question 
make. . . 

Is it the glebe not, her that bare, 

Is’t not the wave that plashed to meet her there, 
The air at least it is, her speech ^that spake. 

Here by a marvel in the Grecian land, 
Straightway I felt the soil whereon I stand. 
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Through me, the sleeper, what a warm litc 
darted! 

So stand 1 like Antaeus, dauntless-hearted. 

And though the strangest here*I fnd assembling, 
This labyrinth of flames I Ml search untrembling ! 


MEPHisTOPHELES, prying around. 

And as from Hre to fire I wander aimless, 

I feel me wholly from my moorings drifted; 
Naked are most, but here'ancL there beshifted, 
The sphinxes unabashed, the griffins shameless, 
And what not all the eyeball, as it passes, 
Betressed, bewinged, from fiont or rearward 
glasses. 

*Tis true, we too at bottom are indecent, 

But the antique’s too lifelike to be pleasant. 
That ought one with the newest taste to master, 
With fashion’s thousand whims to overplaster. . 
A loathsome brood, yet since as guest I meet 
them 

I must not grudge in seemly wise to greet them. 
Hail ! ye fair women! hail ! ye sapient 
grizzles! 


GRiFriNt. snarling. 

Not grizzle:,! griffins! None is fain to hea’" 
Himself called grizzled. In each word still 
rings 

Some echo of the source wherefrom it spring?. 

tj-rcy, grueson., gn'm, grave&, grumpv, grhsiVj 
tally ’ o ry 

And chime togett’.er et ^oJogicallv, 
y et grate upon our ear_ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grif- pleases if in 
The honourable title heard of Griffin. 

t 

'I 

GRIFFIN 


^as aho*ve^ and so continually^ 

Of course! The kinship hath been proved to 
hold, 

Oft. chidden truly, yet more oft extolled. 

Grip then at maidens^ crowns and gold, you’ll 
find 

To him that grips is Fortune mostly kind. 


A\Ts, 0 / the colossal species 

Of gold you speak! In heaps once did we 
hoard it 

And secretly in cliff and cavern stored it. 

The Aiimaspijns have nosed it out, 

And borne it off, and now our grief they flout. 


GRIFFINS. 

Nay, never fear, wj’il bring them to confession 

ARIMASPIANS. 

r.ut not on this free festal night. 

’Twill be smuggled away ere morriing-i ght. 

W,, shall Carry it through on this occasioii. 


mpphistopheles, 

^*ivho has taken his seat bei^wet i the Sph.oxes 
I grow at home here. More by token 
1 understand each word they say. 



I 20 


Goethe’s Faust 


We breathe our spirit-tones unspoken 
And ye embody them straightway. 

Yet name thyseJf, until wc know'thee farther. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With many names folk think to name me. Are 
there 

But Britons here ? To travel is their role 
For ruined walls and waterfalls and traces 
Of fields of battle—classic muVjty places ; 

Here were indeed for them a worthy goal. 

They would bear witness too—me did they sec 
F the old stage-play as ^Old Iniquity, 

SPHINX. 

How came they thereto ? 

JAJiPHISTOPHELEi;- 

Nay, that puzzles me! 

SPHINX, 

May be ! Hast any planetary lore ? 

What sayst thou to the aspect of the hour ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The gelded moon shines bright, and helter- 
skelter 

Shoots star on star. I like my cosy shelter. 
And in thy lion’s-fur I snugly swelter. 

*Twere pity I should climb aloft to lose me. 
Some riddle, some charade at least propose me. 

^ English in the original. 
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SPHINX. 

Do thou express thyself—’twere riddle enough ! 
Resolve thine inmost essence! Thus—art heed¬ 
ful * 

IVhat pious man and nviched find like needful^ 

One for ascetic fence ^ as padded jacket^ 

And one as mate in riot and in racket. 

Both but to make Zeus merry. Can St thou 

crack it ? • 

FIRST,GRIFFIN, snarling. 

He likes me not! 

SECOND griffin, snarling mare fiercely 
What seeks he here ? 

BOTH. 

Foul monster, this is not his sphere! 

MEPHisTOPHELEs, brutally. 

Haply dost think thy guest would shrink from 
matching 

His nails with those sharp claws of thine at 
scratching. 

Well, try it then ! 

SPHINX, gently. 

Thou hast free leave to tarry 
Of thine own self thou soon wiF quit us, marry! 
At home thou livest in the lap of riot, 

Bat heie meseems thou art in sore disquiet. 
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MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

Thou art right appetising upwards from the 
bosom, 

But for the beast below thete,^fie! 'tis grue- 


SPHTNX. 

Thy coming, miscreant, thoiiMt rue full sorely. 
Our paws at least know no disease ! 

Thou with thy shrivelled pastern surely 
Within our league art ill ,at ease. 

[[Sirens preJudi overhead. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What birds are these that softly swinging 
Upon the river-poplars rest ? 


Have thou a care ! Ere now their singing 
Hath overcome the verv best. 


Ah ! why mar your taste completely 
Here 'mid monstrous marvels roaming r 
Lo! in hosts where we are coming, 

And with notes that blend full sweetly! 
Thus do Sirens come most meetly. 

SPFiNXES, mocliing them in the same rhythm. 

Bid them quit their perch where biding 
’Mid the branches, they are hiding 
Craftily their foul hawk’s talons. 
Wherewith will they, traitor-felons^ 

Rend ye if ye lend an car. 
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Hence with envy ! Hence with hatred 
Brightest pleasures cull we scattered 
Broadcast ’neath* the heavens’ blue sphere. 

On the earth and on the water 
Let such smiles as sweetest flatter 
Make the welcome guest good cheer. 

MSPHIbTOPHELES. 

Vhese are your precious airs new-fangled 
vVheie tone with tone is intertangh^d. 

The throat from out, from off the string. 

Tliev waste on me their caterwauling? 

Though round ray ear I f ’cl it crawling 
It reaches not the heart’s deep spring. 

SPHIVXl s. 

Thine heart, forsooth ! A heart dost caJ! it? 
Viiin word 1 A shrivelled leathern waller 
T(> match thy face were more the thing ! 

FAUST, cofvinrr for^.vard. 

How strange! It pleasures me to see thesf 
creatures— 

In the repellent great and nohje rc'^''!j‘’es! 

Mv heart aircadv bodes a favourmt fate. 

Me winther doth this solemn si<'ht translate ? 

1 

\_Pnhithi^:^ to the ^J'hwxeT. 
Before the like stood Oedipus, fate-driven ; 

]^Poiniin^ to the Sirens. 
Be :)re the like Ulysses in hempen bonds hath 
striven; 

Powirn'i to the Ants. 

^he highest treasure these of old did hoard ; 

\_Pomtin^ to the Griffins, 
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Which faithful and* unfailing these did ward. 

I feel there breathes a quickening spirit through 
me 1 

Great are the forms, great ijiemories bring they 
to me! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Once thou hadsL banned them from thy sight, 
and yet 

Now do they seem not ill-approved, 

For even monsters are well-met 
Where a man seeketh his bploved. 

FAUST, to the Sphinxes. 

Ye women-forms my questioning must stay. 
Hath one of ye seen Helena, 1 pray ? 

SPHINXES. 

We reach not down unto her generation. 
Hercules slew the latest of our ration. 

Chiron might give thee information. 

He gallops round upon this spectral-night; 

Will he but stand for thee, thoiiVt sped aright. 

SIRENS. 

E’en with us thou shouldst not miss it! 

With U3 when Ulysses tarried, 

Not disdainful past us hurried, 

He with tales beguiled his visit. 

All to thee we would discover 
Wouldst thou to our meads come over, 

To the green sea wouldst thou speed thee. 


Heed thee, noble Stranger, heed thee! 
Himself to bind Ulysses bade 
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Do thou let our good counsel bind thee. 

The lofty Chiron canst thou find thee 
All shalt thou learn, e’en as I said. 

> * Faust, 

TiiEPHiSTOPHELES, petulantly. 

What croaketh past with pinion-beat, 

So swiftly one can scarcely see’t. 

Each after other still doth fleet ? 

The very hunters would they weary! 


Winter’s wild blast alone is like them. 
Alcides' arrows scarce could strike then;. 
The swift Stymphalides, and cheery 
As unto friends their croaked salute, 

With beak of vulture and goose’s foot. 

Our circle fain they’d enter into, 

And thereby prove them of our kin too. 

MEPHisTOPHELES, as if intimidated. 
There hisses something else between them. 


For these, good sooth, thou need’sL not quake. 
These are the heads of the Dernaean snake, 
Cleft from the trunk, yet something still they 
ween them. 

Bur say, why dost thou stare and mutter ? 

Wiiat is it sets thee in a flutter ? 

Whither wouldst go? Away with thee! 

Yon chorus makes, as well 1 see, 

A wryneck of thee. Curb thee not! Away] 
Bo many a charming face thine homage pay. 
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The Lamiac, raie wanton lasses. 

With smiling bps and brazen faces, 

Such as the Satyrs’ taste most tickle. 

A goat-foot there at naught peed stickle! 

« 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ye’ll stiiy here though, that I may still be able 
To iind ye ? 


Aye ! Mjx with the airy rabble 
Long hath it been our wont*, horn L'gypt on, 
That such as we a thousand years should thj one 
And heed but how we lie—controller 
Ordained are we of lunar day and solar. 

Sitting at the doom of nations 
Here before the pyramids, 

War and peace and inundations 
Watch wc with unwinking lids. 


PENEUS SURROUNDED BY 
WATERS AND NYMPHS. 

PENEUS. 

Wakc, ye whispers of tlie sedges! 

Softly breathe, ye reed-fringed edges ! 
Rustle, willows of the river! 

Lisp, ye poplar-sprays a-quiver, 

To my rudely-broken dream ! 

Me the sultry air doth waken, 

Strange all-searching thrill hath shaken 
Fiom my sleep aad cradling stream. 
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FAUST, approaching the river. 

Err I not., a voice there harbours 
Deep within the pleached arbours 
Of these branches,* of these bushes, 

Human-sounding 'midst the rushes. 

Seems the wave a tittle-tattle, 

Seems the breeze a frolic prattle. 

NYlviPHs, to Fausi,, 

The best that could hap thee 
Vv^ere couched here’ to tarry, 

And quicken the cool in 
Thy members a-weary. 

In rest wouldsi thou lap thee 
'I’hat ever doth flee. 

We’ll rustle and ripple 
AiiJ murmur to thee. 


1 am awake 1 O still resplendent 

My sense enthrall, ye forms transcendent, ^ 

Such as mine eye doth plant ye there- 

Oh, what a wondrous thrill runs through me 1 

Come ye as dreams—as memories to me ? 

bucii bliss was once before thy share ! 

Athwart the cool of softly swaying 

Deep shadowy woods, come waters straying : 

Ko: rushing, rippling scarce they glide. 

A hundred fountains in one ringlc 
Pc’ lucid shallow pool commingle, 
bui bathing meet, fi om every side. 

The liquid mirror glasses double 
^ oung lusty woman-limbs, that trouble 
The eye with rapturous delight. 
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In fellowship then bathe they blithesome, 
Fearsome they wade, swim bold and lithesome, 
And end with shrieks and water-fight. 

These should content me; these with pleasure 
Mine eye should dwell upon at leisure. 

Yet forward still my mind doth long. 

Pierces my glance where yonder arbour*«r 
Luxuriant wealth of verdure harbours 
I’he lofty queen its shade among. 

O the marvel! Swans sedately 
With a motion pure and stately 
Hither swim from out the bays. 

In sweet consort softly sliding, 

Moving head and beak and gliding 
Proudly conscious of their grace. 

One with stately bosom swelling, 

In his pride his mates excelling, 

Sails through all the throng apace. 

Swells his plumage like a pillow ; 

Billow borne upon the billow 
Glides he to the holy place. 

His fellows in the glassy roomage 
Cruise with unruffled radiant plumage. 

Or meet in stirring splendid fray, 

Whereby to lure each timid maiden 
To quit her office, terror-laden 
And save herself, it save she may. 

NYMPHS. 

Sisters, lay yopr ears along 

This green bank the river bounding j 

Hear I—if I hear not wrong— 

As ’twere horses' hoofs resounding. 

Fain were i to know methought 
Who this night swift news hath brought. 
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FAUST. 

Sooth it seems to me as under 
Hurrying steed the earth did thunder. 

Thither niy *glance! 

O most propitious chance, 

Comes it already yonder ? 

Incomparable wonder 1 
A horseman canters up apace— 

Valour and wit look from his face— 

Borne on a horse of dazzling whiteness. 

I know him, err l.notj straightway, 

The famous son of Philyra ! 

Halt, Chiron ! Halt! A word of thy polite¬ 
ness ! 

CHIRON, 

What hast? What is’t ? 

FAUST. 

Bridle thy pace, and stay ' 

CHIRON, * 

1 tarry not! 

FAUST. 

Then take me with thee, pray 1 

CHIRON. 

M Dunt then ! So can 1 question thee at leisure. 
Whither away? Thou stand’st here on the 
sliore; 

I’ll bear thee through the stream, if such thy 
pleasure. 
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FAUST, mounfmg. 

Whither thou wilt. 1*11 th?ink thee evermore,~ 
The noble pedagogue, great man indeed,; 

That to his fame reared an heroic breed, 

The Argonauts, with deathless glory gilded. 
And all of old the poets’ world that builded. 


Nay, let that be ! As M('ntor none, 

Not Pallas'' self, is to be gratulated. 

ITey follow their own bent when all is said and 
done, 

As had they ne’er been educated. 


The leech that hath of plants all lore, 

All roots doth know unto their core, 

Plealth for the sick, the wounded ease did find, 
I clasp in might of body and of mind. 

CHIRON. 

Beside me was a hero hurt. 

Then aid and counsel could I tender. 

But in the end did I mine art 
To herbwives and to priests surrender. 

Thou art the genuine great man 
That word of praise ne’er hearken can. 

He shuns applause as naught his worth were, 
And bears him as his like on earth were. 

CHIRON. 

Thou seemest skilled with glozing matter 
People and prince alike to flatter. 
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FAUST. 

At least thou wilt not contravene 
'That thou the greatest of thine age hast seen, 
I'he noblest emijlaiied, spent thy days 
As seemed a demigod, in strenmjus ways. 

But tell me now, 1 pray thee, whom thou rarest 
of all the great heroic forms, the greatest. 

CHIKON. 

« 

Knch in the glorious federation 
Oi j\rgonauts was ^reat, in his own fashion. 

And by the power within him planted 

flic one might furnish what tiie o ner wanted. 

Vile Dioscuri ever did prevail 

V/here youthful bloom and beauty turn the scale ; 

Resolve and sudden deed for others’ weal 

To Boreas’ sons, a noble portion fell ; 

Refiecrive, stalwart, shrewd, in counsel schooled, 
Well-pleasing unto w'omcn, Jason ruled ; 

Tuen Orpheus,* tender, sunk in silent musing, 
i'o touch the Jute skilled beyond mortals’ using ; 
And Lynceus, that by day and night, keen-eyed 
Tiie sacred sliip through reef and shoal did 
guide. 

banger is iiieetest dared by banded brothers, 
for iiiub, the while one acts, applaud the others. 

FAUST. 

Of Hercules no mention niak’st thou ? 

CHIRON. 

Vlas, my longing wherefore wak’st thou ? 
iRioebus I ne’er had seen, nor yet 
'^‘t'en Ares, Hermes, whatsoever 
fhey call them, when mine eyes there met 
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What men as god-like still deliver ; 
King born, indeed, if any other, 

A youth most glorious to see, 

In thrall unto his elder brother ^ 

And to the fairest women he. 

His like will Gaia gender never. 

Nor Hebe lead to Heaven again. 

Vain is the minstrels^ li^gh endeavour, 
The marble do they rack in vain. 


Never, for all the marble broken, 

Hath sculptor wrought him so unique. 
Thou of the fairest man hast snoken— 

i 

Now of the fairest woman speak ! 


What! . . . Woman-beauty hath no savour^ 
Too oft a statue cold and stiff. 

Such being only wins my favour 
As wells with fresh and joyous life. 
Self-blessed is Beauty—cold and listless, 

'Tis grace alone that makes resistless, 

Ijike Helena, when her L bore. 

Faust. 

Thou bar’St her ? 


CHIRON. 

Aye, upon this croup. 


FAUST. 

Wildered enough I was before. 
But here to sit—it fills my cup ! 
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Her hands within mine hair she knit 
As thou dost. ^ 


Oh, now am I quite 
Beside myseJf! Pray teJl me how ! 

She IS the sum of my desiring. 

Her whence and whither barest thou ? 

CHIRON. 

Pll answer fain at* thy requiring. 

On that occasion had the Dioscuri 

From robbers’ hands their little sister freed ; 

But these, unused to be discomfited. 

Took heart, and after them they stormed in 
furv. 

ft 

The brethren in their hurried course did then 
The swamps beside Eleusis pen. 

The brothers waded through, I swam and 
paddled over. 

Then down she lighted, flattering 
My streaming mane, and chattering 
Sweet thanks, so winsome-wise so conscious- 
coy ! 

How charming was she! Young, the old 
man’s joy. 

FAUSr. 

But seven years old ! 

CHIRON. 

The doctors of philology 
Thee into error as themselves have led. 
Abnormal is the heroine of mythology. 
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She makes her erury at the poet’s need, 

Ts never adult, never old, 

Still appetising to behold, ♦ 

Is kidnapped young, still wooed beyond her 
prime : 

Einoiigh, the Poet is not bound by Time i 


tier too, then, let not Time have power to bind 
her I 

Did not Achilles, say, in<Pherae find her, 
Without the pale of Time ? O rarest chance ! 
Lo\e wrested even ’gainst Fate’s ordinance I 
And should cot 1, with mightiest yearning, 
charm 

Back into life the incomparable fo’-m ? 

Eternal Being, one with gods in essence. 

Though tender great, though high, of winnirig 
presence! 

Thou erst, and I to-day have looked on her, 

As fair as winsome, as desired as fair. 

My sense, my soul, she weavetli round for ever, 
I cannot brook to live, save I achieve her! 

CHIRON. 

Good stranger, now thou art what men call 
rapt— 

Demented, should we spirits deem more apt. 

It falls out w :Il to thy behoving 

That yearly bat few moments in my roving 

1 visit Aesculapius’ daughter, 

Manto. Hei hands unto her sire she reaches 
Mutely, and for his honour’s sake beseeches 
He would at length shine out upon the leeches’ 
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Pt'ack night, and turn them from their recklcfis 
slaughter; 

loved to me*of all the Sib^d-guild, 

No grinning mupiificr, but humanely mild. 

She wilTnot fail, so thou but tariy duly, 

With potent herbs and roots to heal ther 
throughly. 


FAUST. 

m 

I vserk not to be healed i Mv mind is valid, 
rhfi'i were I like the rest, rncarj-souled and 
squalid. 


CHIRON. 

Miss not the healino ot that gracious fount! 

o o 

We are upon the spot. Quickly dismount! 

FAUST. 

Through weirdest night, the shinrly waters o'er, 
':ay whither hast thou brouglit me, to what 
shore ? 


CHJRON. 

:iere Rome and Greece each challenged each 
in fight, 

Olympus sideways left, Pencus light. 

The greatest realm, in sand evanishing ! 
Triumphs the citizen and flees the king ! 

Look up, see looming close at hand 
The eternal temple in the moonlight stand ’ 

M\NTO, dreaming io herself. 

With horsc-hoofs bounding 
The holy-scat is resounding. 

Demi-gods come this way. 
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CHIRON. 

E’en 80 ! 

Ope but thine eyes, I pray! 

4 

MANTO, anvaking, t 

Welcome ! Thou dost not fail the tryst ? 

CHIRON. 

E’en as thy fane doth still subsist! 

MANTO. * 

■ 

What, all-unwearied still thou ridcst i 

CHIRON. 

As peace-immured still thou bidest, 

The while to circle is my glee. 

MANTO. 

I bide, and circles time round me. 

And him ? 


CHIRON. 

Him in its swirl hath brought 
The sinister night, with mind distraught. 
Helena sets his wits a-spinning, 

Helena bath he hopes of winning 
Yet knows not how to make beginning, 

Most worthy Aesculapian cure. 

MANTO. 

Him love 1 whom the impossible doth lure. 

^Chiron is already far trio ay 
Enter, thou shah be glad, audacious mortal! 
Leads to Persephone the gloomy portal. 
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Within Olympus’ hollow foot 

She hears by stealth the banned salute. 

Here did I smuggle Orpheus in of old. 

Use thou it better! In, be bold ! 

' \They descend. 


ON THE UPPER PENEUS 
AS BEFORE. 

, SIRENS. 

Plunge ye in Peneus’ flood ! 

Plashing may ye swim there meetly, 
Einking song to song full sweetly 
For the ill-starred people’s good. 

Without water is no weal. 

Should we now with all our legion 
For the Aegean quit this region. 

Every joy our bliss would seal. 

\JElarihquuhe. 

SIRENS. 

Foams the wave back to its fountains. 
Flows no more down fjom the mountains, 
Quakes the ground, the llood doth choke. 
Shore and shingle bursting smoke! 

Flee we, flee I Come, every one 
For the portent profits none. 

Hence, ye lordly guests and lightsome 
To the ocean-revel brightsome. 

Where the tremulous waves a-twinkle 
Swelling soft the shores besprinkle. 

There where Luna twofold gleameth, 

On us holy dew downstreameth. 
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Tlicre a &tiiruig life and cheeilul, 

Here an earthquake, grim and tearful 1 
All that wise are haste away 
For this piace doth strike dismay. 

f 

sriSMOS, rumhltng andgrumhUng donvn hcio’ix. 

Heave again with straining musoh*, 

With the shoulders shove and huiitic, 

So our way to light we jvistle, 

Wliere before us all must fly. 

SPHINXIiS. 

« 

What a sickening thrill llereundcr! 

What a dire and dreadful thunder ’ 

What a heaving, what a quaking, 
Rocking to and fio and shaking, 

What unbearable annoy ! 

Yet W'e bu ige not though the nethei 
Hell should ail bur^t foith togethei. 

Now a vaulting—O the wonder! 

Is upheaved. Aye, ’tis ycndei 
Ancient, gray with eld, that whilom 
Delos’ is’e for an asylum 
Unto one in travail gave, 

Thrust it up from ’neath the WMve. 

He with striving, heaving, rending, 
Arms a-strain and shouldeis bending, 
Heaves up, Atlas-like in gestuic, 

Earth with all her verdant vesture, 

Sand and land and grit and gravel, 

All our river’s tranquil level. 

Thus the valley’s placid cover 
Rives and rends he cross-wise (;vcr. 
Like a caryatid colossal 
Straining still without reposal, 
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He upholds a dread stone-scaflold. 

Breast-deep still, yet still unbaffled. 

Here though must he make cessation, 

Sphinxes now have ta’en theii station. 

SEISMOS. 

You must confess, that little inaitei 
1 did mvself, of allies bare, 

And did ] not jk) batter and so clatter 
Pray how weie this your woild so fair: 

How would your mount ains tuWer abo^e t'oert 
In clear-ies}tlendent ethej-hlue, 

Had 1 not laboured them to shote there 
For picturesque-enrapturcd view, 

Whenas with Titans leagued defi. nt 
Beiore the primal fathers of the world. 

Chaos and Night, I bate me dike a giant 
And Pelion and O ssLi hurled as a ball is hurh^' 
d'hus did we wanton on in youthful jia 'sioji, 
Then weary of the S])ort did clat) 

U])on Parnassus* brow, in imj>ious fas)don 
Tlie rnoLiniains tv.'aln, in guise of double-cap- 
Apollo novv dwells blltbciy yonder, 

^Vith the blest Muses’ choir. ’Twas I 

I'or Jove himself, with all his bolts of tliundei, 

Tliat heaved the regal chair on high. 

So now with effort superhuman 
I thrust me up from out the abyss. 

And loudly to new life 1 suilmiou 
Glad dwellers to my Paradise. 

SPHINXFS. 

All that here hath been upcastled 
Must we needs esteem primeval. 
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Had we seen not how it wrestled 
Forth from earth in rude upheaval. 

The bosky woods up to the summit creep 
And still impetuous crowds r*teep on steep. 
What cares a Sphinx for such''a bubble? 
Hb in our holy seat it shall not trouble 1 

GRIFFINS. 

Gold in tinsel, gold in spangle 

See I gleam through chink and angle, 

Le not robbed of such a booty! 

Emmets up, and do your duty 1 

CHORUS OF hMMETS. 

As the gigantic brood 
Heaved it on high there, 
Twitter-fect, antic brood. 

Speedily'fly there ! 

Out and in merrily i 
In each such crevice 
Every crumb verily 
Worthy to have is. 

Tiniest particle 
Must ye discover; 

Search by the article 
Under and over. 

Be brisk and bold alone 
Hosts without number I 
Garner the gold alone. 

Let go the lumber. 

GRIFFINS. 

In ! In ! Heap gold without a pause, 
And we thereon will clap our claws ! 

Bolts are they that all bolts excel. 

The rarest treasure is warded well. 
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PIGMIES. 

Hece We stand past all denying 
Knowing not how that did fall. 
Whence w,e came, refrain from prying 
For we •are here once for all ! 

Lo, in every land and any 
Life may joyously expand. 

Where there yawns a rocky cranny. 

Is the dwarf too straight at hand. 
Dwarf and dwarfess, gird ye speedy. 
Every pair a paragon. 

Was’t in Paradise already 

Thus ? That know I not for one. 

To our star glad thanks we render 
For we think us highly blest. 

Mother Earth doth joy to gender 
In the East as in the West. 

DAKTYLS. 

Hath in one night Dame Earth 
The little ones brought forth. 

The less she will beget too, 

And each will find his mate too. 

ELDEST OF THE PlGMll-S. 

Haste yc in seizing 
Seat that is pleasing. 

Busily bustle 
Speed against niu.scle i 
Peace is still with ye I 
Build ye the smithy 
Where may be shapen 
Harness and weapon ! 
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Emmets a-fluster. 

Swarm ye and cluster 
Metals to muster ! 

Dakt)^Is come streantln)^, 

Tiny but teeming, 

Briskly bestir ye, 

Fire-wood ye ! 

Heap in a pyre 
Smouldeiing tire, 

Charcoal prepare yc 1 

• 

Cl 

G? NKRALISSIMO. 

With bow and arrow 
Search every narrow ! 

Every mere on 
Shoot me the heron. 

Numberless nesting tlicre, 
Haughtily bieavSting theiv'. 

All in one doom. 

Shoot all and slay all, 

Es to array all 
In iieim and plume. 

EMMETS AND DARTYLS. 

W! io now' will i>ave us i? 

Iron we get to 
Cl uins to enslave us. 

"I’lme is not yet to 
Show us dehant, 

Therefore be pliant! 

the cranes of jp\cus. 

Murderous outcry, death-shneks uttered 
Beating pinions fcarfui-fluttcrcd. 
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What a moaning, what a cry 
To our heights doth pierce tl)e sky ! 

All have fallen in the slaughter, 

Crimsoned with tl?eir blood the water. 

Greed misshapen, foul and cruel 
Robs the herons’ fairest jewel. 

On the helm I see it wave theie 

Of yon fat-paunch, crook-leg knave there. 

Yc that in our train are fellows. 

Linked faiers of the billows. 

Ye we call. Avenge them dea rly 
For the cause doth’touch ye nearly. 

L,et none grudge or strength or blood? 

Hate eternal to tins brood! 

\^rhey scatter croaling in the air. 

j 

mfphistophei.es, in the plain. 

Well know T how to master Northern witches, 
Ikit with these foreign phantoms ever soiiic 
hitch is. 

Give me my Blocksbcrg for a revel-rout! 
Where’er one is, one knows one’s way about, 
Dame Ilsa watches for us on her Stoncy 
And Henry will be glad his Height upon. 

I he Snorers snort, ’tis true, at Miseryy 
Bat in a thousand years no change we see. 
Here’s ticklish going. Here you never know 
When bladder-like the earth beneath will blov^ 
1 stroll light-hearted through a shallow cup 
lA ;ien suddenly behind my back starts up 
A mountain—hardly to be called a mountain, 
truly. 

Yet from my Sphinxes me to sunder throughly 
'Juire high enough. Still dicker fires yonder 
Adowu the vale, and flame around the wonder. 
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Still dance and float before me, llee and woc> 
With knavish jugglery the wanton crew. 

After them softly ! Pampered with too much 
plenty, 

Whatever it be, one snaps at every dainty. 

LAMiAE, dranvmg JVlephistopheles nflsr them 

Swift, swifter evei, 

And never weary ! 

Then again staying,' 

Prattling and playing ! 

It is so merry,' 

The old Deceiver, 

Thus to decoy him. 

To penance fitting 
He comes unwitting. 

With stiff foot hobbling. 

Stumbling and wabbling. 

He trails his foot— 

The while we fly him— 

In vain pursuit. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Curst fate! That man so great a gull is • 
From Adam on poor cozened culliet,! 

Years get we all, but wisdom who? 

Wert not already fool enow ? 

We know they’re worthless, all the spat and 
spawn. 

With painted faces and with waists tight-drawn. 
Naught wholesome to requite us have they 
gotten, 

^Grasp where you will, in every member rotten. 
We know it, see it, with the hands can gripe it. 
Yet dance the measure a^ the jades do pipe it. 
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LAMIAE, halting. 

Halt! He bethinks him, falters, stands. 

Counter him, thaj; he slip not from your hands I 

* 

MKPHiSTOPHELES, Striding on. 

On ! In the web of doubt and cavil 
Thyself not foolishly perplex. 

For were not witches, who the devil 
I'o be a devil himself would vex ? 

LAMiAE, most graciously. 

Round about this hero go we ! 

Love for this or that will glimmer 
Soon within his heart, that know we. 

MtPHlSTOPHELLS. 

Seen by this uncertain shimmer 
Comely wenches truly seem ye 
And 1 would not discsteem ye. 

tMPUSA, intruding. 

Nay, nor me ! As such, I pray you, 

Let me join your train ! What say you ^ 

LAMIAE. 

In our circle is de trop. 

Laci slie spoils our sport, I vow’ 

EM PUS A, to Mephistopheles. 

Lmpu‘vi, thy fair sib, the sweeting 

^'^^lth Foot of Ass, doth give thee greeting. 

Naught hast thou but a horse's foot. 

And yet, Sir Cousin, fair salute ! 
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MEPHISTOPHEL.LS. 

1 looked to meet but straogers thorough 
And find near kinsfolk to my sorrow. 
Nay, as an ancient book doth us, 

''lbs : Kinsmen all from Harv^ to Hell. is.. 

KM PUS A. 

IVe wit to act with swift decision, 

In many a shape could meet the vision, 
But in your honour for the nonce 
1 choose to don the ass’s s'conee. 

Ml PHISTOPHLLES. 

These gentry, now, that’s clear as waier. 
Count kinship ior no jesting matter, 

Vet \ou, hiir Coz, I can’t d.fer to. 

The ass’s head I’d lain demur to. 

LAM IA K. 

This foul hag heed not I She doth scare 
Whatever comely seems and fair. 

What fair and lovely was btdort, 

She comes, and lo ! it is no more. 

MEPHISTOPHJ'LES. 

And ye, fair cousins, though so tendei, 
So languishing, all doubts engender. 
Behind your cheeks’ alluring roses 
I fear there luik, too, metamorphos£^>* 

LilMIAE. 

Come, try thy fortune ! We are many^ 
Dip in, and fortunt hast thou any 
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Snap up such lot as seems moit fair. 

What means thy wanton ritornello ? 

Thou art a sorry wooer, fellow. 

For all thy briig'and swashing air i 
Now with our concourse doth he mingle. 

Now put your masks off, all and single, 

Lay each in turn her natuie baie! 

'MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I choose the fairest, glad and gleesome. 

* ’ \_Emhrac\ng her. 

Aiack-a-day, the withered besom ! 

filing tinother. 

Well, what of this one? Out, thou blot! 

LAMJAE, 

Deserv'st thou better ? Think it not > 

MEPHlsrOPHELFS. 

The little one 1*11 try. The wizard ! 

There slips she through my hand a liz ird, 

Ar.d serpent-like her glossy braid. 

The long one, then, she’s worth the clipping. 

Woe’s me, a thyrsus-stock I’m gripjiing— 

A fir-cone stands in lieu of head ! 

How will it end ? Come, the' c’s a tat one, 

Perchance I’ll cool my dame wiih that one ! 

10 

I’ll try my luck jnst once again. 

Right squabby, flabby! An Oriental 
To buy the like would pawn a rental. 

Woe’s me, the pufF-hall cracks in twain ! 

LAMIAE. 

Scao^er asunder, swoop and hover 
In blackest fl’ght, like lightning, over 
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ThivS interloping witch’s son ! 

In fitful wheels strike horror utter, 

On silent pinion bat-like flutter, 

He’s quit too cheap when alt is done. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wisdom, it seems, I’m still gone little forth in. 
Absurd is’t here, absurd the North in. 

The spectres here as there bizarre. 

The people and poets tasteless are. 

A mask, as everywhere doth chance 
Is here an emblematic dance." 

At comely masking-trains I grasped— 

I thrill to think what things I clasped. 

Yet fain I’d lend me to their cheating 
Did the delusion prove less fleeting. 

hi? *way amongst the rock 
Where am I ? W^hcre’s the outway ! How ! 
This was a path, a horror now ! 

A heap of stones! Why, what-a-devil, 

When 1 came hither the road was level! 

I clamber up and down in vain, 

My sphinxes how to find again ? 

Plague take it, this beats all outright 1 
What, such a mountain in one night! 

Well, for a witch-ride, that’s a topper! 

They bring their docksberg on the crupper i 

OREAD, yrom the natural chjj. 

Up hither, up I My mount is old. 

And still doth keep its primal mould. 

Honour the nu!e clifT-stair ascending. 

Last spur of Pindus, far-extending- 
Already thus firm-stablished 
I stood as Pompey o’er me fled- 
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That f'abric of a dream will fade 
At cock-crow with the nightly shade. 

The like childs’ fables oft I see arise 
And perish in Jikfe sudden wise. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Honour to thee, thou reverend head, 

With lofty oak-crown chapleted ! 

The moonshine, most transcendent-bright, 

Cm pierce not to thy sombre night. 

But lo, hard by ajight doth glide 
With modest glow the copse beside. 

Well, well, how oddly things fall out! 
riomunculus, beyond a doubt! 

Whither away, my tiny rover ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

From place to place I flit and hover, 

■\nd fain would I in the best sense exist. 
Impatiently I long my glass to shiver. 

To risk me though I do not list 
In aught I yet have seen. However 
To thee a secret IMl deliver. 

Pm on the track of two^tphilosophers. 

I listened. Nature ! Nature ! dinned mine ears, 
I will not part me from them, seeing 
That they, if any, must know earthly being, 
And thus, no doubt, I shall possess me 
At last, of whither I had best address me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Best do it at thine own expense I. 

For ever^ where phantoms gather together 
Is the philosopher welcome thither, 
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And with his art and favour to elate you 
A dozen new ones he”!! create you. 

Save but thou err thou’lt ne^er attain to sense. 
Exist, if needs must, at thine own expense! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Good counsel though a man should never scout. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

4 

Then get thee gone! We’ll,see how it turn' 
out. 


[] They part. 


ANAXAGORAS, to Thahs. 

Thy stubborn mind will never bow it, 
But this at last convinces thee, avow it! 


THALES. 

The wave to every wind bows fain enough, 

But from the rugged cliff it holds aloof. 

ANAXAGORAS. 

This cliff w'as born of hery vapour fumid I 

THALES. 

Ik 

The Living first existed in the Humid 1 

HOMUNCULUS, let’Wren the t'wo, 

Suffer me by your side to go. 

Myself would fain exist, you know. 

ANAXAGORAS. 

O Thales, such a mount at any time 
Hast thou in dne sole night brought forth fiom 
slime ? 
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i THALES. 

Nature, and Nature^s tide of life smooth-tfow- 
ing 

Naught recks of days* and nights* and seasons’ 
going. 

o o 

Hat h several form she frames, a guiding fate. 
And *tis not violence, e*en in the great. 

THALES. 

• 

Bui here it was ! Plutonic frenzied fire, 

Aeolic vapours* force explosive, dire, 

Broke through the level earth*s primeval crust 
That a new mount perforce was straight up¬ 
thrust. 


THALES. 

vVell tlien, what wider issue doth it boot? 

It IS there, well and good! In such dispute 
A man with time and leisure doth but palter. 
And leads withal but patient folk i* the halter. 

ANAXAGCJRAS. 

Tiie mount beais myrmidons in bevies 
To people every rocky crevice, 

As pigmies, emmets, thumblings, farther 
Sv.ch liny creatures, all astir there. 

Homvnculus. 

Bo a great end hast ne*cr aspired. 

But, hermit-iike, hast lived retired. 

1 unto lordship thou canst use thee 
As crowned king 1*11 have them choose thee. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Approves my Thales ? 
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THALES. 

Not a tittle i 

With little folk one’s deeds are little, : 

With great the small doth great‘become. 

Lo, where the people, panic-smittcn, 

The thunder-cloud of cranes doth threaten, 

Apd o’er the king like fate would loom. 

With piercing bills and rending talons 
Down swoop they on the tiny felons. 

The lightning flashes, boding doom. 

The herons inifiious guilt'did'slaughter, 

Girt in their still, peace-hallowcd water ; 

But yonder shower of murd’rous engines 
Genders a crop of bloody vengeance. 

Excites the wrath of kindred blood 
Against the pigmies’ guilty brood. 

Shield, helm and spear, what profit these \ 

How will the heron-crest avail them ? 

Daktyl and emmet swift conceal them ! 

The army waveis, breaks and flees. 

ANAXAGORAS, after a pause^ solemnly. 

The powers subterrene erstwhile adoring. 

This crisis in, I turn above imploring. 

O Thou that agest not eternally, 

Three-named, three-formed, enthroned super- 
nally, 

Thee in my people’s woe I call on, Thee ! 
Diana, Luna, Hecate! 

Thou bosom-lightener, profoundly pensive one! 
Thou tranquil-brightener, mighty-intensive one ! 
Open thy shadow’s awful gulf alone ! 

Thine ancient might without a spell make known. 

Pause, 
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Am I too qtiickly heard ? 

Hath my prayer 
To yonder sphere 

The constapt course of nature stirred ? 

And greater r/ears, and ever greater grown 
The goddess’s ensphered throne. 

Unto the eye appalling, dire! 

And reddens luridly its fire 1 
No nearer, menacing-mighty Round, 

Ourselves and land and sea thou wilt confound! ‘ 
’Tis true then that Thessalian sorceresses, 

In impious magical excesses 
Down from thy path with charms compelled 
thee 

And to pernicious uses held thee? 

The lucent shield hath veiled it darkling! 

What sudden rending, flashing, sparkling! 

What crackling, hissing 1 What a thunder, 

And what a monstrous wind thereunder ! 
iVfore the throne ! Down humbly thither ! 
f orgive ! ’Tis I have called it hither ! 

[*//?rowj himself upon his jnee 

THALES. 

Nay, what not all this man hath seen and heard! 
As to what chanced myself am hazy, 

Neither hath my sensation squared 

With his. Let us confess the hours are crazy. 

And Luna in her place doth soar 

All unconcerned as heretofore. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Glance at the Pigmies’ seat. I vow 
The mount was round, ’tis pointed now. 
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I heard a most portentous rumbling, 

Down from the moon the rock, came tumbling. 
Nor question made, but straightway shattered 
Both friend and foe, as nothing i^attered. 

Yet must I view such arts with wonder 
As straight, with power creative fraught. 

At once from over and from under 
Tim mountain in one night have wrought. 

I 

THALES. 

Pray be at case. It was but thought. 

The odious brood! E’en let'them ao ! 

'Tis well thou wert not king, I trow. 

On to the glad sea-feast! A wonder 
Is hoped for and is honoured yonder. 

MEPHiSTOPHELFs, clambering up the opposite side. 

Of steep cJlfF-stairways must I needs avail me, 
Through stubborn roots of ancient oak-trees trail 
me. 

Ul >on my Harz, the resinous reeks 
Savour of pitch, and tliat enjoys my favour— 
Next after sulphur. Here amongst the GreeVs 
Scarcely I scent a trace of such a flavour. 

Yet were I curious to make enquiry 
Wherewith they feed hcIl-flamcs and torture- 
flerv. 

j 

DRYAD. 

In homespun wisdom hug thvself at home ! 
Thou art not shrewd enough abroad to roam. 
Let not thy fancy homeward stray unrulv— 
The holy oak’t, high worth here honour duly. 

mfphistophfles. 

We think upon the thing we miss, 
vVhat we were used to still is Paradis- ! 
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But say what in the cavern there 

In dim uncertain twilight threefold cowers? 

DRYAD. 

The Phorkyaefs ! Approach them, if thou dare 
And speak, chills horror not thy powers. 

MEPHTSTOPHELI S. 

Why not, pray ?* What, I gaze on aught with 
wonder ? 

But needs I must confess, for all my pride 
The like of that I never eyed. 

'Tis more than mandrakes, what is yonder! 

Will now the sins esteemed most hatcfi! 
Henceforth apj)ear aught else but grateful, 

This Threefold Horror hath one spied ? 

We would not suffer them set foot in 
Our direst Plell, yet here they root in 
! he land of Beauty, land unique 
I'hat boasting styles itself antique. 

They seem to scent my presence, stir and bristle, 
i>il>e very vampire-bats they squeak and whistle. 

PHORKYADS. 

Sifters, give me the eye to reconnvutre 
vSu near our temple who doth dare to loiter. 

MEPHISTOPHFLLS. 

^iost honoured dames, let me without restriction 
Vpproach and take your threefold benediction. 
As yet unknown ha])Iy I seem insistent, 

P'ut soo^h to say, a kinsman I, though distant, 
fime-honoured gods have I beheld t-rc now. 

To Ops and Rhea bowed my deepest bow. 
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The Parcae too, your sisters. Chaos-born, 
Yesterday saw I or the other morn. 

Upon your like though never have I glanced, 
Silent I gaze, and feel myself entranced,' 

t ■ 

PHORKYADS. 

He lacks not sense, this spirit, of all things ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

1 marvel though, that ye no poet sings! 

But say, how came it, how could that befall ? 
Sculptured ne’er saw I ^e, most reverend of all I 
Ye to attain the chisel should be zealous. 

Not Juno, Pallas, Venus, and their fellows. 

PHORKYADS. 

Sunken in solitude and stillest night 
The three of us have never thought of it, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How should ye either? Fiom the world wiili- 
diawn 

No one ye see, yourselves arc seen of none. 

Ye ought to dwell where art and splendour 
throne them 

Upon one, scat, and all as sovereign own them, 
Where nimbly every day in double step 
A block of marble into life doth leap 
As hero, where— 


PHORKYADS. 

Hush ! Teach us not to covet 
What better were we knowing better of it. 
We, born in Night, to Night akin withal, 

To ourselves almost, and quite unknown to alP 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In such a case that is of import slender. 

Himself to others can a man surrender. 

Ye thi ee one eye,.,one tooth sufhceth well. 

'Twere mytholdgically feasible 

Tn two, of three to concentrate the essence, 

And cede me of the third the outward presence 
-'or a brief space. 

ONE. 

Ts't feasible in truth, 

"listers ? * 


THE OTHERS. 

We’Jl try, but not with eye and tooth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ve take away the best by such restricture 
And render faulty the austcrest picture. 


squeeze one eye up, 'tis easy. Let one fang 
At the same time thy nether-lip overhang. 
And in the profile wearing such a semblance, 
Thou’it straight attain a sisterly resemblance. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You flatter ! Be it so ! 

PHORKYADS. 

So be it ! 

MFPHiSTOPHELES, as Phorkyos in profile. 

Done ! 

‘“leic stand I, Chaos’ well-beloved son ! 
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PHORKYADS. 

And Chaos’ true-born daughters we undoubted. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

t 

O fie ! Hermaphrodite must I be flouted ! 

PHORKYADS. 

In the new triple sisterJiood what beauty! 

Two eyes, two teeth ! Fair sisteis I salute ye 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now must I shun all eyes, fcTrgo all revels. 

And in Hell-sump strike terror to the devils! 

Ih X j * 


ROCKY COVE OK THE AEGEAN 

vSEA. 

T/j£ moon abjJing in ihe zeriuh. 


SIRENS 

\j:o-iichcd round about cr. the cldd 
Jluting and 

If of yore, in dread nocturn.il, 

Did d'hesrialian hags infcinal 
Impiously draw down thy yellow 
Oib, look softly on tlic mellow 
Splendour of the tremulous billow 
Myriad-twinkling, from the vaulted 
Night where thou dost sit exalted. 

Shine upon this shoal that rise 
From the waves, to thee all-duteous ! 

Gracious be, O Luna beauteous ' 
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NEREIDS AND TRITONS, as sea-mofisters. 

Let your songs more shrilly sounding, 

O’er the wide waste sea resounding. 
Summon ^Ocean’s denizens. 

We from sullen tempest-swollen 
Surge to stillest deeps had stolen ; 
Winsome song does charm us thence. 

Lo, with chains of gold, entranced 
We our beauty have enhanced ; 

And from jewelled clasp and cinctuie 
Crowns and gems of myriad tincture 
We have wrought, your treasurc-trove. 
Sunken wealth that ocean swallows 
Ye for us unto these shallows 
Charm, ye daemons of our cove. 

SIRENS. 

Swaying smooth in Occar/s coolnesi, 

Fishes revel in the fulness 
Of a life tliat knows not care. 

Yet ye troops that briskly move yc 
Festal dight, to-day come prove ye 
That ye moie than fishes are. 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS, 

Ere unto this spot we hied us 
Thought of that hath occupied us. 

Sisters, brothers, fleetly fare : 

Far to-day ye need not travel 
Proof to give beyond all .ca\il 
That ye more than fishes are. 

\^ 'hcy iiD im g/J. 
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SIRENS. 

Away in a trice 

To Samothrace as the sea-bird flies 
With favouring breezes they fa.c, 

But what they would seek is a query 
In the lealm of the lofty Kabiri. 

Gods are they, such as were never; 
Themselves engender they ever 
And never know they what they arc. 

Graciously on thine height 
Winsome Luna, stay thy light. 

That the night not vanish, 

Nor the daylight us banish. 

THALES, on the shore to Homunculus. 

Thee fain to ancient Ncreus would I lead. 
Nor from his cavern are we far indeed. 

A stubborn temper though hath got 
Yon crusty crabbed vinegar-pot, 

Nor can the whole of human-kind 
Do aught to please his spleenish mind. 

Yet lies the future bare unto him 
Wherefore with reverence all woo him 
And show him honour in his post. 

And many he warned to their behoof. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

WeMl knock and put it to the proof. 

Not straightway glass and flame ’twill cost. 

NEREUS. 

Is’t human voices that mine ear hath heard ? 
Straightway to wrath my deepest heart 
stirred! 
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Creatures that would be gods by high endeavour 
Yet doomed to dwell in their own likeness ever. 
^Twas mine long years since like the gods to 
rest ♦ 

Yet must I seek to benefit the best, 

And looked I on the finished deed, ’twas even 
As never at all my counsel had been given. 

• THALES. 

Yet, Ancient of the Sea, in thee we trust. 

Th* Sage art theu—Us hence do thou not thrust. 
Look on this flame, of human semblance truly. 
Yet to thy counsel doth it yield it wholly. 

NEREUS. 

Counsel! was ever man by counsel bidden f 
A prudent word sleeps in the stolid ear. 

Though oft the deed itself hath grimly chidden 
The folk are still as stubborn as they were. 

Paris I warned, as might a sire nis child, 

A foreign woman ere his lust beguiled. 

Boldly upon the Grecian shore he stood j 
Him I foretold what in my mind I viewed. 

J^he reeky air, shot through with ruddy glow, 
Tlic beams ablaze, murder and death below— 
Troy\s Door'day, wrought into immortal rliynie, 
The terror and the theme of endless time. 
Shamelesa! Him seemed a jest the old man't 
tale! 

His lust he followed, and high Ilium fell, 

A giant-corpse, stark from long agony 
Where Pindus' eagles glutted them in glee. 

U1 ysses too, foretold 1 not to him 
The wiles of Circe and the Cyclops grim, 
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His tarrying and his comrades’ levity 
And what not all ? What boot of it had he ? 
Till much betossed, yet late enough, him bore 
The billows’ favour to a friendly shoie. - 

THALES. 

The wise man such behaviour needs must pain, 
The good man though will try yet once again. 
A dram of thanks, him mightily to pleasure, 

A hundredweight of unthanks will outmeasure. 
Hear but our suit ! No trifling matter is’t. 

The lad there longeth wisely to exist. • ' 

NERFUS. 

Away 1 My rarest humour do not mar ! 

Far other on this day my projects are. 

The Horids have I bidden to these waters. 

The Graces of the sea, my winsome daughteis. 
No form Olympus, none your earth doth bear 
That moves so daintily or is so fair. 

From the sea-dragon with most winning motion 
They leap on Neptune’s coursers, in the ocean- 
Their element, so daintily at home 
They seem to float upon the very foam. 

In Venus’ iridescent shell-car gliding 
Comes Galatea now, the fairest, riding, 

She that herself, since Cypris from us fled. 

In Paphos is as goddess honoured, 

And now in sweet divinity doth own 
As heiress, temjde-town and chaiiot-throne. 

Hence ! In this father’s hour of gladness :>rnilinr,i 
Hatred ill seems the heart, the mouth reviling. 
Away to Proteus! Ask that wizard-elf 
How one can best exist and change oneself, 

\JtIe movf’s off tonvards the sea. 
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THALES. 

We have, forsooth, small profit of that cast, 
And meet we Proteus, stiaight he’ll melt 
asunder;* 

And should he stand, he will but say at last 
What strikes the mind with wilderment and 
wonder. 

But once for all, such counsel dost thou need ; 
Try we our luck and on our journey speed I 

IThey fwlthdrani'. 

■ 

SIRENS, aho’ve on the cliff's. 

Afar what see we furrow 
Its path the surges thorough, 

As by the breeze urged forward 
White sails were gliding shoreward. 
Suffused with light transcendent 
Like mermaidens resplendent ? 

Now cjuickly down be climbing. 

Ye hear their voices chiming ! 

NhRElDS AND TRITONS. 

We bear in our hands a treasure 
That all shall give you pleasure. 

Chelone’s shell gigantic 
Gleams with a group authentic. 

Gods are they that we bring ye. 

Now festal songs come sing ye. 

4 SIRENS. 

Small of height. 

Great of might, 

Helpers when shipwreck rages, 

Gods honoured in primal ages. 
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NFREIDS AND TRITONS. 

W^e bring ye the ICabiri 

With a tranquil feast to cheer ye. 

For where they reign ausp?diou8 
Is Neptune's sway propitious. 

SIRENS. 

Aye, that we'll back. 

Went a ship to wrack 
With might resistless you 
Delivered still the crew. 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

Three have we brought, we could not 
The fourth, for come he would not. 
Himself the true one call he did, 

And said the thinking for all he did. 

SIRENS. 

A god without a doubt 
A god may flout. 

All good poweis revere ye, 

Every mischief fear ye! 

NFREIDS AND TRITONS. 

Seven are they rightly, marry. 

SIRENS. 

Where do the three then tarry ? 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

That can my wit not compass! 
Enquire within Olympus. 

The eighth beeth haply there too, 

Whom none hath tliought of hereto ! 
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By us as helpers greeted, 

But all not yet completed. 

These the Unexplainable, 

Forward still* are yearning, 
Hunger-bitten, ever-burning 
For the Unattainable 

SIRENE. 

Wherever may 

Be a throne, we pray, 

By night and.day. 

For that doth pay. 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

How passing high our praise hath shone 
That with this feast we cheer ye 1 

SIRENS. 

The heroes of ancient days 
Now fail of their praise, 

Wiiere and howe’er it shone, 

Since they the Golden Fleece hare won, 
Ye the Kabiri. 


J I II* 


Since they the Golden Fleece have won, 

^ ^^the Kabiri. 

Ye j 

^NEREIDS and TRITONS 


HOMUNCULUS. 

The uncouth creatures look I on. 

For sorry clay pots I take them. 

Now knock the wise their pates thereon, 
And thick as tliey are they break them. 
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They would not wish it otherwise. 

The canker gives the coin its price, 

% 

PROTEUS, uiipcrceh^efti 

The like delights me, ancient fabler, 

The stranger ^tis, the honourablcr, 

THALES. 

Where art thou, Proteus? 

PROTEUS, ventriloquiallyy 7iO'W near, no'w far. 

Here and here ! 


THALES. 

The stale jest pass I. What, to fleer 
A friend with idle words thou seekcst ? 

From the wiong place I know thou speakest 

PROTEUS, as If from a distance. 
Farewell ! 

THALES, softly to Homunculus. 

Now is he near! Shine brilliantly, 

For curious as a lish is he. 

Where’er he lurks disguised, be sure 
Him to the light the flames will lure. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Straightway a flood of light I’ll scatter, 

Yet modestly, lest that the glass I shatter. 

PROTEUS, in the form of a giant-tortoise. 
W’^hat is it shines so winsome-fair ? 
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THALES, veiling Homunculus. 

Good ! If thou wik, it shalt thou see anear; 
But grudge not thou the trifling obligation 
To show thee on* two feet in human fashion, 

For what we veil he shall hut sec, whoever 
i ^ fain to see, by our good will and favour. 

PROTEUS, in noble form. 

tt 

In tricks of woildly-wisdom hast thou skill. 

(S 

THALES. 

To change thy form remains thy pleasure still. 

Unveils Homunculus 

PROTEUS, tn amaze. 

A shining dwarf! The like I ne*er did see 1 

THALES. 

Counsel he begs, and were full fain to be. 

He came, I learn from his narration, 

Buc half into the world in wondrous fashion. 

He doth not want for any mental quality, 

Bet far too sorely lacks materiality. 

Till now the glass alone doth give him weight, 
Vet were he fain to be embodied straight. 

DD r^'T't- TTC 

Thou ^rt a maid*8 brat, verily, 

That is before it ought to be. 

THALES, softly. 

And from another side the thing seems critical ; 
He is, methinks, hermaphroditical. 
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PROTEUS. 

So much the better! In the germin 
The sex itself will soon determine. 

But here there needs not long to ponder; 

Thou must commence in the wide ocean yonder. 
There in a small way you begin, 

The smallest are you fain to swallow, 

Little by little growth you win 

And form yourself for greater.feats to follow^ 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The air breathes soft, ’tis redolent 
Of growth, me ravishes the scent. 

PROTEUS. 

Most charming lad, the truth hast hit there, 
And further in ’tls more excelling sweet. 

On yonder narrow sandy spit there 
The atmosphere past telling sweet. 

Before us there the train I spy 
That even now doth draw anigh. 

Tliither ! 

THALES. 

I’ll bear ye fellowship. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Threefold noteworthy spirit-trip 1 


Telchines of Rhodes, 

Ton Hippocampi and Sea-dragons^ bear¬ 
ing the trideni of Neptune^ 


CHORUS. 

The trident of Neptune that quells the mi- 
passioned 

Wild-turbulent billows we forged and wc 
fashioned. 
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Unfurlcth the storm-clouds the Lord of the 
Thunder 

Its hideous roll answers Neptune from under, 
And let the foi;kc»d lightning flash down as i^ 
will 

W^ill billow on billow spirt up to it still, 

And all that between them hath wrestled con¬ 
founded, 

I^ong-tossed, is en’gulfed in a sea never-sounded, 
And therefore he gives us the sceptre this night. 
Now festally float ^e, unruffled and light. 

SIRENS. 

Helios’ initialed, 

Ye to bright day consecrated, 

Greet we in this stirring hour 
When we worship Luna’s power. 

TELCHINLS. 

I’hou Goddess all-fair in the high empyrean, 
riuij hcarest entranced how riseth a pxan 
In praise of thy brother. An ear dost thou 
lend ' 

To Rhodus the blest where his praise hath no 
end. 

His day’s course begins he, his course hath he 
run, 

^^hth fiery ray-glance he looketh us on. 
i lie mountains, the towns, to the God are 
delightsome, 

file shore and the billows, all lovely and 
brightsome. 

No mist hovers round us, and stealeth one in, 
heam and a breeze and the island is clean. 
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There sees him in myriad forms the Refulgent, 
As youth and as giant, the Great, the Indulgent, 
^Twas we that the might of Immortals on earth 
Ij|i fashion of mortals first nobly set forth. 

PROTEUS. 

E’en let them sing and vaunt their folly. 

For to the quick’ning sunbeams holy 
Dead works are but a sorry jesr. 

Tireless they melt and mould, and Hatter 
Themselves, forsooth, ’tis^some gieat mattci 
If once the thing in bronze is cast. 

What have these vaunters for their wages ? 

The statues of the gods stood gieat, 

An earthqucike laid them desolate, 

All have been melted down for ages. 

All earthly work, be what it will, 

A weaiiness of the flesh ’tis still. 

The wave is unto life moie gracious; 

Thee to the eternal waters spacious 
Will Protcus-Dolphin bear. 

\_He transforms hiwseljt 
’Tis done ! 

There shall the fairest fortufie stead thee. 

I’ll take thee on my back and wed thee 
Forthwith unto'the Ocean. * On! 

* THALtS. 

Yield to the well-advised hortation 
From the first step to start creation ; 

For prompt activity prepare. 

Thou’lt move thee by eternal norms there 
Through thousand and yet thousand forms there, 
And ere thou’rt man there’s time to spare. 

[^HOMUNCULUS mouTits Proteus-Dolph,n^ 
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PROTEUS. 

In spirit seek the liquid azure. 

In length and breadth though live, at pleasure 
Wilt move thcfe,*bnt good counsel hear . 

Strive not to rise, for hast ascended 
Vo man the scale of beinji, ended 
For good and all is thy career. 

THALES. 

ThaFs as may hap. /Tis line, agree, 
i\ proper man too in one’s time to be. 

PROTEUS, to Thales. 

I’cllke it is, one of thy cast. 

The like dotii still a while outlast. 

Thou ’midst the pallid spectral legions 
Through ages hauntest still these eatthly region^ 

SIRENS, on the cliffs, 

W^hat a wheel of cloudlets frameth 
Round the moon so rich a ring : 

Doves are they whom love enllameth, 
as light each quiv’ring wing. 

Paphos ’tis that her impassioned 
Brood of birds hath hither sent. 

Now our feast is crowned and fashioned 
Unto fullest ravishment. 

. NEREUS, approachiug Thales, 

Though a wanderer belated 
Deem yon ring an apparition 
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Of the li'ght and air created. 

Have we spirits clearer vision. 

Doves they are, that o’er the waters, 

In a flight of wondrous sort 

^ tj 

Learned in olden times, my daugfnter’a 
Progress in her shell escort. 

THALES. 

What the simple heart doth pleasure 
That do I too hold for best. 

Something holy still to treasure 
Living in the still warm nest. * 

PSYLLl AND MARSI 

sea-oxen, sea-calves and sea-rams. 
In Cyprus’ rugged vaults cavcrnal, 

Where sand the sea-god drifts not. 

Whose roofing Seismos rifts not, 
breathed on by airs eternal, 

We keep, as in ages olden. 

In tranquil bliss entolden, 

The car of Cypris the golden, 

And bring when the night-winds are breathing, 
Thy daughter most fair through the seething 
Ot loveliest waves interwreathing. 

Unseen ol a race that is new. 

Our task untroubled speed we. 

Nor Eagle nor winged Lion heed we. 

Cross nor Crescent Moon, 

Nor on earth who may own and throne. 

In changing fray and sway 
Drive other forth and slay 
And tilth and town in ruin lay. 

Thus ages through 

Bring we our loveliest lady to you. 
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SIRENS. 

Moving light in stately leisure 
Round the chariot ring on ring. 

Braiding nojv ft sinuous measure 
Interwreathed string with string. 

Sturdy Nereids draw near. 

Lusty maidens winsome-wild, 

Tender Dorids, Galatea 
Bring, her mother’s very child. 

Serious, God-like face and limb in. 

Worthy imrtiortality, 

Yet like winsome human women 
Of a charming grace is she, 

DORIDS, 

\jgruiing past Ntreus in chorus^ aU on 
dolphins. 

Light and shadow, Luna, .lend us, 
Brightness to our youthful bloom. 

Pleading to our sire we bend us, 

Showing weli-loved mates we come. 

Nersus. 

Boys aie they whom we have steaded 
’Gainst the surge’s cruel tooth, 

And on sedge and moss soft-bedded. 
Warmed to light with tender luth. 

With warm kisses close-cnfoiden 
Who must show them now beholden. 
Gracious look on their fair youth. 

NEREUS. 

Not light the two-fold gain I measure. 

Pity to show and eke oneself to pleasure. 
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OORIDS. 

Father, with approval eyeing, 

Grudgest not our well-won zest. 

Let us hold them fast, uudying, 

To uur ever-youthful breast. 

NEREUS. 

I give you joy of your fair capture, 

Fashion the youth to be your mate! 

Not mine to grant ye endless rapture, 

That on the gift of Zeus doth wait. 

The wave that cradles ye and rocks ye 
Letteth Love neither constant stand, 

And fades the glamour of Love that mocks y: 
Then set them softly on the land. 

DORIDS. 

To ye, sweet lads, our hearts we gave, 

Yet sorrowful must we sever ; 

For troth eternal did we crave. 

The gods vouclisafe it never. 

THE YOUTHS. 

Us gallant sailor-lads to lap 
In like delights still spare not. 

We never had so good a hap. 

And for a better we care not. 

[^GALATEA, glides up in her shell-charioi. 
NEREUS. 

*Tis thou, tlien, Beloved ? 

GALATEA. 

O Sire, the delight ! 

Nay, tarry, ye dolphins, me rivets the sight. 
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Already glide they p.ist» already, 

In a swirling sweep o’er the ocean ! 

Why stilleth she th? inneiniost, heartfelt emotion ? 
Ah ! Swept they but me with their eddy 1 
Y t hath a single glance delight 
A year of longing to requite. 


. THALES. 

Hail! Hail their coming ! 

How I rejoice me blooming, 
riy truth and beauty penetrated ! 

All things are out of water created. 

All by water maintained. Thou Life-give 
Ocean, vouchsafe us thine agency ever. 

If thou in clouds dcscendedst not, 

The fruitful brooks expendedst not. 

The streamlets to and fro bendedst not, 

In mighty rivers endedst not, 

What then would the world be, what mountain 
and plain ? 

’Ti^ thou that the freshest of life dost maintain. 

ECHO, 

\_Chorus of the nvhole circle, 
’Tis thou whence the freshest of life wells 


NEREUS. 

'ar back they fare in swaying dance, 
longer counter glance with glance. 
Now in linked orbs wide-spreading, 

Jn festal pageant parading, 

The countless host doth twist and veer. 
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But Galcitea’s shelly throne 
See I ever and anon. 

It shines like a star 
Through the cluster. 

The loved one lightens througfh the muster. 
Though never so far, 

Shimmers bright and clear 
Ever true and near. 

HOMUKCULI/S. 

This all-benignant rheum in 
Whatever my light illumine 
Is wondrous fair to see. 


Thy light, this quickening rheum in 
Outshines itself the gloom in 
With glorious harmony. 


What mystery novel itself will disclose 
To our eyes in the midst of the bevy? WL.* 
glows 

Round the shell and around Galatca^s fair feet, 
Now flares out resplendent, now lovely, new 
sweet, 

As if by the pulses of lovtf it were thrilled ? 


Homunculus is it, bv Proteus bcfiuiled. 

7 ^ O 

The symptoms are these of imperious strivings 
A dolorous moan fills my heart with misgiviu^p 
Himself will he shatter upon the bright throne 
A ilame and a flash, an effusion, ^ris done ! 
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SIRENS. 

What fiery marvel transfigures the billows 
That sparkling shatter them each on its fellows ? 
So shines it, so spurges, sweeps onward in light, 
The bodies they burn on their path through the 

And all round about us in fire is embosomed. 

To Eros the empire, whence all things first 
blossomed! ’ 

Hail the Ocean ! Hail the Surge ! 

Girt with hply fire its verge. 

Hail the Water ! Hail the Fire ! 

Hail the chance that all admire ! 

TUTTI. 

Hail the breeze that softly swellcth ! 
Hail the grot where mystery dwelleth ! 
All we festally adore, 

Hail, ye Elements all four ! 



ACT III 


IN FRONT OF MENELAUS’ PALACE AT 

SPARTA. ■ 

\_Eriit'r Helen, ‘with chorus cf captivf 
Trojan nvomeh. ^ Panthalis Itadtr 
of the Chorus, 

HELEN. 

Admired much and much reviled, Helena, 

Leaving the shore where we but now did land, 
I come 

Still drunken with the unrestiul biliow's 
tumultuous 

Commotion, that Irom Phrygian lowlands hither¬ 
wards 

On its high-swelling bosom, by Poseidon’i 
grace, 

And Eurus’ might, hath borne us to our native 
bays. 

Below there King Menelaus rejoices glad at 
heart, 

He and his bravest warriors, at their home¬ 
coming. 

But do you bid me welcome, O ye lofty hall:-, 

That Tyndarcus, my father, near the mountain- 
slope, 

From Pallas’ Hill returning, built to be his 
own, 

178 
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And as with Clyteninestra blithely sporting here, 
Castor and with Pollux, sisterly 1 grew, 

Before all S]''arta’s houses gloriously adoined. 

I greet ye, ye twin leaves that form tJie brazen 
gates ! * 

Athwart the ample gateway ye, wide open 
thrown 

In hospitable welcome, once let shine on me 

In bi idegroom’s guise Menelaus, cliosen not 
Irom few. 

0})cn again unto me that I may fulfil 

Truly, as seems the wile, the king’s most urgent 
best. 

Let nie pavSS in, and henceforth all behind me 
bide 

That hitherto around me fatefully hath stormed ! 

For since I left these places, light of heart, and 
sought 

Constrained by sacred duty, Cythcrea’s shrine, 

But there the robber laid hand on me, the 
Phrygian, 

Much hath befallen, whereof mortals far and wide 

Arc fain to babble, but not fain to hear is he 

Of whom the story, waxing, is to a fable spun. 

ch6rus. 

Disdain thou not, O beauteous Dame, 

Tlie rarest treasure’s glorious gilt! 

With the greatest boon thou alone art 
endowed, 

With Beauty’s fame above all that doth tower. 
The Hero’s name before him icsounds, 

Thus proudly he treads, 

Yet bends forthwith the stubbornest man 
Unto all-o’t! powering Beauty his will ! 
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HELEN. 

Enough ! I with my lord have journeyed hither¬ 
ward, ; 

And now unto his city am sen% his harbinger. 
Yet what the purpose he within his heart enfolds 
That guess I not. Come I a wife ? Come 1 
a queen ? 

Come I a victim for the Prince’s bitter smart, 

And for the Greeks’ long-suffered, unprosperoiis 
? 

If I am conquered, if a captive, know I not. 
For verily Fame and Fate the Immortals’ ordin¬ 
ance 

Ambiguous decreed me, beauty’s equivocal 
Retainers, that upon this very threshold still 
With sinister boding presence, here beside hr 
stand. 

For looked my lord already in the hollow ship 
But rarely on me, spake no comfortable word, 
But ever as brooding mischief over against me sat. 
But now upsailing to Eurotas’ deep-bayed beach 
Hardly the foremost vessels with their brazen 
beaks 

Had kissed the shoie, when spake he, as by the 
God impelled : 

Here shall my warriors in due order disem¬ 
bark. 

Them will I muster, here by Ocean’s stranJ 
arrayed. 

But do thou journey onward, journey upwaid 
still, 

Still follow holy Eurotas’ fruit-abounding banks. 
Thine horses guiding o’er the humid meadow’s 
pride. 
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"Jntil what time thou lightest on the fair cham¬ 
paign 

Where now with solemn mountains near en- 
cinctured , 

4 

Lacedaemon stahds, a fruitful, spacious field of 
yore. 

Enter forthwith the princely house, high- 
turreted, 

And muster in my, stead the maids whom there 
behind 

I left, and with them, left the wise old 
stewardess. * 

The wealth of hoarded treasures bid her show 
■ to thee. 

Such as thy sire did leave them, and as I my¬ 
self 

In war and peace increasing ever, have laid up. 

All things in order wilt thou find, for tJiat is still 

The prince’s privilege, that in his house he 
find 

All things in trusty keeping on his home¬ 
coming, 

Each in its station, as he left it going forth, 

For naught to alter hath the slave authority.” 


Come gladden with the glorious wealth. 

The ever-growing, bosom and eye. 

For the necklet’s grace, the diadem’s sheen 
llepose there proud in their haughty conceit. 

But enter thou and challenge them all. 

They’ll harness them swift. 

I joy to witness Beauty that vies 
With wrought gold and pearls and with jewels 
of price. 
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Straightway my lord upon me laid this furthci 
charge. : 

“ When in due order all beneath thine eyes hath 
passed, 

Take thou as many tripods as thou needful 
deem’St, 

And store of divers vessels, such as needs at hand 

The sacrificer, holy festal-ordinance 

Fulfilling, cauldrons, bowls, the salver’s shallow 
round. 

Let purest water from the sacred fountain stand 

In lofty ewers ; further wood, well-dried, that 
swift 

The living flame conceiveth, hold thou readv 
there ; 

And last)'/ see theiefail not, whetted to keenest 
edge, 

The sacrificial knife. The rest make thou thy 
care.” 

So sp.ike he, urging my departure, yet not 
showed 

For all his orders, aught that draweth livini, 
breath, 

Which he, the Olympians honouring, held ir 
mind to slay. 

Naught good It bodcih, yet with careful bosom I 

Will brood no longer. Let the high gods see 
to e'lll ! 

All things they bring to pass as in their hearts, 
seems good. 

o 

And be it accounted good of men, or be it ill 

Of men accounted, that we mortals needs must 
bear. 
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OH hath the sacrificer, consecrating, raised 
Over the victim’s earth-bowed neck the 
ponderous axe. 

Yet could not strike the blow—the foeman’s near 
approach ♦ * 

Or God’s interposition hath withheld his hand. 

CHORUS. 

What shall happen brooding will not reveal i 
Queen, tread thou boldly and be 
Of good cheer. 

Fair fate and ^oul* fate come 
Unexpected to mortals. 

E’en foretold we credit it not. 

Verily Troy burned, verily we 
Death saw louring, shamefullest death ; 
And are wc not here ? 

Mates to thee, serving blitheh^, 

Seeing tVie Heavens’ radiant sunshine, 
And, what Earth hath of fairest, 

J'hf/’ revering, happy wc ! 

HELEN. 

Be as it may, whatc’ei impend, it scemeth me 
To go up straightway into tlie palace, long- 
denied, ' 

And 3 ^earned-for heavily, and well-nigh forfeited, 
That stands before mine eyes again, I know not 
how. 

My feet so bravely bear me now no longer up 
lofty steps, that erst 1 overleapt a child. 

Cast now, O sisters, ye 
Mournfully captive-made, 
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AJl your sorrow behind ye . 

Share ye your Lady^s bliss, 

Share ye fair Helenas bliss, 

V/ho to the hearth paternal now, ^ 
Though with tardily honicvard-turned 
Foot, vet with so much firmer foot 
Draweth joyfully nearer. 

Laud ye the Holy, the 
Fortune-restoring, the 
Homewaid-bringing Immortals! 

Soars the unfetteied* « 

Borne as on eagle’s wings 
Over the roughest places, whilst 
Stretching helpless arms yearningly 
Over the dungeon’s battlement, 

Still doth languish the captive. 

But a God laid hand on her, 

Her the exile, 

And from Ilium’s wrack 
Hitherward bare her again, 

To the ancient, the new-adorned 
Father-house, 

After numberless 
Blisses and torments, 

Early childhood’s days 
New-refreshed to remember. 

PANTHALis, as Leader of the Chorus. 

Forsake ye now the joy-encinctured path of song, 
And turn your glances straightway to the portal’s 
folds. 

What see I, sisters? Turneth not the queen 
again 
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Deep-Stirred, with step impetuous, to rejoin us 
here ? 

What is it, O great Queen, that in thy palace- 
halls 

Hath met thec^ save thy menials’ greeting, wha^ 
that could 

Unseat thy steadfast soul. Dissemble wilt thoa 
not, 

For on thy brow displeasure deeply writ I see, 

And generous indignation, battling with surprise. 

I-IELIN, 

\_nvho has left the folding-doors open, di epi) 
inrnJeJ, 

The daughter of Zeus ill-seemeth an ignoble fea:, 

And Panic’s hand, light-brushing, comes her no; 
anigh ; 

And yet the horror from the womb of ancient 
Night, 

From primal Chaos rising, that yet multiform 

Like glowing vapours from the mountain’s fiery 
maw 

Doth billow upwards, shaketh even the hero’s 
breast. 

And such a mark the Stygians, in appalling wise. 

This day upon mine entrance in this house have 
set, 

That from the threshold, trodden -oft, long 
hungered-for, 

Like to a guest well-sped I fain would turn 
and go. 

Yet no! I have withdrawn me hither to the 
light; 

Further ye shall not drive me, Powers, be what 
ye may ! 
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Some cleansing rite I MI seek, that so with genial 
glow 

The hearth, new-hallowed, greet its Lady as its 
Lord. 

» 

LLADFR OF THE CHORUS. 

Reveal, O noble Lady, to thine handmaidens 

That compass thee with homage, wliat hath 
befallen thee. 

HFLEN. • 

What I beheld with your own eyes shall yr 
behold. 

Unless forthwith her creature ancient Night again 

Hath swallowed in the monstrous womb of her 
abvss. 

Yet will I frame the tale in words that ye may 
know. 

As in the oaiace’s Molemn courts with reverent 
1 

tread 

I moved, my nearest task in mind, amazed I 
stood 

Belbre the silence of the desolate corridors. 

No echo of busily-hurrying footsteps fell upon 

Mine ear, no swift tumultuous bustle met my 
gaze. 

And came no maid to meet me, came no 
stewardess, 

Such as with friendly welcome e’en the stranger 
greet. 

But as I neared the hearth-stone’s hospitable lap, 

There by the fading embers’ tepid relics I saw 

What tali veiled form! a woman’s, crouching on 
the ground, 

Like one that brooded, no wise like to one that 
slept! 
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L^nto her task I bid her with impel ious words, 

The stewardess surmising, whom my loid had 
left 

A]>pointed by hi;iforesight haply to that charge. 

Yet deep-enshrouded sate she there and motion¬ 
less. 

Save that upon my menace her right arm at 
length 

She r lised, as would she wave me forth from 
nearth and hall. 

I turn me from her tyiathfully and stniigluway 
haste 

Towards the steps wlteri-on aloft the Thalamus 

T’ses adorned, the Ticasu'c-Charnher hard 
thereby. 

liut Irom the ground tlie Pu'tcnt suddenly rears 
ilsch, 

Adth mien imperious steps athwait my path, 
reveals 

Its haggnid stature, hollow, bloody-clouded 
gaze-- 

d lorm prodigious, such as ey(' and heart 
contounds. 

Vet speak I to the winds, for speech all fruit¬ 
lessly 

l)oth strive, with might creai'he, form to bod)?^ 
iorth. 

igo ! where bciself she comes! She braves 
the light of day ! 

Here are we masters till the Tvord and King 
doth come. 

The p,risly births of Night will Beauty’s votary 

Tlioebus, to caverns banish, or their malice quell. 

TPhorkyas strps forth ufon the thres¬ 
hold between the door-posts. 
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CHORUS. 

Much have I passed through, e’en though 
my tresses 

Youthfully cluster over my'te/aiples. 

Manifold sights of horror have witnessed, 
War’s desolation, Ilium’s night 
Whilst it fell. 

Thorough the thronging warriors’ tumult, 
Shrouded in dust-clouds, heard I the awful 
Cry of Immortals, heaid I the brazen 
Clamour of Discord, ring through the field 
ilampartwards. 

Oh ! still standing were Ilium’s 
Bulwarks, but the devouring fire 
Ran fiom neighbour to neighbour now, 
Spreading hither and thitherwards, 

With the blast itself begot. 

Over the city benighted. 

Fleeting saw I through reck and glow. 

And the flickering tongues of flame, 

Grimly furious, Gods approach. 

Phantoms stalking portentously, 

Giant-great, tlirough murky rack 
Lighted with lurid refulgence. 

Saw I, or did Fantasy 
In my fear-encinctured soul 
Such a bewildering scene depict ? 

Never can I tell, but that 

Here with mine eyes this grisly sight 

Surely I see, that know I ; 
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Could with mine hands lay hold of it 
Held me terror not far aloof 
From the perilous portent. 

Which of ihe»daughter8 
Art thou of Phorkys ? 

For thee I liken to 
That generation. 

Comest thou haply of the gray-born 
Graiae one that alternately 
One sole eye and one sole tooth 
dhare in common between them ? 

Dar’st thou foul Beldam 
Here before Beauty 
Challenge the critical 
Vision of Phoebus? 

Only come forward, then, come forward, 

For the Hideous sees he not, 

F^cn as yet his most holy eye 
Nev'er hath gazed on the shadow. 

Vet us mortals, alas ! compels 

Still our piteous evil-star 

To the ineffable pain of eye 

Wliich the Abhorrent, the Ever-accursed o.i 

beauty*6 votaries still inflicts. 

Nay then, hear thou, if insolent 
Thou dost counter us, hear the cun.e, 

Hear the menace of every gibe, 

Out of the ill-wishing lips of the fortunate 
Who are fashioned and framed of Gods ! 

PHORK.YAS. 

Old is the saw, yet bideth high and true its 
sense. 
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That Shame and Beauty never together, han^] 
in hand, 

Pursue their journey o’er the verdurous path 
earth. ^ 

In both alike deep-rooted dwells primeval hate, 
So that wherever each with each upon the way 
Encounters, either on other straiglitwjy turns 
her back; 

Then on her way each hastens more impetuous^), 
Shame sad, but Beauty insolently bold, until 
The hollow night of 0,rcus_ clasps her round 
at length. 

Unless ere that it fail that Aiie hath vailed he/ 

o 

Ye now, ye saucy wantons from strange land.-' 
I find 

With insolence outpoured, like unto the cranes’ 
Loud-strident clangorous congress, that above 
our heads 

Flics croaking in a long-drawn cloud, and 
downward sends 

Its clamour, that doth woo the bilent wavfarer 
To cast an upward glance, yet they wing or 
their way 

And he wends his ; us also will it thus befaii. 
Wl\o then are ye, that yc the king’s high ]>aiac' 
round, 

Like frantic Maenads, drunken revellers, dju 
to rave \ 

Who then are ye, that ye the house’s stewardess 
Should bay, like as a pack of hounds doth bav 
the moon ? 

Think ye ’tis hidden from me of what ’orceo 
ye be ? 

Ye war-begotten, battle-nurtured, saucy brood 
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Man-lusting, both seducers and seduced in one. 

That slack the burgher’s smews and the warrior’s 
both ! 

To see ye clustenthus, metninks a locusi-swarir. 

Down-swooping, thickening o’er the fields' 
green promises. 

Wasters of others’ liusbandry, marauding host, 

That blight and devastate prosperity in the bud ; 

Yii conquered, market-chafiered, bartered bag- 
gage ye ! 


He that before the mistress chides the maids, 
he lays 

i\ hand presumptuous on the house-wile's 
])rivilegc, 

h ur her alone it seems tlie praiseworthy tu 
praise, 

A.nd her alone to punish what doth ask reproof. 

And well-contcnted am I with the vse;vices 

They showed me, w.hilst the towered strength 
ot Ilium 

Beleaguered stood, and fell, and lay ; nor less 
the while 

Our devious journey’s 'burdensome vicissitudes 

V\ c hare, wheie each is WL>nt his own best 
fiiend to be. 

Here too 1 hope the like from theji lighthearted 
throng. 

Not what the slave is asks the lord, but how he 
serves. 

Wlierefore hold thou thy peace, nor longer 
snarl on them. 

If in the housewife’s stead the king’s bouse thou 
hast kept 
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I'iJI now a trusty warden, that shall serve thy 
fame. 

But now herself returneth. Back i»r.to thy 
rank, 

Lest ])unjs]irnent replace the merited reward. 

i 

PHORKYAS. 

The menials to threaten is a sovereign right 

The wiiich the heaven-blest Ruler’s lotty con¬ 
sort, by 

Long years of prudent conduct, well deserves to 
wield. 

Since thou new-recognized, dost thine ancient 
place 

Of Queen and Houfcwife duly occupy again, 

Grasp thou the reins long-slackened, govern 
now, and take 

Possession of the treasure, and of us thereto. 

But first protect thou me that am the senior 

Against this troop that showeth by thy beauty’s 
swan, 

But as a flock of sorry-winged, vain-chattering 


LKADl'R OF THL CHORUS. 

How hideous, side by side with Beauty, is 
Hideousness 1 


PHORKYAS. 

How foolish, side by side with Wisdom, Fool¬ 
ishness ! 

here on, the Choretids retort 
stepping forth one hy one out oj 
the Chorus. 
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CHORFTin I. 

or Father Erebus tell me, tell me of Mother 
Night! 

, * PHORKYAS. 

Speak thou of Scylla, cousin-german to thyself’ 

CHORfcTID II. • 

On thine ancestral tree climbs many a monster 
aloft! 

PHORKYAS. 

* ' 

Get hence to Orcus, seek thou there thy kith 
and kin ! 

CHORETID III. 

Thc}'- that dwell yonder all are far too young 
for thee 1 

PHORKYAS. 

The old Tiresias unto tiiy leman woo! 

CHORlTID IV. 

Orion^s nurse to thee was great-great-grand- 
daughter ! 

PHORKYAS. 

Harpies, 1 ween, in nameless filth thy ciiildhood 
reared ! 

CHORETIIJ 

W hereon such highly-fostered leanness dost 
thou feed ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Not upon blood, which thou too hotly lustest for. 
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CHORETID VI. 

For corpses ’nungerest thou, thyself a ioathson* 
corpse. 

' ft 

PHORKYAS. ' 

Tlie fangs of vampires in thy shameless mii'/zlc 
gleam. 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

ri'iinc shall I stop if I but tell tl’ce who riiou 
art. 

PHORKY^S. 

Tl'cn lirst name thou thyself'. So is the rihdlf 
'^olveci. 

Not 'AMMthful, nay, but sorrowful step I ;n 
between, 

To set my b.in upon your tuibulent del)ate. 

For thin his trusty servants’ secret-ie.ae'np 
sn ife 

Can n jught moie mischievous befall the sotereign 
lord. 

Tl\e echo of Ills mandates then to him no Uiu'c 

In swilt-accomjdihbed deed haimonious tetu'Pu 

Nav, brawling wilfully around him raves thf' 
atornt, 

Whilst he, himself bewildered, chides to no 
avail. 

Nor this alone: ye have in this your sli imelcr« 
wrath 

Conjured up spectres of unholy fantasies, 

That throng about me, till I feel me torn aw.iy 

To Orctis, in despite of these my native fields. 
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h.'iply Memory ? Is’t some Frenzy seizes 
me ? 

Was all that I? Am 1 the dream-spun, feai- 
fVauylit wraith 

Of yonder sacktrs of cities: Shall I still be 
that ? 

'The maidens shudder, bu*- the e:ldest, thou, tlic 
while 

DooL stand unmoved. Speak to me a prudent 
word ! 

PHOKKYAS. 

^Vno lengthy years of roitun. manifold leralls. 
nun seems at length tlu' highest favour ot 
a dream. 

Bat highly-favoured past all measure thou and 
bound, 

In Lite’s p oces&ioii sawi st none but love- 
iidlanietl, 

d'*_-kind led to all m.innei of valorous emprise, 
d jiee Theseus first, by haiging goaded, reft 
Ik times, 

A> Ficrakles strong, in tashion glorioudy fa.r. 

HF.UI N. 

d led me forth, a len-veai old and slendei 
^ •! 

roe, 

And n.e Aphidnus’ keep m Attica immtwed. 

PHOKK\A,>. 

't then bv Castor fieetl and Pollux: speediK 
Tiiou stoodest wooed for by a chosen uero- 
til long. 

Hj Li n. 

^ et silent favour won, .is willingly 1 own, 

’Fore all Patroclus, lie, Pelides' counterpart. 
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PHORKYAS. 

But thy Blrc’s will to Menelaus plighted thee, 
The bold sea-ranger, careful husbandcr to boot, 

I 

HELEN. 

His daughter gave he, gave the kingdom’s sway 
10 him, 

And from connubial union sprang Hermione. 

PHORKYAS. 

But whilst he boldiv wrested Greta’s herita<’e 
Afar, too fair a guest shone on thy loneliness. 


HELEN. 

Why dost thou touch on yonder wcll-nigli 
widowhood, 

And what perdition direful grew for me there¬ 
from ? 

PHORKYAS. 

For me yon foray, me too, free-born Cretan 
maid. 

Captivity it fashioned, lasting slavery. 


Hither straightway as stewardess he ’pointed 
thee. 

And much entrusted, Keep and boldly-gotten 
gear. 

PHORKYAS. 

Which thou forsookest, Ilium’s tower-engirdled 
town 

And ever-teeming love-joys turning thee towards. 
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Speak oot of joyancc ! Over head and breast 
was poured 

Intinitude of all too bitter sutferance. * 

PHORKYAS. 

Yet thou a twofold phantom didst appear, men 
say, 

In Ilium beheld, beheld in Egypt too. 

HtLF.N. 

Wilder not quite the frenzy of a mind dis¬ 
traught ! 

Myself now what in truth I am, that know 1 not. 

PHORKYAS. 

Then do they say, trora forth the hohow Realm 
of Shades 

iMiame with longing, Achilles mated him with 
thee, 

Tiiar erst had loved thee ’gainst all ordinance of 
Fate. 

HELEN. 

Eidolon I, to him eidolon plighted me ! 

It v/as a dream! Nay, say not so the word;# 
themselves. 

I fade away, eidolon to myvself I grow. 

[^S^'joons into tl'- aryns of tht 
Senii~ctjorus. 

CHORL/S. 

Hush thee, hush thee ! 

Ill-glowering, ill-uttering thou! 

From such horror-beset, single-toothed 
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Lips, from such a loathsome 
Gulf of horrors what can exhale ? 

For despite-cherisliing, well-wishing in sem¬ 
blance, , 

VVoIvish hate under sheep’s innocent fleece 
Is unto me frightfuller far than yon 
Three-headed monster’s muzzle. 
Fearful-listening stand we here— 

Wl^en ? how ? where will it bu' st forth f* 
Tvlalice-brooding, 

Dec])-enambubhing monstious beast:"' 

Come, it needs kindliest words, comfort-laden, 
Lethe-iavishing, swcet-solacing words. 

Thou in their stead rousest of all the jjast 
Rather than good, most evil, 

And dost daiken at a blow 
Roth the fleeting moment’s gleam. 

And the future’s 
Mild-enlumining ray of hope. 

Hush thee ! Hush thee ! 

That the soul of our Lady, 

Ready to flee even now. 

Still may tenant, fast tenant 

Still the Form, fairest of all forms 

Whereon ihe sunlight ever hath shone. 

\_Helen has rc'vinied and stands n^atn 
in th'/ir n-idst. 

PHORKYAS. 

Glide from forth the fleeting cloud-rack, thou 
high sun of this our day ! 

Thou that even veiled dHst ravish, dazzling 
now in gioiy reign’st! 
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How the world to thee unfoldeth seeth thine 
own gracious glance. 

What though hideous they berate me, well the 
Beautiful 1 know. 

I 

* 

HELEN. 

From the Void I issue swaying, giddily that 
girt me round, 

f again were fain rest me, for so weary is 
niy tranie. 

Vrt ;t scemeth them that queens [)e, all men it 
beseemeth well 

Oauntlessly to nerve and brace them whatsoe’er 
unlooked-for threat. 

PHORKYAS. 

Now before us in thy greatness, in tliy beauty 
dost thou stand. 

Tells thy glance that thou commandest; tliat 
thou dost command, declare i 

HELEN. 

For your discord’s shameless loit’ring be ye 
ready to atone. 

Haste an oflering to make ready, as my lord the 
king enjoined. 


PHORKYAS. 

All is ready in the palace, laver, tripod, whetted 
axe, 

Lustral water, spice for burning, show what 
shall be offered thou. 


FTELEN. 

Thereof gave the king no token. 
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PHORKYAS. 

Spake it not ? O word of woe ! 

HELEN 

Speak, what woe doth overwhelm thee ? 

PHORICYAS. 

Sovereign Lady, thou art meant I 
HELEN. 

r? 

PHORKYAS. 

And these too. 

CHORUS. 

Lamentation! 

PHORKYAi>. 

By the a.vce thou'rt doomed to fall 

HELEN. 

Fearful, but presaged. Me wretched! 

PHORKYAS. 

Doomed thou art beyond reprieve! 
CHORUS. 

Woe ! and us, what will befall us ?’ 

PHORKYAS. 

She will die a noble death. 
But within, hung from the rafter that upbeat-- 
the gabled loof. 

Like the thrushes ta'en in fowling, ye siiall wisuic 
all arow. 
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HELEN AND CHORUS 

^stand amaz.ed and aghast, in a signifi- 
cant and carefully planned groups 

I 

* PHORKYAS. 

Vt Spectres]—Petrified like statues there ye 
stand, • 

Aghast to leave the daylight, that not Mongs to 
you. 

And men too, that like ye are sj^ectres, one and 
all, . • 

Forgo the stately sunshine but against their will; 

Yet pleading none or aiding from that end can 
save ; 

All do they know it, yet in sooth it pleases few. 

Enough, your doom is spoken! Wherefore 
quick to work! 

^Claps her hands, ^whereupon there 
appear at the gate d'warfsh forms 
muffled up in cloaks, 'luho at once 
execute alertly the commands as 
they are uttered. 

Hither, ye gloomy, globular monstrosities! 

Trundle yourselves along ! Here ye may glut 
your hearts 

With mischief. Room for the hand-altar, the 
izolden-horned ! 

O 

Let the axe oleamm.z lie athwart the silver rim ! 

o o 

The ewers with water plenish! Needs must 
lave aw^ay 

The hideous soilure of the black corrupted 
blood. 

The carpet sumptuously spread out here in the 
dust 
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That so the victim royally on the ground may 
kneel, 

And thus enshrouded, straight—albeit with 
severed head— 

In decent dignity at least find repultuie. 

LFADl R or THi CHORUS. 

In penvsive self-homniuniiig stands the Queer, 
aloof, 

'1 he maidens wither like mown meadow-grass, 
but me 

The eldest, pious duty moves with thee to speak, 
Tliee, gray with oldest eld. Thou hast ri}>e ust 
of life, 

Art wise, and meanest well witli us, I think, 
although 

This trooj), misjudging, witless, crossed thee. 
Wherefore sav 

If h.inlv aughi thou knowest of deliverance. 

1. j o 


PHORRVAS. 

Soon said ’ It resteth with the Queen alone to 
save 

Herself, with ye as make-weights into the scale- 
pan thrown. 

It asks dcteimiriation, and of the promptest too, 

CHORUS. 

Thou most reverend of the Parcae, wisest of tl;c 
Sibyls thou, 

Hold the golden shears asunder, speak salvation 
thou and life, 

For our dainty limbs already feel we swinging, 
swaying, writhing, 
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Most unjoyoubly, that liefer in tiie dance would 
first rejoice them. 

Rest them then on true-love’s breast. 

» HLLF.N. 

I 

Let these be fearful! Grief it is 1 feel, not 
ft ar ! 

Vet know’st thou rescue, gratelhlly 1 welcome it. 

For to the shrewd, far-seeinL’, of a tjutn fall of 

Impo3i>ible \ct seems possible. S]>c^k, and say 
thy .say ! 

• CMORUi). 

Speak and tell us, tell us quickly, how shJi wc 
e.scape the ghastly 

Giisly nooses that with menace, as the slianie- 
fullest of necklets, 

Round about oui nt cks entwine tliem ! W^retciicd 
us 1 such ioretaste have we, 

That we stdle, ga.sp our life out, if tliou Rhea 
have not nitre v, 

Tluiu high Mother of ail the Gods. 

PHORRYAb, 

Rut have ye patience silently the long-drawn 
thread 

Of my discuui'se to hearken ’Hhs a motley 
tale. 

CHORUS. 

Patience enough ! For hst’ning, still we live 
the while. 

PHORKYAS. 

Wlioso at home abiding ioidly treasure keeps. 

And hath the wit u* bind with tough cement 
the walls 
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Of his high dwelling, and against the fretting 
rain 

His roof to assure, will prosper through his life’s 
long days ; 

But he with fleeting soles that‘lightly oversteps 

His holy threshold’s straight-drawn limit, im¬ 
piously. 

He finds returning haply the old place again, 

Yet changed all things, if not wholly desblate. 

HFLEN. 

How are the like trite maxims here to o\:r 
behoof ? 

Tell thou thy story, touch not on distressful 
tilings. 

PHORKYAS. 

^Tis matter of history, ’tis in no wise a rcproacli. 

Freebooting, Menelaus cruised from bight to 
bight; 

Sea-board and islands all he coasted hostikly. 

With plunder homeward turning, such as teems 
within. 

He before Ilium wasted ten long years away, 

But on his homeward journey, wot I not how 
much. 

Yet here how stands it in the place round 
Tyndaieus’ 

Exalted house? How stands it in the realm 
around ? 

HELEN. 

In thee is railing then so utterly engrained 

That thou thy lips canst stir not, but it be to 
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PHORKVAS. 

So many years forsaken stood the mountain-vale 

That back from Sparta northwards slopes unto 
the sky. 

Flanked by Taygetus, where, as yet a sprightly 
brook, 

Eurotas downward rolls, and later through our 
vale 

?>! oad-llowing, fringed with rushes, nurtureth 
your swans. 

A daring breed behind tlicrc in the mountain- 
vale * 

H.ith lodged in silence, pressing from Cimmerian 
night. 

And piled aloft a fastness, strong unscaleahiy, 
hence land and people now they harrv as they 
will. 

HELEN. 

That could they compass ? Quite impossible it 
seems! 

PHORKVAS. 

'"’ime had they, marry! Haply twenty year* 
ot so. 

HELEN. 

h' theie one lord ? Or robbeis many, joined in 
league ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Robbers they are not, but amongst them one is 
lord. 

Eli not revile him, though he oft hath harassed 
me. 

Avil could he take, and yet contents hin:sejf with 
tew 

Pie'.tvoJmces ; for thus, not tribute, called he it. 
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How looks he ? 


HLLh'N. 


PHCRKYAS. 

Not amiss! He likens pie well enou«^li. 
He is n cheerful, unabashed, well-favoured man , 
As j'cw among the Greeks are, a discerning inai,. 
Barbarians wc brand them, yet nicscems 
none * 

So savage were, as in the leaguer ol Ilium 
Full many a hero cannibally-raging pi oved. 
r prize his greatness, unto hirr? IM trust m\sc]u 
And then his castle i That you should your¬ 
self behold ! 

’Tis something other than your lumpish mason v 
Such as vour tathers higgledy-piggledy pried 
alott, 

Like Cyclops Cyclopean, tumbling unhewn stoias 
On unhewn stones at random. There o’ ti i. 
('thei hand, 

Theit* ia all plumb and level, built with lead and 
line. 

Look at it from without! It soars aloft :o 
Heaven, 

So stubborn, hrni-conipacted, smooth aspoli'-.hei 
itecl. 

To climb is here no—Nay, tlic very thougla 
slips off! 

\Vithin are roomy courtyards’ ample spaces, girt 
With buddings on all sides, of ever/ sort and 
scope. 

There you’ll see arches, archlets, columns, 
columels, 

Balconies, galleries, for looking out and in. 

And scutcheons— 
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CHORUS. 

What are scutcheons: 

PHORKYAS- 

» Why, upon his shield — 

Yourselves have seen it—Ajax bare a wreathed 
snake. 

Yon Seven leagued 'gainst Thebes each on his 
buckler bare 

Embossed devices-; pregnant with significance ; 

There moon and stars were seen in the niid- 
night firmamept, . 

Oi goddess, hero and ladder, sword.;, and torches 
too, 

And all that grimly menaces goodly towns with 
bale. 

Such ensigns from their most remote ]>rogenitois 

In tinctured splendour likewise bears our hcro- 
troo]). 

1 here yedl see lions, eagles, beak and talons too, 

Then horns ot budalo, wings, roses, peacock's 
tail. 

And likewise bars—or, sable, argent, azure, gules. 

In halls the like hang, tier on tier, in long array, 

In iialis illimitable, wide as is the world. 

There ye can dance 1 

CHORUS. 

Say, are there partneis for the dance f* 

PHORKYAS. 

The best! with golden lovelocks, troops of 
blooming boys, 

Fragrant with youth. So fragrant only Paris 
wag 

When he approached the Queen too nearly. 
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HELEN. 

Thou dost lapse 

Utterly from thy part. Speak the last word 
to me ] 

PHORKYAS.^ I 

Speak thou the last. Say solemnly and clcariy 
—Yes. , 

Straightway Til fence thee round with yonder 
castle. ' 


CHORUS. 

Oh ! • • 

Sneak the brief word, and save thyself and ub at 
once ! 


HELEN. 

What, must I fear lest King Menelaus so ruth¬ 
lessly 

Mishear him as to hurt me ? 

PHORKYAS. ' 

Hast forgotten then 

In what unheard-of fashion thy Ueipbobuc, 

The battle-slaughtered Paris’ brother, he did 
mar— 

Him that on thee, the widow, stubborniy laid 
hands. 

And held thee to his leman ? Nose and ears hr 
cropped 

And furdier maimed him likewise. Ghastly 
’twas to see. 

HELEN. 

That did he to him, that for love of me ne did 
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PHORKYAS. • 

Aye, and for hate of him he’JJ do the like to 
thee. 

There is no sharjn^ Beauty. Who hath owned 
her whole 

Destroys her rather, cursing all part-ownership. 

^JTrumpets afar, I'h^ Chorus start in 
terror. 

How piercingly the shattering truni])ct rending 

gnp8 

The ear and entrails ! ’So her talons Jealousy 

In the man’s bosom grapples fast, who ne’er forgets 

What once he owned, and now hath lost, nor 
longer owns. 


CHORUS. 

Hear’st thou not the horns re-echo, scest thou 
not the flash of arms I 

PHORKYAS. 

Welcome, Lord and King, I’ll answer gladly 
for my stewardship i 

CHORUS. 

Aye, but we? ^ 


PHORKYAS. 

Ye know it plainly, see her death 
before your eyes. 

And discern your own within there. Nay, to 
help you is no way. 

]fPause. 
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HELEN. 

t 

I have bethought me what I may adventure first, 
A Cacodaemon art thou, that I well perceive, 
And fear that unto Evil thou the Good U'iJt turn. 
Yet to the Castle first of all Flldollow thee. 
The rest I know. What further thought the 
Queen may choose 

Mysteriously to bury deep within her breast 
I3e unexplored of any ! Beldam, lead the W'ay : 


CHORUS. 

Oh how fain thither’we ‘jo. 

Footing It swiftly, 

Death in our reMt, 

Fronting us again 
Towering stronghold’s 
Inaccessible lampaits. 

Shield they but even as W'ell, 

Even as IJiunds walls, 

Which, when fall they did, 

Naught but treacherous craft o'erthrew. 

spread abrotul veiling the back- 
ground and the Joregrounn too, ai 
pleasure. 

What pray is this ^ 

Sisters, look around ! 

Shone there not cheerfullest day 
Wreaths of mist-rack, waver aloft 
From Eurotas’ sacred dood! 

Faded is the beauteous 
Sedgc-encinctured shore from sight, 

And the free dainty-proud 
Swans, that gliding on softly 
Joy to swim in consort, 

See I, ah ! no more ! 
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Still though, aye still, 

Them I hear afar 
Hoarsely chant fearfullest lay, 

Death foretell! pg, the legend saitb— 
Ah ! if not for us likewise 
Spite of pledged deliverance, 

It foretell perdition at hust, ^ 
ii'en for us, swan-like, long- 
Fair wliite-neckcd, and alas ! for 
Her, our swan-bc‘gottcn. 

Woe is us ! ah woe ! 

^ • 


Now already wuh mist 
All is shrouded about. 

Nay, but v/e see each other not ! 

What betides? Do we walk? 

Hover we but 

Lightsomely tnpjring along the giound.^ 

Seest thou naught? Floatcth hr'ply e’en 
Flermcs before ? Gleams not the golden waud, 
Ijiddlng, commanding us b.ickward again. 

To the undelcctablc, gray-glimmeri.ig, 

With intangible phantoms crowded, 
Over-crowded, evcr-enipty Hades ? 


A}e, it darkens of a sudden, lifts the mist but 
not to sunlight, 

Gray as night is, bruwn as walls arc; walls 
indeed the gaze encounier, 

Stubborn walls the gaze l.ir-roaming; is't a 
court, a pit deep-sunken ? 

Be it what it may, ’tis fearful! Sisters, ah 1 
we are imprisoned, 

So imprisoned neh?r we were! 
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INNER COURTYARD OF A CASTLE, 

\jurrounded •with r'lch^ fci fit as tic a! 

mediaval huddin^s. 

h 

LFADER OF THE CHORUS. 

OVrrash and foolish! Very type of woman¬ 
kind— * 

The passing moment’s puppet, sport of every 
breath 

Of good and evil fortune, still unschooled to bear 

With even vspirit either ! ' Verily ever one 

Gainsays another ungently, crosswise her the 
rest. 

And but in joy and sorrow do ye howl and 
laugh 

Upon one note I Peace now, and hearken what 
the Q ucen 

High-mindedly determines for herself and us. 

HELEN. 

Where art thou, Pythoness, or call thee hou' 
tliou wilt ? 

Forth from this gloomy castle’s vaulted chambers 
come ! 

Wentest thou haply to the wondrous heio-lord 

Me to announce, a welcome meet preparing m % 

Hr’ve thanks therefor, and lead me quickly in 
to him ! 

Surcease of wandering wish I, rest alone I wish. 

LFx\DER OF THE CHORUS. 

In vain, O Queen, thou gazest round thee on ail 
sides. 

The hideous form hath vanished, tarricth bebkt 
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There in the mist, from out whose bosom hither 
we— 

I know not how, yet swiftiy, treading not—are 
come; , * 

Or haply strays bewildered in the labyrintli 

Of this strange castle—one yet many—of its lord 

fV-^^pcaking stately greeting, sutfh as seems a 
queen. 

Yet see ! already above there, in a motley crowd, 

In galleries, at the window, in the gateways, 
stir— ,, 

Swift bustling hither and thitherwards—many 
menials 

Announcing signal welcome to an honoured 
guest. 


CHORUS. 

My heart is grown light! Oh, hitherward gn/Lc ! 
How so decently down with deliberate tread, 
Young-winsomest trooj) decorously moves 
In a well-ordered train! How, upon whose 
behcvSt 

Can appear, all arrayed and all marshalled so 
soon 

The beauteous bevy of young danioiseaux ^ 
What admire I the most ? isY the delicate 
gait. 

Or the head’s crivsp curls round the radiant brow, 
Or the pair of cheeks that are peachy in hue, 
^nd clad, like the peach with a velvety down ? 
Fain were I to bite, but I start back in fear, 

For in similar case was the mouth only filled— 
Oh horrible story ! with ashes. 

Lo, where the fairest 
Now liitherward come I 
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What is it they bear: 

Steps for a throne, 

Carpet and scat, 

Curtain and eke i 
Canopy fair. 

O’er and o’er it billows, 

Looping into cloud-wicaths 
Round the head of our Queen : 

For she, invited, 

Now hath climbed the glorious throne. 
Range yourselves nearj 
Step after step in 
Stately array. 

Woithy, O worthy, threefold worthy! 
Such a welcome be signally blest! 

that the Chorus describes is ptt - 
formed point by point. 

["rAUST, after the pages and quirts 
hci've descended in a long train, 
appears abonie in the staircase in 
media’va! knighily court-costume, 
and descends 'zuith stately dignity. 

Lr.\nER or the chorus, considering him at.'entnyely 

Unless the Gods to this man, as they ofrtimcs do, 
For a brief season only admirable foim 
And lofty dignity and winning presence lent 
In transitory fashion, must he ever speed 
In all he setteth hand to, be it in battle of men. 
Or if the lesser warfare he should deign to 
wage 

With fairest women. Verily many he doth excel 
Whom nathiess I with mine own eyes saw highly 
prized. 
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Slowly, with sober, reverently composed tread 
I sec the Prince approach. Deign thou to turn, 
O Queen ! 

TAUST adnianclng, a man in fetters hy kis side. 

In ]’eu of solemn gieeting, as bqhoveti, 
in lieu of reverent welcome, bring I thee 
In letters hackled fast, the servant who 
To duty faithless, me of my duty relt. 

P uore this highest Lady kneel thee down 
. vnfl make confession of thy grievous fault. 

1* Kalted Lady, here thou hast the man 
\Vith rarest evebeam, from the Icftv towei 
To gaze around appointed. Heaven’s abyss 
And Earth’s expanse keenly to overeyc, 

^Vhat haply here and there declaic itseh, 
fhir fiom the cincturing hills into the vale 
Towards the Castle, be it billowy herds, 

Or haply a marching aimy : them we shield, 

1' ncounter this. To-day, wh.at negligence ’ 
d '.ou coinest hither, he proclaims it not. 

Tne honourable welcome is let slip 

Most due to such high guest. His hfe hatii he 

htumiefully foi felted, and in the blood 

C)t well-earned death would lie, hut thou alone 

X^ost punish, thou dost pardon, as thou wilt. 


HELEN. 

^'uch high distinction as thou dost bestow 
Ol .T-asneer, of Sovereign, and w'cre It 
but proving me, as well f may surmise,— 

Lhn will I, as the judge doth first behove. 

To the impeached giveheaiing. Therefore speak! 
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LYNCEUS, THE WARDER OF THE TOWER. 

Let me kneel and see her! Summon 
Death, or bid me live ! What heed II 
So devoted I already * » 

Am to this God-given woman ! 

Waited I for Morn's glad passion, 

Watched the East where still she glows, 
Suddenly in wondi’ous fashion 
In the South the Sun arose ! 

Drew my gaze to yonder region, 

Not to roam throLigh earth and sky, 

Not o'er hills and valleys legion— 

Her, the Only One to spy ! 

Lvnx in lofty tree-top shaken 
Match I with mine eye's keen beam, 

Yet must strive as would I waken 
From a deep and dismal dream. 

How could I such mvstcry banish? 

Wall and tower and gate were gone. 
Mist-wreaths surge and mist-wreaths vanish- 
Such a Goddess on me shone ! 

Eye and breast I turned unto her, 

Drank the light that softly shined ; 

She who dazzles all that view her, 

Me, poor wretch ! did wholly blind. 

I forgot the Warder's duty. 

Utterly the horn, my trust. 

Threaten to destroy me ! Beauty 
Humbles anger in the dust. 
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HELEN. 

The evil that I brought with me I may not 
Chastise. Woe’s me! What unrelenting fate 
Pursues me, every^^here the hearts of men 
So to infatuate, that they nor spare 
Tliemselves, nor aught of honoured else ? Nov 
ravishing, , 

Seducing, fighting, bearing to and fro, 
Demigods, Heroes, Gods, nay, Demons too. 
They led me wandering hither and thither¬ 
wards. 1 ^ , 

Single, embroiled the world, and doubled, more, 
Now threefold, fourfold, woe on woe I bring 1 
Remove this blameless man, bid him go free ! 
Upon the God-beguiled no shame alight! 

FAUST. 

71 mazed, O queen, I see with one same glance 
idi r that unerring smites, him smitten here ! 

I s{ e the bow that sped the winged shaft, 

Ml n wounded I behold, and smiting me 
Shaft follows shaft. I’hrough castle and through 
court 

I feel them hurtle cross-wise everywhere 
Upon their feathered flight. Wiiat '^m I now ? 
Tiiou makest at a stroke my trustiest 
To rebels, and my walls unsafe. T^^Iready 
The conquering-unconquered Dame, I fear, 
Mine host obeys ! What else remains than that 
Myself, and all in fancy only mine, 

1 yield unto thee ? Let me at thy feet 
Leally and freely own thee queen, that straight- 
wav 

Appearing, ownership and throne didst win. 
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LYNCEUS 

Tjwith a cojfer^ and men hearing other' 
after him. 

O Queen, again I meet thy view. 

The rich man for a glance doth sue. 

He feels, if him thy glance bewitch, 

Beggarly poor, yet princely rich. 

What was I erst ? What am' T now? 

What would T wish, or bear me how ? 

What boots my gaze for.keenest known ? 

It but rebounds a^iainst thv throne. 

We wandered from the Rising Sun, 

And straightway was the West undone I 
A maSvS of penijle broad and long, 

The first knew not the last i’ the throng. 

The first did fall, the next ilid stand, 

The lance the third was near at hand, 

Kach reinforced a hundredfold, 

^\nd thousands slain, unmarked, untold. 

Wo thronged apace, we stormed ajiace, 

Masters were we from place to place. 

Where I to-day did lord it sole, 

To-niorrovvf another robbed and stole. 

W e viewed, but soon—our view despatched—* 
The fairest woman this man snatciicd, 

Tiiis snatched the plough-ox, firm of tread, 

And not a horse but with us sped. 

But I spied out with rapture k<'cn 
The rarest things that eye hath seen. 

W hate’er anotlicr might amass 
1 counted it but withered grass.' 
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Upon the trail of treasures I 
Followed alone my piercing eye. 

Into all pockets peeped I in 

And crystal-clear were box and bin. 

. » 

And gold war, mine and })recioas stone, 

Most Glorious of all. Alone 
ri’c emerald is worthy, Queen, 

U’.on thine heart,to sparkle green. 

"d'wixt car and lip hang pendulous , 

I'lMs ]ieariy drop from Ocean’s ooze. 

The rubies from the challenge quad, 

'Thy check’s rich crimson strikes them pale. 

And .so unto thy place I bring 
My priceless hoard, an offering. 

Here at thy feet I lay the yield 
Of many a bloody harvest-field. 

Ot coffers thougli I drag great store 
^ et iron coffers have I nioic. 

Suffer me on thy path, and still 
Full many a trc.isiire-vaiilt I’ll fill. 

For scarce didst thou the throne ascend, 
vVhen straightway bow and stiaigl',tvv'’y bend 
Intelligence and wealth and jiowcr 
before thy Beauty’s peerless flower 

This all 1 held for fast, for mine, 

Now is it loose, now is it ihint. 

What worthy, sterling, high I thought, 

Now do I see that it was naught. 
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Vanished is all that I possessed, 

’Tis downmown, withered grass at best. 
Oh ! with one cheerful glance but deign 
To give it all its worth again ! 

l-AUST. " 

Quickly remove thy boldly-gotten load, 
Unchidden truly, but unrecompensed. 
Already all is hers that in its womb 
The Castle hides. To offer this and that 
Is bootless. Go, and heap in meet array 
Treasure on treasure. Bjiild,a stately scene 
Of unbeholden splendour- Let the vaults 
Twinkle like very Heaven. Paradises 
That nothing lack of life but life prepare. 
Forestalling every footprint, let beflowered 
Carpet unroll on carpet, let her tread 
Soft floors encounter, and her gaze, the Gods 
Alone not dazzling, radiance supreme. 

LYNCFUS. 

Feeble is the lord’s behest, 

What the servant doth is jest. 

Sovereign over good and blood 
Is this Beauty’s queenly mood. 

Lo, thine army all is tame, 

Every sword is blunt and lame. 

By her form of glorious mould 
E’en the Sun is dim and cold. 

By her face with beauty fraught 
All is idle, all is naught. 

HELEN, to Faust. 

I would hold converse with thee, but do th-ou 
Come up here by my side. The empty place 
Invites its lord, and doth assure me mine. 
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First kneeling be my sworn allegiance, 

Exalted Lady, pleasing in thy sight. 

The hand let kiss that lifts me to thy side. 

Deign to conliynl me as co-regent first 
Of thine illimitable realm, and win 
Worshipper, servant, guardian all in one. 

HELtN. 

Manifold marvels do I see and hear. 

Amazement smites me, much 1 fain would ask. 

Y ct would I be enlightened why the speech 
Ul this man rang so strange, so strange, yei 
pleasing. 

It seemed as did one tone unto anotlier 
n it itself, fell one word upon the ear, 

And straight another came to dally with it. 

FAUST. 

If but our pcoplehs speech is pleasing to thee, 

0 then its song will surely ravish thee, 

C'fintent thine ear, thine inmost-seated mind. 

^ et were it best to practise it straightway— 
-Mternate sj)eech will charm it, coax it forth. 

HELEN. 

S:iy how I too can speak in such sweet wise! 

T'AUST. 

Tis easy, so but from the heart it rise. 

And when the breast with yearning doth overflow, 
You look around and ask— 

HELEN. 

Who shares the glow ? 
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FAUST. 

Nor back nor forward in an hour like this 
The mind doth look ; the present— 


HELEN. 


[s our bli 


FAUST. 

’Tis treasure, splendid gain, a fieehold land, 
An earnest. Confirmation gives— 

o I 


HELEN. 

Mv hand. 

CHOREAS. 

Who would think to chide our princcij,, 

If she give the Castle’s lord 
Tokeijs of her favour ? 

For confess, (jne and all are we 
Captives, aye, capnves as tifteii 
Now, siiice Ihum^s overthiuw, 
ShanaTullebt, and oui ieartul- 
Labyrinthian woful course. 

Women to men^s love accustomed. 

Dainty choosers are they not. 

But are finished critics. 

Golden-locked she])herds it mav be. 

Fauns hirsute, swarthy, it may be, 

As the chance and the hour may bring. 

Do they endow with an ct]ual 
Licence over their swelling limbs. 

Near and nearer sit they e^en now, 

Leaning each upon other, 

Shoulder by shoulder, knee by knee, 

Hand in hand rock they themselves 
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Over the throne’s 
Deep-encushioned stateiinesa. 

Not denies itself Majesiv 
Joys that are secret 
To the eyes pfttlie people 
Proudly indilTcrent thus to reveal. 

Hl'LEN. 

j feel SO far away, and yet so nt ar. 

Am hut too fain to say ; Heie am I, here! 


» iAust. 

1 bC.irce can breathe, I tremble, speech is dead ; 
It I'l a dream, and space and time are lied. 

HELEN. 

O'e;lived I seem to bv, and yet so new. 

Woven in thee and to tlie unkno\/n true. 

'r AUST. 

1 ood not upon the rarest detauiy ! 

W erc’t bat a moment, duty ’tis to be. 

PHORKVAs, entering precipitately. 

Id Love’s primer spell ]>ovl’s lessons, 

Pdi and coo and probe 1 ,ove s e^^sence, 

I'oy and woo and taste l^ove’s j ^esence, 

Put ’tis not the time of day- 

j 

Feel ye not the tempest brewing ? 

H aik ! the trumpet’s brazen wooing 1 
Ruin is not far away. 

Hard upon you throng the surging 
Masses, Menelaub uiging ; 

Gird ye for the bitter fray ! 
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Thou i’ the victor-throng entangled. 

Like Dciphobus bemangled, 

Woman-escort dear shalt pay. 

Swing the light goods first i* the halter. 
Straight for Her beside the ^altar 
Doth an axe new-whetted stay. 

I'AUST. 

Rash interruption 1 Odiously she thrusts her in ; 
Not even in danger brook I senseless vehemence. 
An evil message fouls the fairest rnesseniier, 

And thou most foul but s-inist^^r tidings bringCv't 
fain. 

But this time shalt thou prosper not. With 
empty breath 

Shake thou the inconstant air, for here no danger 
is, 

And were there danger, it should seem but je 
idle threat. 

\_Signais, Exphsiems from the 

Trumpets and Bugles, Mattuil 
Music, March-past oj a mvarlil.e 
host. 


FAUST. 

Nay, warriors whose ranks neVr waver 
Til muster straight, a hero-band. 

Alone is worthy woman's favour 

Who shields her with his strong right hand. 

\_To the leaders of the hosts, nvho quit 
the columns and approach him. 
With rage repressed within your bosom— 

Sure pledge of victory to come— 

Ye, of the North the youthful blossom, 

Ye, of the East the mighty bloom. 
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Steel-clad, whilst lightning round them quivers, 
The host who realm on realm overthrew, 

I'hey come, the earth beneath them shivers! 
They march, the thunder marches too! 

'^Ve disembarked at Pylos, shattered— 

For ancient Nestor is no morej,— 

The petty kinglets’ arms, and scattered 
Like chaff our untamed host before. 

Now straightway back these walls from under 
Thrust Menclaus to the sea ! 

There let him wander, waylay, plunder, 

Such was his taste and destiny. 

1 iiail ye l^ukcs as forth ye sally, 

Thus bids the Queen on Sparta’s throne. 

Now at her feet lay hill and valley. 

And be the kingdom’s gain your own ! 

Lrerman, be thine the hand that forges 
for Corinth’s gulfs defence and shield; 

Achaia with its hundred gorges 
I’nto thy prowess, Goth, 1 yield 

His march the Frank to Elis urgin o» 

Messenia let the Saxon take ; 

And Argolis the Norman, purging 
The sea, a mighty State shall make. 

There be your home, and henceforth rro\'c yc 
On outward foes your strength and heat, 

But Sparta still shall throne above ye, 

That is the Queen’s time-honoured seat. 
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There will she see ye, all and single, 

Enjoy a land that Jacks for naught. 

Ye at her feet your homage mingle 1 
There warrant, law and light be sought!' 

dtsceriJs frlm the throne^ the 
Princes form a circle about htm^ 
in order to rccei^re his command: 
and ilctaded instructions, 

CHORUS. 

Who the Fairest for his desiies, 

Stoutly of ail things let him . 

Prudently cast about him for arms. 

j 

Flattering he won himself 
What on e.arth is the highest; 

But in ])cacc he retains it not; 

Skulkers craftily coax her av/ay, 

Robbers daringly wrest her away, 

H ow he may hinder it let him give heed. 

E'en for this our Prince do i jiraise, 

Prize him high above others : 

How him so boldly shrewd he allied 
That the stalwart obedient stand, 

Ev'ry gesture awaiting. 

Truly fulfil they his behest, 

Each to his own behoof at once, 

And the guerdoning thanks of his lord, 

As to the lofty renown of them both. 

For who shall wrest her away 
From her mighty possessor ? 

His she is, to him be she allowed, 

Doubly by us allowed, whom he 

With her, within girt with impregnable ramparts, 

With an invincible host without. 
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FAUST. 

Ficfs have I granted great and glorious 
I'o these, to eacti fruitful land. 

I < t them go forth to war vicrorio*Js, 

^Ve in the midst will take our stand. 

And each with ea-ch as thv defender 

j 

SL ill Vie, thou All-but-hlc, girt round 

WiLh dancing vvavt;s, and by a hill-chain slender 

Tu Europe’s utmost branch of mountains bound. 

rh“—to rill tribes for ever blessed— 

Tins land, that doth outshine the sun 
Of e\ery land, my queen’s confessed, 

Tliat early looked her face upon, 


When, whilst Eurotas’ sedges hg^tly 
W!us]>eied, she burst her shell abi.ize, 

\ d qiji'enly mother all too brightly 
And brethren twain she did outdaze. 

I his land, to thee alone it looketh 
Its taiiest blossom to unfold: 

What though thy sway the wivie world brooketh, 
d’hirie home with partial eye behold. 

And now, what though the mountain’s giant 
shoulders 

sun’s cold shaft brook on ti.eir jagged lop ! 
Tne cliff is touched with green, and ’mid the 
boulders 

The greedy goat a niggard meal doth crop. 
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Gushes the spring, the brooklets plunge and 
mingle, 

And now are gorges, slopes and meadows green, 
And o’er the upland stretch of l]ill and dingle 
Now sparsely ranging, fleecy flocks are seen. 

Divided, circumspect, with measured paces, 

To the sheer brink the horned cattle tread. 

Yet none lacks shelter ; in a hundred places 
Tlie clilf to caverns vaults itself o’eihead. 

• . 

Pan shields them there, and Life-nymphs there 
in legions 

In the moist cool of bushy clefts dwell free, 
And striving yearningly to higher regions 
Kears itself, branch wise, crowded tree on tree. 

Primeval woods! The stubborn oak, firm¬ 
rooting, 

There zig-zags branch to branch in wayward 
sort ; 

The maple mild, that bears sweet sap, here 
•shooting 

Cdeanly aloft, doth with its burden sport. 

And motherly, in quiet circling shadows, 

Warm milk wells fortii, by babe and lambkin 
drunk. 

Fruit is not far, ripe faie of level meadows, 

And honey drips from out the hollow trunk. 

Hereditary in this race is 
Well-being, cheek and lips grow clear, 

And every man immortal in his place is; 
Content are all, all healthy here. 
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The blooming child to fatherhood unfoldcth 
By favour of this limpid day ; 

We stand amazed, and stdl the question holdcth 
II men, if hapl^ t^ods are they ? 

O'i like the herds Apollo was in favour, 

The fairest him resembled quite- 

For where in purest round reigns Nature, ever 

All worlds in one are interknit. 

{^raking hts seat beside her. 

And this have I, and this hast thou achieved. 
Put we behind os what is past and gone. 

Oil, feel thee of the highest god conceived ! 
'Phou ^longest to the primal world alone. 

Tiiee shall no stionghold wall in hiding! 

Still stands, with fadeless youth endued—* 

A realm unto our rapturous abiding— 

Arcadia in Sparta’s neighbourhood. 

I’" land Elysian lured to harboui 

I. to a fate most gladsome didst thou flee. 

Now be the thrones changed to an aibour, 

And be our bliss Arcadian free ! 

^I'he siene chatv^es completely. Closed 
arbours lean upon a ro'iu of rocky 
caverns, shnJy g'^o^e stretches 
up to the encu dipp ro( ky precipice. 
Faust and Helln are not 7 istble. 
The Chorus hes sleeping scattered 
around. 

phorkvas. 

How long a time the maidens sleep, that know 
I not; 
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If haply they have dreamed, what bright and 
clear I saw 

Before mine eyes, that likewise is unkhown to 
me. < I 

Therefore I’ll wake them. Marvel shall thi.. 
youtlifu! troop. 

Ye too, ye bearded elders, bitting there agape, 

At length the kev of credible miracles to beho)d. 

Come foith ! come foith 1 and quickly shak'* 
vour locks ! Your eves 

Unbind from slumber ! 'Blink not so, and lieri' 
me s])eak ! 

CHORUS. 

Onlv speak ! Oh, tell ir, tell U8, what of 
wondrous hath befallen ! 

Wc mosteagerlv would hearken wliatin no wise 

O r 

we might credit, 

For %ve are awearv, gazing ever only on tia'se 
cliffs. 

PHORKYAS. 

What, already weary, cliildien, and ve srnrv,-* 
have rubbed your eyes 

Hearken then ! Wiridn these caverns, in tlies*^ 
grots and in these arbours, 

Shield and shelter was conceded as to an idybiC 
loM’-pair, 

To our Lord and to our Lady. 

CHORUS. 

What ! within theie:' 

PHORKYAS. 

Ueep-secluded 

From the world, but me, me only did they call 
to silent service. 
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Highly-honoured I beside them stood, but :u 
familiars seenieth, 

Spied about for something other, turned me 
hitherwards rind thither. 

Sought out roots and barks and mosses, versed in 
aJJ their several virtues, 

"I'has did they remain alone. 

. CHORUS,. 

Why, thou pratest as within tlirre s'retchirg far 
were world-w.ide spaces, 

Weo_i and meadow, hikes and streamietsl 
What a fable dost thou spin' 

PHORI-Ci AS. 

So theie arc, ye inexperienced 1 Those are 
unexplored recesses ; 

Hall on hall and court on courtyard, jioiiuerirg 
1 s])ied them out. 

Ail at once a burst of laughter echoes through 
the liollow sjiaces; 

As I gaze there springs an urchin, from the 
woman’s lap he leapeth 

T,> tJie man, from sire to mother; what caicsses, 
what endearments, 

fond arftetion’s playful banter, sportive shrieks 
and gleeful clamour 

Alternating <icafen me! 

-'^’aked springs a wingless genius, faim-hkc, yet in 
no wise bestial. 

On the firm-set earth he sjiringeth, yet the earth 
with swift resilience 

Slioots him to the airy height, and in the second 
leap he touches,— 

Or the third—the soaring vault. 
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Cries the mother, apprehensive: Spring and 
spring again at pleasure, 

Only have a care of flying, flight unfettered n-, 
forbid! < ,, 

And thus warns the trusty father: In the eartl; 
lesides the spring-force 

Tliat doth shoai- tliee upwaids. Barely touch 
the earth, but with thy toe-tips, 

Like the.son of Earth, Antaeus, straightway 
strengthened wilt thou be. 

So he liops upon the shoulder of this clifl and 
from its margin 

To a second, and about, as lightly bounds 
stricken ball. 

On a sudden hath he vanished in the rugged 
gorge's cranny, 

And now lost to us he seemeth. Mother wmi!: 
and father comforts. 

Anxiously I shrug my shoulders, when lo ! what 
an apparition ! 

Lie there haply treasures hidden ? RainieiF 
wrought with trailing flowers 

He hath donned majestical. 

On his arms are tassels waving, ribbons flutter 
round his bosom, 

In his hand the golden lyre, wholly like a little 
Phoebus, 

Blithely trips he to the margin, to the beetling 
brink. We marvel. 

And his parents fall enraptured each upon thi 
other's heart. 

P'or about his head, what splendour! Hard to 
tell were what there gleameth. 

Is it gaud of gold or is it flame of intellect 
supreme ? 
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Thus he moves with graceful gesture, even as 
boy himself proclaiming 

Future master of all beauty, every limb athrill 
and trembling 

With the melodiel eternal; even so ye too shall 
hear him, 

Fven so yc too sh.'ill see him, with a most 
unique amaze. 

CHORUS, 

CalPst thou a maivel this, 

Greta’s begotten ? 

Haply thou ne’er hast o’erheard 
Poetry’s tale didactic? 

Never yet hast heard Ionia’s, 

Never yet hearkened to Hellas’ 

Wealth of ancestral legend, 

Fables told ot gods and heroes ? 

Ail to-day that befalls 
Is but an echo, 

Pitiful echo of those 
Olorious days ancestral. 

Not to be compared thy story 
With what loveliest falsehood, 

Credible more than truth is, 

Of the son of Maia fabled. 

Him a dainty yet sturdy babe, 

Him a newly-born sucUing, 

Folded in purest swathing fleece. 
Trammelled in exquisite swaddling-trim 
Gairulous nurses’ witlc.sb tioop 
In unreasoning folly. 

Sturdily though and daintily 
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D laws already the rogue his limbs— 
Lithesome limbs yet elastic— 

Craftily forth, the purple-bright 
Straitly-cramj)ing enswathement 
Leaving quietly where it'hty, 

As, when perfect, the butterfly 
From stark chrysalid-duress 
Nimbly unfolding its wings slips forth 
Fiolic and fearless lluttciing through 
Sun-iriadiate ether. 


So he too, the most dexterous, 

"That a daemon propitious 

To all thieves and all knaves he was, 

And all seekers of gain liki'wisc— 

This betimes did he testify 
adioitcst devices. 

wf 

iSwitt the trident fiom Ocean^s lord 
Filches he, aye, and Irom Ares’ self 
Sly the sword from the scabbard. 

Airow and bow from Pliocbus too 
As fi om Hephaestus his pincers. 

Even Zeus the F ather’s bolt 
He’d purloin, but he fears the fire. 

El os though he overcomes 
In the leg-tiipping wrestling bout; 

Nay, whilst Cypria fondles him, steals 
Fiom her bosom the giidle. 

[_A ra^vishing stn/in of the purest im lady 
sounds in the air, played upon a 
stringed inUriiment. All d'e 
attentive, and soon appear pro¬ 
foundly touched. From this phu^ 
to the marked pause vuith full 
orchestral accompaniment. 
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PHORKYAS. 

Hear ye tones most sweetly golden ! 

Free yourselves from fables! Lo, 
Overworn the medley olden 
Of your <^0(1 s is. Let them go ! 

None your meaning recognizes; 

Now we claim a higher tbJll 
What from out the heart arises 
Can alone tlic iu-arl control. 

\^S/h' ih aivs htiik i'>^iA.'arih il:t ch[,'. 

t • 

CHORUS. 

Hath tlu* witching strain outpoured, 
Fearful Being, charmed thine eai?, 

We, as new to lie.ilth restored, 

Feel us touched to joy of tears. 

(Quenched be the sun's high Sjilendour, 
in the soul if tiay hath shinciJ ! 

What tlie wliolc world would not rendei, 
That in our own hearts W'c find. 

Hrlln, Faust, FupHOR]r\y 

the t herue-Aesenhed costume 

EUPHORU^N. 

Hear ye ciiildien’s songs a-smging, 
Straightway is your owit the glee. 

See ye me in measure sprinjong, 

Leap your hearts paientally. 

HELEN. 

Love, to bless in human iashion 
Joins a noble Twain, ye^ she 
Unto god-like lapturous passion 
Straightway forms a charming T hree. 
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FAUST. 

Everything forthwith is righted, 

I am thine and thou art mine. 

And so stand we here united; 

Would the bond might ne’eV untwine ! 

CHORUS. 

Many years of tranquil pleasure 
In the boy^s mild ladiance 
Crowns this pair in plenteous measure. 
How the bond doth pie entrance! 

EUPHORION. 

Let me be leaping ! 

Let me be springing ! 

To the wide ether 
Would 1 were winging! 

Me such a yearning 
Seizes u])on. 

FAUST. 

Not into rashness i 
Check thee ! ah check theei 
Lest a disaster 
Haplv Overtake thee, 

Hurl into rum 
Our darling son. 

lUPHORlON, 

Idlv quiescent 
Here will 1 stand not! 

Li'OhC ye my tresses! 

Hold ye my hand not 1 
Loose ye my garments 1 
Are they not mine ? 
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Ponder, ponder 
How thou art grieving 
Them ^hou belong^e«t to. 

Fairest achieving 
How thou dost shatter. 

His, mine and thine i 

, CHORUS. 

Soon will, 1 fear, tlie 

Sweet bond untwine. 

* • 

HtLEN AND tAUSl. 

13ridle, unfortunate. 

For us mat love thte. 

Over-importunate 
Promptings that move thee ! 

In rural leisure 
Grace thou the green ! 

I UPHORION. 

Put for your pleasure 
Ho I refrain. 

inchri'^ in and out amon^ the Chorus, 
and dra^iviii^ them forth to tht 
dance. 

Round a glad race do 1 
H over more Hglit. 

Now is the melody. 

Now is the movement right ? 

HELI N. 

Aye, that is well. Ho thou 
In a quaint measure now 
Lead forth the fair! 
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I’AUST. 

Would it were o^r ! The joy 
In all these antics 1 
No wise can share. , 

EUPHORION AMD CHORUS 
\_dancln'^ anil sun^inn^ 'll.' irid in and oUt 
in a hr aided dance. 

When thy twin arnifj w air 
WinvSome thou lificst. 

In sheen thy clusterc'd hair 
Shakest and shikest*, 

Wiien thou with foot so Ikhr 

o 

Skinunest o’er eaith in ilight, 

Feallv trom side to side 
Limb after Jinib doth elide. 

Then hast tiiy goal attained, 

Tovelicfit child 1 

Hast all our hearts beguiled, 

AJJ hast enchained ! 

[_Panjr 

Ye are all roe-like. 

Fleet-footed and Jithe‘'’onje ; 

To a new frolic 
Forth again bhtiiesome ! 

1 am the huntsman. 

Ye arc the chase. 

CHORUS. 

Us wouldst tJiou capture 
Fare not too fleetly ! 

For we with rapture 
Long but full sweetly. 

Beauteous vision, 

Thee to embrace ! 
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LUPK0R.10N. 

Through leafy cover * 

Stock and stone over 1 
Unto me hatgfaJ is 
Lightly-won spoil ; 

That alone grateful is 
Gotten with toil. 

HrUhN ANn 1 AU.ST. 

Wha t a madness ! what a darin^T! 

Saner mood jjs not to for. 

T"Iar k Tt sounds as horns were bJaiing, 
Over vale and wood resourdino ! 

O 

What a tumuh 1 What a ciy 

CHORUS, fn'e^zt’v in /'nsf'. 

« / I » • 

Scouting UvS with bitter mock, he 
Swift outran us, lightly bounding. 

Now the wildest of tlie ilork he 
rlither hales in triumph high. 

FUPHORiON, hearing in a x^ung vuiulcn. 

Here 1 drag riu' saucy maiden. 

To a forced delight constraining ; 

For my ra] iture, for my 
Press I the all-Jefiactorv 'oreast. 

Kiss the reluctant lips, and so 
Sticngth and will to all J show. 

MAmrN. 

Free me! Spiiit stlength untrcmbling 
L'lwelleth too in this array. 

And our will, thine own resembling. 

Is not lightly swept away. 
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Ml* in straits dost deem ? Thou trusie&t 
Of a truth thy strength too much ! 

Nay, then, hold me if thou lustest. 

Fool, I’ll sinoe the hands that touch ! 

I , 

[_Brjrsts into Jlamc andJIares ahft 

To the lightsome breezes follow, 

“To the cavern’s dreary hollow. 

There thy'^ vanished goal to cliitciu 

iiUPHOKiON, shaking last/James. 

Rocks that surround me heVe 
Pent in the woodland vale, 

Why should they bound me here ^ 

Am I not young and hale ? 

Storm-winds are spooming there, 
billows are booming there, 
both far away I hear, 

Fain were I near. 

[]//." leaps hr.^her and /jh/jir up the chfi 
HKLtN, FAUST, AND CH(JRUS. 

Wilt thou niatcii the chamois ? Due 
Must we fear the fall will be. 

LUPHORION. 

Higher must I rise and higher. 

Far and further must I see. 

Now where I am I spy; 

In the mid-isle am 1. 

Pelop’s land rounds me in, 

Earth-akin, sea-akin. 

CHORUS. 

In mount and wood wilt thou 
Peaceful not tarry, 
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Straight where the grape-vines grow 
Thee will we carry ; 

Grape-vines that crown the hill, 
Fig-fruit an^ apple-gold. 

Ah, in the sweet land still 
Sweetly unfold \ 

EUPHORION. 

Dream ye tlie day of ])eiicc ? 

Let dream whom dreams may please 
Now is the watchword war i 
Victory rings afar ! 


Whosoever 

War wishes back in peace. 
Himself doth sever 
From hope^s fair bliss. 

EUPHORION. 

Ye w^hom from danger your 
Land unto danger bore. 
Free, an undaunted brood, 
La.vish of Hie and blood. 
Your all-unaltering 
Sneredest will, 

\\ aniors unfaltering, 

May it fulfil ! 


I.o, how high he soars, vet seemeth 
Nowise small. Refulgentiy, 

Clad in steel and bronze he gleameth 
Harnessed as for victory. ’* 
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EUPHORION. 

Wall or bulwark none environ ! 

K'lach man but iiis own M^orth feel !' 
For the brave man\s brcQst of iron 
Is a keej) impregnable. 

Would ye cjw\.ll unvanquished ' Go 
“^ro the lield light-armed and Ircc ! 

O 

Anivizons, yc women, show ye I 
h\ery child a heiu be! 

CHORUS. ' 

Woujjt, holy Poesy ! 
iSoar .-iloft Heavi'n-/'fig]i ! 

Gle.iin forth, thou fairest st 2 i 
Far off and yet more far 1 
Yet dotli she reacli us si.i!, 

Ycr do we liear and ihriii, 

Gladly wc lie,ir. 

I-UrHC.RION, 

Nay, as a child now 1 appear not. 
7^he youtii comes armed, and all nr on 
^Vhth strong men, free men, men tlur 
not, 

Ahc.idy in his mind hath done. 

Away ! 

For stay 

I may not. Yonder fame is won. 

HELEN AND FAUST. 

Scarcely called to life, discerning 
Scarce the morning’s blithesome beam 
From the giddy steeps art yearning 
For the fields with woe that teem f 
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Arc then we 
Naught to thee ? 

Fs the gracious bond a dream ? 

i.urn Ok ION. 

» * 

Hear oVr the deep the thunder bcIJow • 
Hear vale on valley thunder back ! 

Host unto host in dust auvi* hlllou', 

In stress on stiess, to pain anti wrack. 
Sountls the call. 

Fight .and fail 1 

Once for all Fll l*ang not back. 

HI'CI N, J AlTST, AND CliOkUS. 

^^'^hat a horror i \^^hai a vsliivt r ! 

Sounds the call to tliee to fall ? 

t,UP^^OR^ON. 

Shall 1 gaze afar ? Ah, never ! 

Strife and straits, I’ll shaie them all. 

THE T-ORMFR. 

Uancfully over bold ! 

Deadly the doom ! 

EUPHORION . 

Nuthcless [ and wings unfold. 

Plume u])on plume. 

Thither 1 I must, e’en thus ! 

Say me not no ! 

IBe casts himself into the air, his gar¬ 
ments bear him for a moment, his 
head i' irradiated, a luminous 
trad slides after him. 

O' » 
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CHORUS. 

Icarus! Icarus ! 

Wailing and woe! 

\_A beautiful youth falls hcadlonf at ha 
parents’ feet. *lUe think ‘lue recng- 
nise a nvell-knonvn form in the dead 
body^ but the corporeal part njan- 
tshes immediately, the aureole rises 
like a comet up to heaven, rol:^ 
mantle and lyre remain lyitu^ on iht 
n-r uund, 

• • 

HELEN AND FAUST. 

Brief joys doth overwhelm 

Bitterest moan. 

eatphorion’s voice out of the deef^^ 

Me in the gloomy realm 

Mother, leave not alone ! 

r Pause 

CHORUS, diry^e. 

Not alone, where’er thou bidcsr, 

For we deem we smely know thee! 

If fiom day too soon thou glidest 
Not a heart will fain forgo thee. 

Should we mourn ? Scarce know we whether ! 
Envying we sing thy fate. 

Thou in clear or clouded weather. 

Song and heart hadst fair and great. 

Ah, with lofty lineage dowered, 

Might and every earthly boon, 

Youthful bloom, how soon deflowered! 

Lost unto thyself how soon ! 
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Heart that shared each aspiration, 

Keenest glance the world to scan, 

Noblest women^s glow of passion. 

And a song unmatched of man. 

But didst run, u'niridled ranging, 

Tn the net thyself foresaw, 

Violently thyself estranging , 

From all moral, from all law; 

Yet ihy dauntless will was freighted 
In the end with high design. 

Glorious was thine aiqi, yet tated 
Wert thou not thine aim to win. 

Wiio shall win it? Question sombie, 

Wlicreto Fate doth veil her, when 
On the ill-starred day, in cumber. 

Mate and bleeding stand all men. 

Yet new songs within your bosom 
Quicken. Stand deep-bowed no more! 

From the earth they still shall blossom, 

As they ever bloomed ol yore. 

\_CompIete pause. The music ceases. 

HELEN, to Faust. 

Woe's me, an ancient adage proves on me its 
truth, 

That Fortune weds with Beauty never abidingly. 
In sunder rent the bond of life is, us of love, 
And both bewailing anguished 1 say farewell, 
Upon thy bosom casting me yet once again. 
Receive, Persephoneia, thou the child and me ! 

\^She embraces Faust, her cor pc,real part 
'vanishes^ robes and 'veil remain in 
his arms. 
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PHORKYAS, to FuUSi. 

Hold fast what alone of all is left to thee ! 

The rohe, let it not loose ! 'Already Demons 
Are twitching at the skirts ; full fain were thcv 
To pluck it to the Nethcr-wofl^. Hold fast ! 
The Goddess whom thou lostest is it not, 

But i'od-like is’t. Avail thee of the hit'll. 

The pi icelesb boon, and raise thyself aloft ! 
'Tw'iil bear thee swift above the trivial 
In ether high, so long thou weary not. 

We'll meet again, bur fir, ftdl f.ii from here. 

j^Hi lex's garflieuis^ rcsoh'e theuisrh^e: 
into clouds^ encompass Fai’^t, raise 
him into the air, and drift over 
'zuuh him. 

LPhorkyas takes up Fa'PIIOrion’s rube, 
mantle, and l\re from the frri'Und. 
stepi into the Proscenmm. raises thi 
exuviae on hvf) and sptaks. 

The find is lucky, though belated. 

’d'is true the flame is dissipated, 

But for the world I nowise fret. 

Enough remains for poets' iiilriation, 

Guild and trade-jealousy to whet. 

And are tlie talents not in my donation, 

At least I'll lend the trap]>ir!gs yet. 

do'ivn on a column in the Prosienium. 

PANTHALIS. 

Now haste ye, maidens! From the witchcraft 
are we free. 

The old-Thessalian hell-hag's odious soul-con¬ 
straint, 
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Freed from the jingling-jangling din of notes 
confused, 

The ear bewildering, wildcring worse the inner 
sense. 

Hence down to Hades ! Verily the Oueen hath 
sped 

V'ith ^solemn bearing thither. Be without a 
break 

i 

H't faithful maiden's footsteps joined to hers 
whom we 

Beside tlie throne of Her the llnseaTchablc shall 
find. 

t * 

CHORUS. 

Those indeed that queens be, ever^y where arc 
they fain. 

In the forefront stand they in Hades too, 
I’roudlv company with their [ eers, 

Of Persenhone’b bosom arc thev. 

i J 

Yet for us, that in the background 
Of the deep as])]iodel-meadow3, 

But with tall lank po])!a’‘s 
And unfiuirful willows company. 

What diversion awiiteth us ? 

Flittermouse-lihe to twitter, 

A whisper undclectable, spectral. 

LHADFR OF THK CftORUS. 

He that no name hath won him, nor hath hinh 

f O 

rcasolve, 

Unto the elements belongs ; away ! But I 
Long hotly with my queen to be. Not merit 
alone 

But loyalty ensures us personality. fExit. 
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Restored are we now to the light of day, 

Truly persons no more, 

That feel we, that know we wed, 

But we shall never go back t 9 Hades, 

For ever-living Nature lays 
Claim to us spirits, 

We to her witb plenary warrant. 

PART OF THt CHORUS. 

We within these thousand blanches’ wlusp’iing 
quiver, rustling wafture^ 

Charm we toying, lure we lightly, through the 
roots the springs of being 
To the twigs; and now with leafage, now wnli 
blossoms brimming over, 

W c will deck our lluttciing tresses, lavishly for 
fireezy growth. 

Falls the frftit, then straightway gather, glad ol 
life, the folk, the herdsmen, 

Coming hasty, thronging active, for the harvest, 
for the banquet. 

Bending one and all about us, as before the 
primal gods. 

ANOTHI-R PART. 

And in gentle wavelets gliding we endearingly 
will nestle 

To the far-resplendent placid mirror of these 
rocky walls; 

For each sound will hearken, listen, song of 
birds and reedy fluting ; 

Be it Pan^s dread voice uplifted, straightway 
comes our answer ]>at; 
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Rustle wc with rustle answer, thunder with our 
rolling thunder, • 

In a crashing reboation, threefold, tenfold 
multiplied. 

4 THIRD PART. 

Sisters, we more sprightly-minded onward with 
the brooks will hasten. 

For the richly-decked hill-ranges of yon distance 
set us longing. 

Ever downwards, ever deeper, water wc meancl- 
rous roiling, 

Now the meadow, ndw the pastures, then the 
garden round the house. 

There the cypress* slender summits mark itf- 
place, that o*er the landscape. 

Line of shore and liquid mirror, up to ether 
soar aloft. 


A FOURTH PART- 

Wend ye others whither lists ye, we shrdl 
cinctuie round and rustle 

Round the wliolly-planted hill-side where upon 
its prop the vine 

Clusters green, at every season the vine-dresscT*s 
juLssion shows us 

'Fhe uncertain consummation of most lovinn 
industry. 

Now with spade and now with mattock, now 
with earthing, pruning, binding. 

All the gods he supplicateth, and the sun-god 
first of all. 

Little reck hath languid Bacchus of his faithful 
servants* labour ; 

Rests in arbours, lolls in grottos, trifling witn 
the youngest faun. 
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All he needeth for his dreamy musing’s halt- 
intoi^ication 

Hath lie near at hand in wine-skins, hath in 
jars and divers vessels, 

in cool vaults to right and leftward fur eternal 
ages stored. 

Have now all the gods and chiefly Helios, with 
fanning, drenching, 

Warming, parching, heaped the grape-vine’s 
horn of plenty to the brim, 

Where the vine-dresser wrought silent, on a 
sudden all is bustle, 

RustlcvS tnery trellis, rattles round the din irom 
stock to stock. 


Baskets creak and buckets cJaltci, gtoan the 
dorseds on their wav, 

All towards tiic mighty wine-vat for the 
treaders’ lusty dance. 

So the pure^born juicy berries’ sacicd bounty 
insolently 

Underfoot is trod, and foaming, spirting, loullv 
crushed and blent. 


Now into the car the timbrels’, now tiie 
cymbals’ brazen clamour 

Shrieks, for now hath Dionysus him from 
mvsreries revealed. 

Forth he comes with goat-foot satyrs, swaying 
goat-foot satyi esses. 

And between, unruly strident, brays Silenus’ 
long-eared beast. 

Spaie naught! Cloven hoofs relentless trample 
down all decent custom. 

And all senses reel and stagger, hideously the 
ear is dinned. 
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Drunken hands grope for the goblet, overfilled 
are head and belly. 

Here and there hath one misgivings still, yet 
only swells the tumult. 

For to garner thij ^ear^s grape-juice drain they 
swiftly last yearns skin. 

curtain falls. 

[[Phorkyas, tn the Proscenium^ rears 
r-erseif aloft to giant-height^ hut 
stept do^vn from the huskins, puts 
hack 'her inask and "ver^y and sho'ius 
her., elf as Mlphistophklfs, in 
order to comment upon the piece in 
the PpdoguCy in so far as this 
wight seem necessary. 



ACT IV 

HIOH MOUNTAINS 

■ 

l_A n:r^hfy rocky summit, y 

cloud drifts un, clitrjs io the Jv,'- 
and sini's a jull>ng /if- 

Idhe clniid j iirIs and Faust sih . 
for^ivard. 

FAU3T. 

BrnCcith my l<‘Ct bchuhiini; uccpcst soiitud*., 
All<ibt i ciicunis^'cctlV on this sunmi'i^ vcT'’- , 
Rclinqiiisliinc^ the wafiure of my cloud, lii 
soft 

Throu[;h days serene hath borne me, ovei l.i: . 
a lid vsea. 

Slowly it loosens from me, not unravelllnp 

Comn.ict the mass strives eastward in confix''):i‘f 

‘llu-ht. 

« 

d^iie eve, astounded, strains in wonder aftei i 
It sundeis cban^inp, iluctuantlv mutable. 

It siiapes itself though. Aye, mine e)e <lt 
ceives me not! 

On sun-illumined pillows, gloriouslv couched. 
A w'c'man-form, gigantic, fashioned like 
gods. 

I sec it, like to .Juno, I^^ua, Helen, how 
Majestically lovely in mine eye it Hoats I 
Alas, it is disllmned. Towering formlcss-v . 
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Like icir-iMf snow-capped niountams in the East 
It bane’s, 

j\r,d nniTOvs dazzling transient days’ 
prcL^n incy. 

Yei round niy b’iow and bosom, bail and 
]umi nous, 

Snii clings a cloud-wieath, cliecnng, cool, like 
1 caiess. 

It rises light and lingeiing, liigh and liigher still. 

it-.f-lt ii inouldeth.’-—Ciieats n.e an entrancin'T 
form, 

’ ke vouthlui-lirst,* loi/g-uncnjoyed, supremest 
blibs ? 

'Ida dee('e.>t bosom’s earliest rreasures well anew. 

1 

Vaiora’s Jove, light-soaring, it betokenetbi, 

d'lu awift-peiceived, first, scarce-comprehended 
^kince, 

i'iiat had outshone all treasuie, held hut stead¬ 
fastly. 

Like spiiitual beauty glows the lu '.;ly form 

More fair, melts not apart, in < ther -aj irs aloft. 

Slid oi mine' inmost being di’awti the best away. 

sevrn-lciiguf ho'ji ciatU'rs on to the 
j/i/g'C; Another jullmos it /w- 
in 'liVt'ly, hiri'nisToTHtLi s Eo- 
inuuntx. 1 he banti xtruu x’lL'iftJy 
on. 


Mhl’HlSTOl’HELI S. 

That’s striding now, and of the wightest! 
but jirifiice say what whim is this ? 

Amongst these horrors thou a lightest, 

Midst grisly crag and precipice ? 

1 Know it well, but in another station^ 

Inir this was properly Hell’s old foundation. 
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FAUST. 

The maddest tales thou ever hast good store ot, 
And now the like thou’rt itching to spin more 
of. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, sertously. 

When God the Lord—and well do I know 
why— 

Banned us from air to deepest deeps infernal, 
Where round and round us, glowing centrally 
And burning through, still flamed the fire eternal, 
We found us, lavish though* the illumination. 

In a constrained and irksome situation. 

With one accord the devils fell a-sneezing. 

And from above and from below a-wheezing ; 
All Hell did swell with sulphur-stench and 
acid ; 

Oh, what a gas! All bounds it soon surpassed, 
Until of force the land’s thick crust from under. 
Thick as it was, did burst and crack asunder. 

So now, you see, we’ve fairly turned the tables ; 
What formerly was cellars now is gables. 

The doctrine orthodox thereon is grounded. 
How upper may with under be confounded. 

For we escaped from burning thruldom there 
To overplus of lordship of free air. 

A mystery manifest, long well concealed. 

And to the peoples now but late revealed.* 

FAUST. 

For me the mountain-mass is nobly mute, 

Nor whence nor wherefore seek 1 to compute. 
Herself when Nature in herself first founded, 
Then faultlessly the globe of earth she rounded, 

^ Ephes. vi ii. 
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And in the peak and in the gorge was glad, 

And cliff to cliff and mount to mount did add. 
Then the smooth hills she framed, and gradually. 
With gentle sweep,^ did temper to the valley. 
There all doth ‘green and grow, and for her 
gladness 

She needeth not your frantic eddy’s madneSvS. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

* 

Aye, 80 ye say! Ye think it clear as glass, 

Bur he knows otherwise,that present was I 
And 1 was there, when seething still hereunder^ 
Swelled the abyss and flames in torrents bare, 
Wliilst Moloch’s hammer cliff to cliff in thunder 
Did weld, and scattered mountain-wreck afar. 
Earth bristles still with ponderous foreign masses. 
Who shall explain such hurling-energy ? 

The wit of the philosopher it passes; 

There lies the rock, needs must we let it lie. 

We rack our brains, yet know no more than 
asses. 

The simple-vulgar herd alone doth know 
And clings unshaken to its story. 

Its wisdom ripened long ago; 

A marvel ’lis, the Devil gets the glory. 

My pilgrim—crutch of faith beneath his 
shoulder— 

Limps to the Devii^s Bridge, the Devil’s Boulder, 

FAU8T. 

’Tis well worth while, as Tm a living creature 
To sec what views the Devils hold on Nature. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be Nature what she will—what do I care ? 

A point of honour ’tis, the Devil was there ’ 
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Wc arc the people, we, for great achieving ; 
jMight, tumult, frenzy ! Seeing id believing ! 
Bill ro talk sense—upon our suptrficics, . 

Say, hast tliou naught desepied that met thy 
wishes ? * 

I'hou didst overlook a boundIcsi territory, 
“The kin<7.doiKs of tlie wovld and all th('’r 
glory, ”1 

But all insatiate as thou art, • 

Lusted for naught at all thine heart ? 

' • 

IAUST. 

It did! A gr(‘:it wcik did bespeak 
My purpose. Guess! 

'-■5, PHU^T* U'HI I-ES. 

Soon done ! I’d seek 
Some capital—its inner ring 
A norror of burgher-victual ling, 

With tortuous alleys, pointed gables, 

A crowded market, vegetables. 

And fleshers’ stalls where blow-tlics fatten 
And link on juicy joints to batten. 

There wilt thou ever find, meihinks, 

No lack of bustle, no lack of stinks. 

Then fair wide streets and roomy places 
Wherein to swagger with stylish graces, 

And lastly where no gate doth pen, 

Fair subuibs, stretching out of ken. 

There would I revel in coaches rolling, 
in noisy hither and thither bowling, 

In endless hither and thither storming, 

The human anL-hill's restless swarming, 

^ Matt. i>. 
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Still in my driving, in my liding, 

Myself the cynosure abiding, 

Honoured by myriads without cease. 

‘ * FAUST. 

That to content me were not able! 

One joys to see the folk increase*, 

And in its fashion live at ease. 

And form and teach itself—then secs 
In each one hath but reared a rebel! 

• » 

Mia’HISTOPHLLI'S. 

Self-glorious then I'd build with grandeur meet, 
1’ the pleasant place, a pleasure-seat; 

Woods, h’lls. plains, meadows, fields around 
Changed lo a sj-iendid garden-ground. 

With walls of verdure, velvet meadows, 

Paths straight as lines, artistic shadows, 
Cascades that plunge fioni rock to rock col- 

And fountain-jets of every kind, 

That soar majestically in the middle, 

And round the sides that spirt and squirt and 
piddle 

In thousand trifles. Then, too, fairest women ! 
Snug little houses to lodge them in 
Pd build, and there time witliout end 
In charming social solitude Pd spend. 

Women, I say. The Fair, by your good gract 
T’ the plural I conceive always. • 

FAUST. 

Sardanapalus ! Modern ! Base ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows whereto thou didst aspire ? 
Sublimely bold would be thy goal! 

The moon, whereto thou soaredst so much nigh 
Drew haply thy distempered* sDul. 

FAUST. 

No wise ! This round of earth, methought, 
Hath scope for great achievirg ever. 

Strength do I feel for bold endeavour. 

A deed of wonder shall wrought. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fame wouldst thou earn ! ’Tis patent truly 
From heroines thou comest newly. 

FAUST. 

At lordship, ownership 1 aim. 

The deed is all and naught the fame. 

« 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But poets will relate the story, 

To aftertimes proclaim thy glory, * 

By folly folly to inflame. 

FAUST. 

In all that is hast thou no part! 

What know^st thou of the human heart ? 

Thy froward nature, bitter, keen. 

What knows it of the needs of men ? 

•i 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then let it be as best thee pleases. 

Confide to me the scope of thy caprices, 
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FAUST. 

Mine eye was drawn towards the vasty ocean. 

It swelled aloft, up to high heaven it vaulted, 
Then sinking, 
motion 

And all the width of level shore assaulted. 

And that did gall me, e\*n as insolence 
Galls the fiee mind that prizes every right, 

And througii hot bl’ood wrouglir up to vehemence 
Witli a fierce sense of outrage doth excite. 

I thought it chance,, mi Tie eyeballs did I strain, 
The billow stood awhile, rolled back again, 

And from the goal so proudly won withdrew. 
The hour is nigh, tlie sjiort it will renew. 

MFPHisTorHELEs, ad Spectatorcs. 

There^s nothing here for me to learn, Fll own it. 
Already a hundred thous'and years Fve known It. 

FAUST, continuing pa^sionattly. * 

It Steals along, through thousand channels oozing. 
Unfruitful, and unfruitfulness diffusing. 

It swells and grows and rolls and welters o’er 
The hateful empire oi: the barren shore. 

Pregnant with might, wave upon wave there 
reigneth, 

Yet each retires, nor any end attaineth. 

Me to despair it doth disquiet truly, 

This aimless might of elements unruly. 

A lofty flight I dare, nor deem it idle— 

Here would I battle, this I fain would bridle. 

And it is possible 1 Flood as it will. 

It yields, it moulds itself to every hill. 


shopk Its waves in fierce com 
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And let it swell and bluster ne’er so loudly, 

A petty height doth tower against it proudly, 

A petty depth doth draw it on amain. 

Then in my mind I fashioned plan on plan : — 
Achieve thyself the exquisite* e#notion 
To shut out from the shoie the imperious ocean, 
The confines of the moist expanse to straiten 
And back upon* itself to thrust it beaten.— 
From step to step the ways and means I’ve 
reckoned, 

That is my wish, that do thou-dare to second. 

ID rums and martial music on the rv^kt 
hand m the distance^ to the rear 
of the onlooLers. 

MIPHISTOPHELFS. 

How easy ! Hear’st the drunic there? 

PAUST- 

V»^ar a^ain 

o 

Alr'hady ! That the wise man hears not lam ! 

Mi’PHlbTOPHELES. 

Come war, come ])cace, from every circumstance 
The wise man will essay to make his prolit. 

You watch, vou wait for each ausnicious chance ; 
Now IS the moment! Faust, avail thee of it! 


1 AUoT. 

This riddling-stuff I pray thee spare me, friend ! 
Be brief, ex]>iain thyself, and make an end 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From me it was not hid past 1 hurried, 

That our good Emjieror is sorely worried. 
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Thou know’st him, marry! Him when we 
diverted. 

To palm off on him spurious wealth concerte i. 
He thought the whole wide world for sale, 

For voun? the throne unto him fell. 

And straight he 'drew the false conclusion 
That the two aims might well combine. 

And ’twas desirable and fine 
To rule and eke to enjoy. 


rausT. 

j * Delusion 

And monstrous error ! If a man would rul 
In ruling must his lujpes of bliss all centre 
His mind is with a lofty pur]X)be fu*I ; 

Into his'purpose though must no man enter. 
What to his trustiest he softly breather, 

’T IS done,—andall the world with wondcrsecthe: 

will he be the most exalted still 
Anvi noblest. Bur enjoyment maketh vile. 


MEeHISTOentLES. 

vSuch is not he. How he enjoyed, good lack ' 
Wiiile went the realm in anarcliy to wrack. 
Where <ireat and small had each witii all 
hostility. 

Where town witii town, guild with nobility, 
Castle with castle, bisho]) stood 
With chapter and with flock at feud. 

Where brother brother banished, slew, and no 
man 

Saw other but to be his foenian ; 

I’ the churches murder, of your life ’twere pity 
For trade or travel were you forth the cny. 
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Boldness in all did mightily augment. 

Then live meant: ivard yourself f Well, well, 
it went! 

FAUST. 

It went, it staggered, fell, thOi^up it jumped, 

Tt luichcd and lost its balance, and down it 
plumped. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And no man cared to censure such a state, 

For each man could and each man would have 
w'cight; ' 

tuil the smallest even passed. 

Yet for the best things grew too mad at last. 
Then in their might the men of worth arose, 
And said ;—That man is lord wHo peace 
bestows. 

The Emperor cannot, will not. Come then, 
choose we 

A new Lord, into the Realm new soul infuse 
w'e, 

And, while he safeguards small and great, 

The world be lienceforth new-create. 

And peace with justice wedded use we. 

FAUST. 

That smacks of priestcraft! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Priests it was indeed ! 
Their own well-fatted paunch they safeguarded. 
They more than others riot instigated. 

And riot grew, riot was consecrated. 

And hither our good Emperor, whom we 
Made merry, comes to his last light, maybe. 
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FAUST. 

So frank, so kindly ! Sboth he makes my heart 
ache! 

MKPHISTOPHELES. 

I '* 

Well, whilst there^s life, there's hope! Let us 
his part take. 

We'ii extricate him from this narrow valley. 
Once saved is salved a thousand times. Who 
knoweth 

The hazard of the dice, wliat time he throweth ? 
And hath he luck.'wil? vass.’ls round him rally. 

[^rhey climb over the midmost mountain 
ratine and consider the order of the 
army in the valley. Drums and 
martial music rin^ oat from helonv. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Their choice of ground, I see, hath been well- 
We join them and their victory is decided. 

FAUST. 

What IS to hope, I'd like to know? 

Delusion ! Glamour! Hollow sliow ! 

MEPHISTOPHILFS. 

War-stratagems to win a battle ! 

Steel thyself unto sterner mettle 
By thinking on thine aim, for if 
Wc save unto the Emperor throne and land, 
Then shalt thou kneel and take in fief 
As guerdon due, the boundless strand. 
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FAUST. 

Already much hast carfied throuj^h, 

Come then, and win a battle too I 

MEPHlSTOPHELtS. 

Nay, that slialt thou. This time, I irow., 

’Tib thou art generalissimo. 

FAUST. 

I were well placed, forsooth,' commanding 
In that whereof I have no understanding ‘ 

M hPHKsTorHtxrs. 

x\ll to the General Staff leave over, 

Then is the General under covei. 

^V^a^-nllsc}lief '-c’enting in the air. 

The War-chief’s Council, then and there 
Fiom primal manhood of mountain>i old 
I fashioned. Blest v/no them enrolled ! 

FAUST. 

What bre I yonder armed go? 

Hast stirred the mountain-folk up f 

MEPHISIOPHFLI S'. 

No' 

Like Master Peter Ouince, of all 
The raff the essence did 1 call, 

\_ETiter the Thkie Mighty Mfn.^ 


^ z Sam. xxiii. 8. 
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MEPHISTOPHhLES. 

Lo, even now my blades -are here. 

Thou seest, in years they greatly vary, 

In varying garb and harness they appear, 
rhou’lt not fare bjjdly with them, marry ! 

\_Ad Spectatores. 

No child but now were fain to wear 
The mail and collar of the Ritter, 

And allegories tho^igh the rascals are, 

On that account to please they are but fitter. 

SWASHBUCKLER, youftg, lightly~armed, ^nily-clad. 

If one should look me in the eyes, 

With one blow of my fist upon the chaps I’ll 
fell him. 

And if a craven dastard flies, 

Quickly by his back-hair I’ll hale him. 

HAVEQUiCK, manly, nvell-armcd, t 'lchly-clad. 

A fig for all such empty brabble! 

Mire waste of time ! nav, be alone 
in taking indefatigable, 

Tfie rest may wait till that be done. 

HOLDFAST, 

{in years, strongly - arnu d, nvithout 
garment. 

Thereby is nothing consummated. 

Great wealth is quickly dissipated. 

Adown life’s stream as swift as thought 
It sweeps. To take is good, better to keep 
when taken. 

Follow the greybeard’s rede unshaken 
And from thee no man shall take aught. 

\^rbey go do*wn the mountain together^ 
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ON THE HEADLAND. 

^l^rums and martial music from helonv. 
'rhc Emperor s tent is bem^ 
pitched, * 

Emperor, Generalissimo, Life-Guards. 

GENERALISSIMO, 

The jirojcct still approves it well-inspired. 

That we in this secluded vale 

< I 

Our hosts have concentrated and retired, 

I firmly lio])e ’twill turn out well. 

EMPEROR. 

What shall be soon will show the meeting. 

But this half-flight doth gall me, this retreating:. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

See there, my Prince, on our left flank. The 
station 

Could not be bettered in imagination ! 

Not steep the hill, yet not too easy faring ; 

To us piopitious, to the foe ensnaring. 

We on the rolling plain He half-concealed ; 

The horse will scarcely dare to take the held. 

EMPEROR. 

I can but praise your plan of battle. 

Here arm and breast can prove their mettle. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

On the mid-meadow’s level loom in leaguer 
The phalanx dost thou see, for battle eager. 
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Through morning's misty haze in sunshine there 
The halberds flash and glitter in the air. 

The mighty square heaves darkly to and fro, 
There thousands to heroic ex])loits glow. 

The might of pvir main force lies patent yonder. 
Them will 1 trust the foeman’s force to sunder. 

IMPEROR. , 

For the first time the goodly sight 1 view. 

An army such afc this doth count for two. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

II • 

Of our loft wing is nothing to be told. 

The stubborn cliff is held by heroes bold. 

Von craggy steeps that now witli arms are 
flashing 

Our narrow defile's vital pass protect. 

'^riie foe, all unawares u])on them dashing 
Will, 1 foresee, in bloody fray be wrecked. 

EMPEROR. 

There come the faithless kinsfolk, one and other 
Forsworn, that called me uncle, cousin, brother. 
That step by step all bonds of fealty sundered. 
Sceptre of might and throne of reveience 
plundered ; 

Then falling out the Empire devastated, 

And now rebel against me federated. 

The crowd doth waver in uncertain mood, 

Then streams along whither them sweeps the 
flood, 

GENERALISSIMO. 

A trusty scout returns with hurried tread 
Adown the cliffs. Heaven send he be well- 
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FIRST SCOUT. 

On our errand Fortune waited. 

For with bold yet wily skill 
Here and there we penetrated. 

Yet the news wc bring ie ill. 

Many that with stout averment 
Homage vowed in word and deed. 
Popular peril, inner ferment 
Now for their inaction plead. 

FMPEROR. 

Selfishness inculcates self-pfesei*vation ! 

Not honour, duty, thanks or inclination ! 
Perhink ye not, your reckoning when ye frame 
Your neighbour’s fire will set your house aflame ! 

GENERALISSIMC). 

The second comes ; but slowly down he 
clambers. 

The weary man trembles in all his members. 

SECOND SCOUT. 

All in wild confusion straying 
First we noted, highly cheered. 
Unexpected, undelaying, 

A new Emperor appjeared. 

And the hosts in warlike manner 
March by pathways pre-asslgncd. 

The unfurled lying-banner 
Folicw all in sheepish kind. 
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A rival Emperor stands me in good stead. 
Now do I feel me Emperor indeed ! 
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The harness but as soldier did I don^ 

Now to a higher aim ^tis girded on. 

At every feast, biilliant as it might be, 

Whilst naught was lacking, danger lacked to me. 
Ye counselled alj the bloodless carrousel 
While for the deadly joust mine heart did swell. 
And had ye not from warfare one and all 
dissuaded, 


My brdws a hero’s laurels now had braided 
Valour upon my bos(mi set her sigil 
Wlum glassed in fire, on yonder masking-vigll. 
Upcii me leapt the lianies infuriate. 

A pliantum, aye, yet was the phantom gitait 
DaiiJv I dreamed of victory and fame. 

I will retrieve wdiat then unto my shame 
I leit uiuiom. 

arf despuicJfcd io the 

Rival-Kinjhror to shv^'Ic comhat. 

rh'AUST. harues^ed, vutb haJf-clojtd 
tH'hni't. 


[^The Thkki MiCriTV Ml n armed and 
clad as above. 


1 AUST. 

Wc come, and hope uncliidden. 
Since forethought steads, e’en though b) need 
unbidden. 

Thou know’st the mountain-ininefolk think anet 
pore. 

Of Nature’s cypher and the rocks’ hatli lore. 
The spirits, that the plains have long fursahen. 
Still greater liking to the mounts have taken. 
They work, through labyrinthian crevasses. 

In noble fumes of metal-laden gases. 
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They sunder, test and blend, one impulse over 
Their minds hath sway, some new thing to 
discover. 

With finger light of spirit-power they fashion 
Translucent forms, and to theij: contemplation 
Crystal, in its eternal silence, glasses 
Whatever in the woild above them passes. 

EMPEROR. 

_ ^ 

That have I heard and do believe, but how. 

My gallant fellow, doth it touch us now ? 

FAUSV. ' 

The Sabine sorcerer—thus. Sire, I answer— 
Thy faithful servant is, the Necromancer 
Of Norcia. What dread fate him threatened 
dire! 

The bavins crackled, leapt the tongues of fire ; 
The dry logs latticed about him round, 

With pitch besmeared, with bnmstone-witliies 
bound. 

Not man, nor God, nor Devil could deliver, 

But Majesty the glowing bonds did shiver. 

In Rome it was; himself to thee he hallows, 
With deep solicitude thy lortune follows. 

And self forgetting, from that moment lie 
yuestions for thee the star, the deep for thee. 
He charged us instantly, with all resources. 
Thee to befriend. Great aie the mountain’s 
forces. 

There Nature works with might surpassing free, 
The priests’ thick wits berate it sorcery. 

EMPEROR. 

On the glad day, whenas the guests we meet. 
That joyful come in joy the hours to fleet, 
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Each gladdens us as he doth throng and press, 
And man by man, straitens the chambers’ space ; 
Yet passing welcome must the brave man be 
If as ally he join us sturdily 
I* the morning h^our, dread issues that decideth, 
For that Fate’s balance over it presideth. 

But in this solemn hour the stalwart hand 
Restrain, I pray thee, from the willing brand. 
Honour'the moment that to strife doth summot 
Thousands, to prove them friend or focman. 
Self is the man ! Who covets throne and crown, 
Himself be worthy of such high renown ! 

This phantom, that against us is uprisen, 
Emp’ror himself, Lord of our L^and^ doth 
christen. 

Our army’s Luke, our barons’ Liege doth boast 
him, 

Ouiself, with our own hand, to Hell will thrust 
him ! 


FAUST. 

Howe’er must be achieved the undertaking. 
Thou dost not well therein thine own head 
staking. 

The crest, the plume upon the helmet glances ; 
It shields the head, our valour that entrances. 
Without the head, what could the limbs do 
either : 

For if it slumbers, all droop down together, 

If it is wounded, all are sorely stricken, 

And all revive when it with health doth quicken. 
The arm its strong prerogative straight wieldeth, 
It lifts the buckler and the skull it shieldeth. 
Straightway the sword allegiance doth show. 

It parries stoutly and returns the blow. 
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The sturdy foot their fortune doth partake, 

And plants it swift on the slain foeman’s neck. 

KMPEROR. 

Such is iny wrath, his ml^ht sO|Wpuld I crumble. 
And his jrroud head to be my foot'^tool humble* 

HERALDS, returning. 

Little honour, scarce a hearin<z 
Had we yonder on our coming. 

And our chailonge did they, jeering, 
Laugh to scorn for idlb mumming. 

‘'-‘No more is your Emijeror heard o\ 
Echo in yon narrow vale. 

Him if ever theie be word of:— 

Once there ‘ivas^ replies the tale.” 

r AL\n. 

h7en as the best had wished it doth betide, 

That staunch and faithful stand here at thv vsidt. 
Thmc l)Uin to light, there conic the hosts of 
treason. 

The onset bid, ’propitious is the season. 


EMPEROR. 

Here then do I surrender the comnand, 

[^7 (j the Generiiliss'inio. 

And bid thee, Prince, thy duty take in hand. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

Then let the right wing straightway take the 
held! 

The foeman*s left, that climbing even now is, 
Ere it hath taken its last step shall yield 
To the tried constancy of youthful prowess. 
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FAUST. 

Then suffer thou this merry blade, I pray, 

To place him in thy ranks without delay, 

And iniimately there incorporated 
To ply his lusty calling with them mated. 

Points to the 

SWASHBUCKLLk, comir;g for'ivard. 

Who shows his face shall turn it not awav 

r j 

Ere upper jaw and under get a mangling. 

Who turns his back, limp on his najjc Idl lay 

Head, neck and staljj'in horrid fa^.iiion dangling. 

And if with sword and mace thy men 

Strike home as I shall, helter-skelter 

Man over man will topple then 

The foe, and in their own blood wclter- 

GINI’RALISSIMO. 

Now softly oui mid-phalanx to tlie fight. 

And shrewdly meet the foe with alf irs might. 
Already to the right our force hath taken 
The field, and hot-iiiceiit,ed their plan hath 
shaken. 

[[Faust, to the middlemost oj 

the Ihree, 

Then let this hero too thy word obeyl 
Nimble and bold he is, sweej)S all aw iy. 

HAv'EQuiCK, comingJor^zvard. 

Th' imperial hosts heroic spidt 

Shall there with thirst for plunder pair it, 

The goal wliereto all wills art bent 
The Rival Emperor’s sumptuous tent. 

Not long he’ll lord it on his .sctile ! 

The phalanx will I lead and show' my mettle 
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SPEEDBOOTY, a sutlctess, nestling up to him. 

Though not to thee in wedlock tied, 

My dearest leman dost thou bide. ; 

For us is such a harvest ripe! 

Woman is fierce when she dotlf gri]>e, 

And when she plunders, ruthless she. 

All is permitted, on to victory! 

\^Exeuni ambo. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

Upon our left, as was to be foreseen, 

Their right doth hurl itself* with might and 
main. 

Their furious effort one and all will parry 
The narrow defile of the road to carry. 

FAUST, beckoning to the left. 

Then pray you, sir, this man to gaze at length 
on. 

It doth not hurt themselves if strong men 
strengthen. 

HOLDFAST, Coming for^ward. 

Let the left wing no care awaken ! 

For where I am the tenure is unshaken. 

There shall the old man prove him. Thunder 
Shall cleave not what I hold in sunder. 

IF.xit. 

MEPyiSTOPHELFS, Coming donvn from aho^ve, 

Lo now, how in the background surges, 

From out the jagged rocky gorges, 

A host of armed men, that cumbers 
The narrow pathway with its numbers ! 
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Witli heJm and harness, sword and shield, 

A bulwark in our rear they build, 

Ready to strike if we but beckon. 

ITo those who are in the secret. 
Ye must not ask, whence they are taken. 

To tell the truth, IVe emptied out 
The armour-chambers round about. 

There did they stand, on foot’or mounted, 

Still Lords of Earth as were they counted. 
Knight, King or Kaiser once they strutted, 

Now naught but snail-shells whence the snail 
hath rotted.* 

Themselves therein have many spectres dight, 
The Middle Ages furbished up to hght, 

But what a devilkin therein lurks, 

This once a line effect it works. 

\^Aloud. 

To frenzy, hark! themselves they’re lashing, 
With tinny clank together clashing ! 

By many a banner tattered pennons flutter, 

That for fresh breezes yearned with yearning 
utter. 

An ancient people here doth rise to life. 

And fain would mingle in the newest strife. 

[^Appalling trumpet~peal from aho'ue. 
Notable *wuvermg in the hostile 
army. 


FAUST. 

Already the horizon darkles. 

But here and there suggestive sparkles 
A bloody-red, foreboding glow. 
Already gleam the weapons bloody. 
Cliff, wood, and atmosphere are ruddy, 
And heaven above, and earth below. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The right wing stoutly keeps its station. 
There see I, hovering defiant, 

Jack Swashbuckler, the nimble giant, 
Alertly busy in his fashion. » 

EMPEROR. 

First did 1 see o'ne arm uplifted, 

Then straight a dozen shook and shifted ; 
It is not Nature worketh here 1 

FAUST. 

Hast thou ne’er heard of mist-wreaths, ove 
The coasts of Sicily that hover ? 

There, in the daylight floating clear. 

Raised to mid-air, may see gazes. 
And mirrored in especial hazes, 

A vision wonderful appear. 

There to and fro do cities waver, 

And gardens rise and fall, as ever 
Breaks wraith on wraith the ether there. 

EMPEROR. 

My fears a portent new enliances. 

For every speai-head gleams and glances. 
Lo there, our phalanx’ glittering lances ! 
On each a nimble flamclet dances ! 
Mescems too spectral is the light. 

I'AUST. 

Pardon^ O Sire, here is a vestige 
Of spirit-natures* vanished prestige, 

A reflex of the Dioscuri, 

The sailor’s friend ’mid tempests’ fury- 
They gather here their latest might. 
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hMIMROR. 

But say to wliom the debt is owing 
That Nature here her f'vour showing 
Foi us her rarest doth unite. 

> • 

MIPHISTOPHELES. 

To whom but yonder lofty Master 
That hath thy destiny at heart ? 

Thy foeman’s m’enace of disaster 
Doth touch him with profoundcFit smart. 

The gratitude he.stilbdoth cherish 

Would save thee, though himself should perish. 

I MPEPCU.. 

They led me jubilant in pomjjous ])ag!.aut. 

Now was I something, fain would prove me 
regent. 

And ^twas my whim—full little did T ponder— 
To give cool air unto the greybea'd yondc'-. 

I maned the clergypastime. Howsoever, 
Frankly, thereby 1 did not win their favour. 
What years agone I did in merry pleasure, 

Doth it bear fruit in such abundant measure ? 

PAUST. 

Free kindness hath rich usury. 

Look upwards ! Straightway will be sent us. 
Mistake I not, a sign portentous. 

Give heed, the omen straight thou’lt see? 


EMPJ'ROP. 

An eagle soars in heaven's hollows, 
With menace fierce a griifin follows. 
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FAUST. 

Give heed ! Methinks propitious is’l. 
The griffin is a fabulous beast. 

Him how could his conceit inveigle 
To pit him with a genuine eig^e ? 

EMPEROR. 

« 

Each about each with menace gruesome 
In circles wide they wheel, then stoop 
Each upon each with furious swoop. 
And tear and mangle neck ^nd bosom. 

FAUST. 

Lo, the fierce griffin finds but bale ! 

To-torn, to-rulBed, like a plummet 
It drops from sight, its lion’s tail 
All limp, upon yon woody summit. 

EMPEROR. 

E’en as the token be the event! 

I take the sign with wonderment. 

MEPHiSTOPHELES, tonvards the ri^ht^ 

Under ciushing blows repeated 
Hath our foe perforce retreated. 

And in desultory fashion 
Fighting, fall back where its station 
Hath their left, and so unsettle 
All their leftward line of battle. 

Now our phalanx’ point hath doubled 
To the right, and like the thunder 
Cleaves their wavering ranks in sunder. 
Now like billows tempest-troubled 
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Spuming, well-matched forces rattle 
In the shock, of twofold battle. 

Mind hath pictured naught more glorious, 
We in battle are victorious ! 


EMPEROR, on the left side to Faust. 

Yonder, see, is danger threatenbd I 
There our post is sorely straitened ! 

Not a stone now see I fly there; 

Lower cliffs are climbed; the high there 
Stand forsaken nolv already. 

Now the foe in masses eddy. 

Nearer throng, and the contested 
Pass ere this hath haply wrested. 

Thus unholy toils prove fruitless. 

All your boasted arts are bootless. 

\^Paus*- 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There come my ravens twain. What message 
Bring they us ? Sooth, I have a presage 
We tare but badly in the strife. 

EMPEROR. 

What mean these obscene birds of e'^dl. 

Their sable vans that hither level 
From the hot fight about the clitf ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, to the ravens. 

Perch near mine ears. Whomever ye favour 
Is not in desperate case, for ever 
Your counsel is with reason rife. 
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FAUST, to the Emperor. 

Thou caust not but have heard of pigeons, 

Fo breed and feed their young, in legion: 

Fhit come from inanv.a fiir-otf coast. 

_ y 

The cases, truly, scarcely tally*, •• 

The pigeon-pOvSt is peace^s valet, 

Fut W ar commands the raven-post. 

Ml-FHISTOPHI L1,S. 

Tidings they bring of grievous fo^-tune. 

Sec how tiie foe doth sore importune 
Our heroes on their rockv'v/aH. 

Tile nearest heights are scaled, and marry 
The narrow ]iass if once they carry 
’Twerc much if we could st<tnd at all. 

FMrEROR. 

On bubble-hopes ye have ujAi . »ved mr ! 

Into the net ye iiave decoyed me ! 

I -diudJer, taken in the snare. 

MLPHISToFHI'LKS. 

Courage ! Wc need not yet despair. 

Patience and knack, for the la.st knot. 

Tht* end as usual is hot. 

My trusty envoys arc at hand. 

Command that 1 may rake command. 

GENERALISSIMO, 

has come up m the ni'itufi/ne., 

Thou with these fellows hast allied thee ; 

The whole time hath it mortified me ; 

Juggling no stable luck commands. 

As for the battle I can’t mend it. 

’Twas they began it, let them end it! 

My staff I give back to thy hands. 
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EMPEROR 

Fortune hath brighter hours in keeping 
Belike. Retain it in thy grip. 

Foul wight—he sets my flesh a-creeping, 

He and his ravep-fellowship. 

Mephistophtlc! 

The staff to thee I can't deliver. 

Thou seemest not the pro])cr man. 

Command, and us to free endeavour. 

Let everything be done that can. 

\^Goes into the tent 'with the Gcnereihssivw 

% • 

MJ FHISTOPHFLI.S. 

The .stupid staff! Now may he of it 
Have joy ! Us can it little profit. 

There was as 'twere a cross thereon. 


KAUST. 

Whai must we do 


MEPHISTOPHELL3. 


E’en now 'tis-done ' 
Now, sable cousins, swift in duty, 

To the great mountain-lake ! The Uiidenej 
salute ye. 

And beg them for the .semblance of tiicir flood ! 
By women’s arts, transcendent wonder! 

Tl>c .semblance from the essence can tl.ev 
sunder. 

You’ld swear the thing before you stood. 

O n! 


IAUST. 


Our ravens must have coaxed and flattered 
throughly 

The water-nymphs, for yonder truly 
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To trickle hath it now begun. 

From many a dry bare cliff upon the 
mountain 

There gushes forth a swift abundant fountain. 
Their hope of triumph is undoijc. 

MEPHISTOPHLLES. 

The welcome is of v/ondrous cast. 

The boldest climber stands aghast. 

FAUST. 

Brook rushes down to brook with might alieady, 
And twofold swollen fr6m fcach gorge they 
eddy. 

An arched cascade leaps from the verge. 
Suddenly o’er the width of level rock it gushes, 
To this side and to that it foams and rushes, 
And vale wards step by step its course doth urge. 
What boots a bold heroic opposition r 
The mighty Hood will sweep them to perdition • 
Myself I shudder at so fierce a surge. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Naught see I of this water counterfeited, 

For human eyes alone can thus be cheated. 

Tm rarely tickled by so odd a case. 

Forth from the field whole hosts at once they 
bound there, 

Poor fools ! They ween they shall be drowned 
there, 

The while they safely snort upon dry ground 
there, 

And droily run with swimming gestures round 
there. 

Confusion reigns in every place. 

ranyens haw returned. 
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Unto the lofty Master I’ll commend ye. 
Yourselves to prove ye masters now pretend ye, 
Haste to the dwarf-folks’ glowing smithy. 
Where stone and metal on their stithy 
They smi^'e to sparks and never tire. 

Coax from them* with your honeyed cackling, 

A fire winking, gleaming, crackling, 

A very high-fantastic fire. 

Sheet-lightning, true, that in the distance dances. 
And highest stars down-shooting swift as glances, 
No summer-night but boasteth these. 

Sh eet-lightning, thpugh, ’mid tangled brushwood 
garish, 

And stars that hiss along the level marish, 

The like not easily one sees. 

This do, on form o’ennuch not standing, 
Entreating first, and then commanding. 

Jly c/f, 

takes place as aho^ie described. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. . 

Night shrouds the foe in sable curtain ! 

They stride and ride into the uncertain ! 

A llash of flitting scintillations 
And sudden-dazzling coruscations ! 

All very line—but now we need 
A sound shall chill the soul with dread. 

FAUST. 

The hollow armour from the vaulted chambers 
In the free air its pristine strength remembers. 
Long hath it rattled there and clattered, in 
A wondrous-strange, discordant din. 


R 



284 


Goethe’s Faust 


mephistopheles. 

E*en so. Unbridled each his neighbours 
With knightly bufFetings belabours, 

Wherewith the good old times were rife^ 

Now fan again vambrace and •j:ynbeau, 

As Guelph and Ghibelline, the flambeau 
Of the eternal jar to life. 

Into the ancestral feud they throw them, 

And still implacable they show them \ 

Now far and wide resounds the strife 
Nay, party-rancour is the DeviTs 
Best instrument in all hiS revtls. 

E’en to the last, the grisly hour. 

Adown the vale abhorrent-panic, 

Now strident-harsh and shriil-satanic, 

Resound with awe-inspiring power 

^Warlike tumult in the Orchestr.u 
passing owr at length into merry 
martial music. 


THE RIVAL EMPEROR’S TENT, 
THRONE, SUMPTUOUS SUR- 
ROUNDINGS. 

Haveouick, SpEEDBOOI'Y. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

So first then at the tryst we be! 

HAVEQinCK. 

No raven flies so swift as we. 
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SPEEDBOOTY. 

Oh, what a treasure here heaped up! 
Where shall I start ? Where shall I stop : 


HAVL(2UICK. 

So full the whole wide space doth stand, 
I know not where to lay my hand. 

SPEI DBOOTY. 

Tlie ta]>estry were to my taste, 

My couch is oft top barely graced. 

HAVtQUICK. 

Here hangs, of steel, a morning-star. 
The like I long have lusted for. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

The crimson mantle, golden-henimed, 
The very thing whereof I dreamed I 

■ 

HAVFouiCK, taking the 'weapon. 

With this the job is swiftly done. 

You strike him dead and hurry on. 
Already hast thou crammed thy pack. 
Yet naught of worth hast in thy sack. 
Leave there the rubbish on the earth i 
One of these coffers carry forth. 

This is the army’s pay all told. 

And in its belly naught but gold. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

'Tis murderously heavy ! It 
I cannot lift or bear one whit. 
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HAVEQUICK. 

Bend thy back quickly ! Thou must stoop ! 

TMl hoist it on thy sturdy croup. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

Fm done for now ! Alack ! 'Alack .* 

The plaguy weight my reins will crack. 

•\_The cojjcr falls and bursts open 

HAVEQUICK. • 

There lies the red gold all a-heap. 

To work ! The treasure swfft upsweep ! 

SPEEDBOOTY, crOUch’lTlg do*lVTi 

To work and swiftly fill rny lap! 

There's still enough for every hap. 

HAVEOIJICK. 

And so enough, and come now, troll! 

r4S’/:>£* stands up 

Alack ! the apron hath a hole. 

Where’er dost stand, where’er dost go, 

In spendthrift wise dost treasure sow. 

BODY-GUARDS of our Kmperi.r. 

I’ the sacred place why make ye fret ? 

The imperial wealth why ransack ye ? 

HAVEQUICK. 

We perilled life and limb lor pay. 

We fetch our portion of the piey. 

The foeman’s tent is^spoil of war, 

And marry, we too soldiers are. 
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BODY-GUABCDS, 

That with our circle doth not suit, 

Soldier and carrion-thief to boot. 

Who nears our Emperor, let him set; 

An honest soldjor that he be. 

HAVE^UICK. 

Honesty, quotha ! Thai we know ; 

Ye call it contribution though. 

On a like footin'g all ye live. 

The pass-word of the guild is give ! 

< • 

[]7o SpeedhoGty. 

Forth with thy booty ! Leave the rest' 

For here we arc not welcome guest. \^E\tuKt. 

FIKST BODY-GUARD. 

Say, wherefore didst not straightway slap 
Tiie saucy varlct on the chap. 

SECOND, 

1 know not! Me a faintness took, 

The twain had such a spectral look. 

THIRD. 

Before mine eves there swam a haze, 

A sudden dazzling blurred my g'lzc. 

FOURTH. 

Words to describe it know I not. 

The livelong day it was so hot, 

So sultry close as boding bale. 

The one did stand, the othe. fell. 

You groped and struck a random blow. 

At every stroke there fell a foe. 
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Before the eyes a gauze as ’twere, 

It hummed and buzzed and whizzed the ear 

So it went on, here arc we now. 

Thus hath it chanced, but none knows hoV. 

Emperor •wifl^/our Prlnces. 

The Tife~guards 

Emperor- 

Now be that as it may, the d'ay is ours, and 
shattered 

The hostile force in flight across the plain is 
scattered. 

Here stands the empty throne, and hung with 
arras round 

The treasonable wealth encunibereth the ground. 

We, safely fenced about by our own guard 
domestic, 

Tlie peoples’ envoys wait, imperially majestic. 

From every side at once the joyful tidings roll, 

The Empire is at peace, is ours with heart and 
soul. 

And what though in our strife was glamour 
interwoven, 

We in the end alone, but by ourselves have 
stroven. 

Oft with belligerents doth accident collude, 

From heaven falls a stone, upon the foe rains 
blood, 

From rocky caverns rings a voice of awful 
omen, 

That lifts our hearts on high, strikes terror to 
the foemen. 

An endless gibing-stock the vanquished bit the 
sod, 
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The victor in his pride lauds the propitious God, 

Straightway a million throats—it needcth no in¬ 
junction— 

God •we magnify ! chant forth with 
solemn unction. 

\ ct, as hath rArMy chanced till now, for highest 
praise 

Back upon mine own breast, I turn my pious 
gaze. 

A young and wanton prince his day may haply 
squander, 

Yet from the yearn he learns the moment’s 
worth to ponder, 

Wherefore I’ll league myself, or e’er I doff my 
helm. 

With you, ye noble Four, for house and court 
and realm. 


[[/b t/je First. 

Thine was the strategy, O Prince, the bold 
preparing, 

The tactics at the pinch, heroically *daring. 

In peace be active now, e’en as the times sug- 
gest. 

High-Marshal thee J name, and with the sword 
invest. 


HlGH-MARSHAL. 

Thy loyal host, till now with intestine disorders 

Engaged, thee and thy throne shall stablish on 
thy borders. 

Then by the festal throng, within the ample 
space 

Of thine ancestral keep the banquet bid us 
grace. 
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Naked before thee borne, beside thee held, 
’twill be 

An escort evermore to highest Majestv. 

TKE EMPEROR, io the ^ecoTid. 

Thou that with gallantry dost join obliging 
grace, 

I’c thou High-Sencschal, no sinecure thy place. 

’Tis thou that art the chief of all our household 
meiny, 

Whose private feuds leave us^but service ill, if 
any. 

As high cnsample thee henceforward I install 

Of how a man may please his lord, the court, 
and all. 


hi:;h-seneschal. 


This brings to grace ;—unto our lord’s high 
will be toward, 

Be helpful* to the good, e’en to the bad not 
fro ward, 

Transparent without guile, scicne without a 
mask. 

Sire, so thou look me through, then nothing 
mo’e I ask. 

May Fancy to that feast look forward by thv 
favour ? 

To table dost thou go, I’ll hand the golden 
laver, 

And hold thy rings; so shall, for that glad 
revelry 

Thine hand itself refresh, as me doth glad thine 
eye. 
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emperor. 

In sooth I feel too gra\e to think of merry¬ 
making : 

But bc’t so—glad hearts too speed on an 
undertakii'ig'. 


, [7o the Third. 

Thee I appoint High-Sewcr, wherefore hence¬ 
forward be* 

Chase, poultty-yard, home-farm, all subject 
unto thee. • 

Do thou at all times let, as each is seasonable, 

My favourite meats apj)ear weiJ-djessed upon 
mv table. 

j 


KIGH-SEWEK. 

My duty gratefulJest shall be the strictest fast 

Until before thee spread thee glads a choice 
repast. 

The kitchen-train with me shall league to do 
thee reason, 

Both from arar to fetch and to forestall the 
season. 

Far-fctclicd and htstling, true, wherewith thv 
board is graced, 

Thee tempt not. Frugal tare and wholesome 
asks thy taste. 

EMPEROR, to the Fourth. 

Since nothing here but feasts by one and all are 
mooted. 

Be thou, young hero, straight to cupbearer 
transmuted. 
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High-Cupbearer, thy charge with choicest 
wines to see 

That ever to the brim our cellars furnished be. 

Thyself be temperate, nor yield unto the 
suasion « , 

Of opportunity, on festal high occasion. 

HIGH-CUPBFARER. 

My Prince, e’en youth itself, if but you trust it, 
then 

Or e^er you’re ware of it, ,stan(Js builded up to 
men. 

Myself too I transport to yonder solemn wassail. 

Th’ imperial buffet I with many a gorgeous 
vessel 

Will deck. Together there silver and gold 
shall glance. 

The rarest goblet, though, Til choose thee in 
advance, 

A sheeny Venice-glass, wherein heart*s-ease 
awaitetn, 

That spiceth still the wine, yet ne’er inebri.iieth. 

Oft to such talisman too full a trust thev vield. 

Thee better, Thou Most High, thy tem]>erance 
doth siiield. 


EMPEROR. 

What 1 design for each at this most solemn 
season, 

That have ye heard in trust from Jips that know 
not treason. 

Great is the Emperor’s word, and guarantees 
each gift, 

Yet noble writing now must chronicle its drift; 
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The signature it needs, all which to order duly 

The right man see I come, at the right moment 
truly. 

\_Enler the archbishop-archchanxellok. 

EMPEROR, 

Itself when doth a vault unto the kev-stone 
trust, 

Then for eternity ’tis buiit, and stand it must. 

Thou seest four Princes nere ! E^cn now we 
have debated 

First, what the estate of house and court 
desiderated. 

Now all that in its pale the Emjdre doth em¬ 
brace. 

That with all weight and might on the Quintet 
I place. 

In lands they shall outshine all else, wherefore 
their borders, 

From the domains of them that i’a these late 
disorders 

Fell from us, will I straight enlarge. Ye faith¬ 
ful band, 

Here do I promise ye full many a goodly land, 

With the high privilege to widen your posses¬ 
sion 

As offers, by exchange, or purchase or succes¬ 
sion ; 

And ye shall wield unchecked, each in his own 
domain 

Whatever prerogatives to lojdship apj crtam. 

As judges ye shall speak the final condemnation, 

And no appeal shall stand from your exalted 
station. 
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Then custurrk;, gavel, rent, safe-conduct, toll 
and hne 

Be yours, with royalties on mintage, salt and 
mine. 

Then that my grr'titude be fu]I|V ^demonstrated. 
Nearest unto my throne ye have I elevated. 


• 4K.CHI11SHO?. 

To thee in all our names our g,ratitude I plight. 
Thou Tirakhst us strong, firm-set, anil stablishe.st 
thy might. 


empi:ror. 

With h onours will I clothe ye Five in luller 
measure. 

btill live 1 for my realm, to live is still my 
pleasure, 

Ye‘ from quick strenuousness my high ancestors’ 
chain 

To that grim menace draws my thoughtful 
glance* again. 

I too when comes the time mu>st from my dear 
ones sunder. 

Then be it vours to name mv tollowcr : then 
yonder 

On holy altar high raise ye his crowned form. 

And peacefully fulfil what here was done in 
storm. 


HIGH-CHANCELLOR. 

With pride deep in their hearts, humility in 
bearing. 

Before thee fuinccs bow, on earth the highest 
faring. 
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So long as our full veins the loyal blood doth 
thiill, 

We are the body, thou the lighrly-wielding 
will. 

, t KMPEROR. 

Now in conclusion, all that hitherto wi-’t- 
sj)okcri. 

Be for all time to come confirmed by written 
token. 

The ownership ye have, with lordship full and 
tree, 

With tins pioviso* thoiigh, unparcellcd that it be. 

Howe’er ye add thereto, on these terms J 
confer it, 

It shall your eldest son in measure like iT’hcnt. 


HIGH-CHANCELLOR. 

This weightiest statute straight to parchment ril 
coniide, 

Unto the Empire’s weal, and ours, with joy and 
pride. , 

The Ch<incery shall engross and with the seal 
invest it, 

With sacred signature wilt thou, the lord, 
attest it. 

EMPEROR. 

Thus 1 dismiss ye then, that each at leisure may 

With tranquil mind reilcct 01 . the momentous 
day. 

Secular Princes •wttbdraw, 
THE ECCLESIASTIC 

\^rematns, and spiaks nvilh deep feeling. 

The Chancellor went forth, the Archbishop 
remaineth ; 
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A solemn warning spirit him to thine ear con- 
straineth. 

For thee with deep concern his father’s heart 
doth ache. 


» t 

EMPEROR. 

What boding fear is this at the glad season : 
Speak ! 


ARCHBISHOP. 

With what a bitter grief .behold 1 at this season 

Thy consecrated head with Satan leagued in 
treason ! 

Established on thy thione, ’tis true, so may’st 
thou hope, 

Yet spite of God the Lord and Holy Father 
Pope. 

When he shall hear thereof, as penalty the 
latter 

With holy thunderbolt thy sinful realm will 
shatter. 

For he forgetteth not how on that day of glee 

The coronation-day, the wizard thou didst free. 

Then from thy diadem, to Christendom a 
scandal. 

Upon that head accurst with bell and book and 
candle 

Fell the first ray of grace; but beat thy breast 
and pay 

Of tlilne unholy gain a modest mite straiglitway 

Back to the ''anctuary ; the broad hill-space, 
erected 

Where stood thy tent, when thee foul fiends 10 
league protected, 
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Where to the Prince of Lits a willing ear didst 
lend. 

That, tutored piously, devote to holy end, 

With mountains stretching wide, and all their 
leafy vesture,, 

With hei ghts that clothe them green to never- 
failing pasture, 

With limpid fishy lakes, brooklets in countless 
tale 

In thousand twist's and turns swift-plunging to 
the vale ; 

Then the broad vale kself with meadow, tilth 
and hollow ; 

Thy penitence expressed, paidon will straightway 
tollow. 


EMPEROR. 

Me doth my grievous fault oppress with utter 
awe. 

The bounds shalt thou thyself, by thine own 
measure draw. * 

ARCHBISHOP. 

First the dishallowed space, the scene of such 
transgiession, 

Thou shalt to the Jvlost-High devote bv 

O J 

solemn cession. 

Already sees the mind the massy walls aspire, 

I’he morning-sunshine’s glance already lights 
the choir. 

Unto the transept now tlie growing pile doth 
v«^iden, 

The nave wins length and height, to glad the 
faithful. Bidden 
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By the first bell-call •now, o’er hill and dale that 
rung, 

The solemn jx)rtal through, they stream in fervent 
throng. 

It peals fiom lofty towers, up to high heaven 
soaring; * 

To new-cri-ateJ life tlie penitents come pouring. 

The consecration-day—soon may that day be 
sent ! 

Thy presence then shall be the highest ornament. 


EMPE|tOR., 

Let this great work proclaim the pious thougnts 
that urge me, 

Both God the Lord to praise, and from my sm 
to purge me. 

Enough i E’en now niy heart ujilifted do 1 
feel! 

AKCHBISH(jr. 

And now, as Chancellor I seek thine hand and 
seal. 

EMPEROR. 

A charter draft, whereby the Church thereof 
be seised. 

And unto me submit; to sign it I’ll be pleased. 

ARCHBISHOP 

[jtvho has taken his leave, hut turns rounet 
again us he goes out. 

Then to the rising work thou’lt forthwith 
dedicate 

All imposts of the land, as tithes and rent and 
rate 
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In perpetuity. Its worthy sustentation 

Will cost us much, and much its wise adminis¬ 
tration. 

The building too to speed in such a desert spot, 

From thy rich spriil wilt thou a little gold allot. 

Moreover we shall need, thereon I can’t keep 
silence. 

Timber and lime and slate, broupht here from 
many a mile hence. 

Them will the people bring, from holy pulpit 
taught. 

The Church will* bloss the man that in her 
service brought. 

KMIU ROR. 

A great and giievous sin whert withal we have 
irau”ht us! 

O 

The ])laguy magic-folk sole detriment hath 
wrought us. 

ARCHiilSHOP 

^returniw^ n.vilh a most profound 

revel t nee. 

I crave your pardon, Sire, that most notorious 
man 

Was with the Empire’s strand enfeoffed. 'Fhis 
smites the bun, 

Save thou endow there too the Cnurch’s supreme 
function 

With tithe, rent, tribute, tax, in sign of thy 
compunction. 

EMPEROR, petuumtly. 

The land is not yet there—it lies beneath the 
foam ! 



300 


Goethe’s Faust' 


ARCHBISHOP. 

Who patience hath and right, his day will surely 
come. 

For us thy word may stand our undisputed 
charter- i , 

tMPERtjR, alone. 

For absolution n^'Xt mine Empire must I baiter. 



ACT V. 


OPEN COUNTRY. 

.WAYJFARhR. 

Aye, 'tis they, the lindens gloomy* 
Yonder in their lusty age 
That again apptar unto me 
After lengthy pilgrimage. 

*Tis the place where lay my pillow, 

*Tis the hut that harboured me. 

When on yonder dunes the billow 
Hurled me from the storm-tossed sea. 
Fain with blessing would I greet them. 
My good hosts, a helpful pair. 

Who, that 1 should hope to meet them 
Now, e’en then full aged weic. 

Folk more pious saw I never I 
Shall I knock ? or call ? O hail. 
Hospitably if as ever 
Still ye joy iif doing well! 

BAUCIS, a grandarn, ’very o/d^ 

Soft, dear Strangei ! Hush ! Be heedful 
Licst my Goodman’s rest thou sjjoil. 

Old, to him long sleep is needful 
For brief waking’s restless toil. 
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WAYFARER. 

Say, and is it thou, good mother ? 

Canst thou still my thanks receive ? 

Thanks to thee and to that other, 

Thy Goodman, the yowtti did live ! 

Art thou Baucis, so devoutly 
That the half-dead lips restored ? 

\^Knter the Goodman 

Thou Philemon, that so stoutly 
lestcd from the waves niy hoard ? 

’ i’was the flames ©“f your swift fire ! 

*Twas vour silver-chiming bell ! 

Me from von adventure dire 
Unto you to save it fell. 

Forth now straightway let me fare, 

Gaze upon the bounddess main. 

Let me kneel and breathe a prayer 
Ere my bobom burst in twain. 

r//f siepf forth on to the Dunis. 

f 

PHILEMON, to Bauds. 

Haste to spread the table yonder 
Whete the garden blossoms bright! 

Let him run, and start, and wonder, 

For ne will not trust his sight. 

\^Fallo'Lvs him. 

m 

PHILEMON, Standing htside the 'wayfarer. 

What (iKl cruelly maltreat you, 

Weltering billows, foaming wild, 

Lo ! a* garden doth it greet you, 

Smiling, erst as Eden smiled. 

T, grown older, now with speedy 
Help at hand no more did stay, 
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And as ebbed my strength, already 
Was the billow far away. 

Ditches digged and built a rampire 
Subtle master’s servants bold, 
Minished the^ocean’s empire, 

Lordsliip in its place to hold. 

See now verdant mead on meadow, 
Pasture, garden, thoi ]) and 'grove. 
Come, for soon will fall the shadow, 
Cct the Sight thy rapture move- 
Aye, afar ofF sads are gliding, 
Nightlings to the port repair ; 

Knows the bird its net>t abiding. 

For the haven now is tlicre. 

Only in the distance gleaming 
Is the sea’s blue rim descried, 

But to light and left thick-tet.ming 
Peopled room spreads far and wide. 

IN THE LITTLE GARDEN. 

The Three at Taple. 

BAUCIS, to the stratv^^er. 

Art thou mute, and dost not c irry 
To thy famished lips otie bii, ? 

PHILEMON . 

Pie would hear the wonder. Marry, 
Fain thou talkest. Tell him it, 

BAUCIS. 

Well now, and it was a wonder ■ 

Still to-day it pii^/lcs me. 

Something in then doings yonder 
Was not wiiat it ought to be. 
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PHILEMON. 

Can the Emperor do evil ? 

Did the herald not proclaim 
His, with trumpet-blast, the level 
Sea-shore, in the Emperof’^s name ? 

First foot set they little distance 
From our dunes. Tents, huts were seen ; 
But there sprang into existence 
Soon a palace ’mid the green. 

BAUCIS. 

All day long for naught they flustered. 
Pick and shovel, blow on blow. 

Where by night the flamelets clustered, 
There next morn a dam did sliow. 

Human victims shed their blood there, 
Nightly rang their cries of teen. 

Shoreward flowed a hery flood there. 

Next day a canal was seen. 

Wicked is he, for he lusteth 
For our cottage, for our grove. 

As our neighbour him upthrut-tetli. 

To obey is our behove. 

PHILEMON. 

Yet his offer shouldst thou hide not—‘ 

Fair domain in the new land ! 

BAUCIS. 

In the water-ground confide not ! 

On thine height maintain thy stand I 

PHILEMON. 

Let us to the Chapel wending. 

There the sun’s last glance beiiold. 

Let us ring and kneel and bending 
Pray, and trust the Gor! of ohi 
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PALACE. 

3pacu>us Ple-asaunce, Broad, Straight-Cut 

Canal. 

Faust, in exirente old age, walling 
.ihout wrapped in jhought, 

LYNCEUS, THE TOVVEK-WARDER, 

\jhrough ihe ipealing U ampet, 

Now sinks the sun, into the h.ivcn 
Now merrily the last ships glide. 

A mighty galleon now even 
Hither on the canal doth ride. 

The motley streamers flutter gaily, 

The stiflF masts stoop beneath the sails. 

Thy name the mariner blesses daily, 

Thee in thine hey-day Fortune hails. 

VThe little bell rin[>s on the dune, 
FAUST, starting. 

Accursed bell ! Would it were soundless, 

Tiiat like a traitor-shot doth smite! 

Before mine eyes my realm is boundless. 

Yet at my back doth mock me spite; 

Reminds me, with its envious jiealiiig. 

My lordship is alloyed—yon coign, 

Yon linden-grove, yon old brown shieling, 

Yon mouldering kirklet is not mine. 

Thither if wish of solace calls me 
1 shudder at an alien shade. 

A thorn in eye and foot it galls me! 

Would 1 were far from hence conveyed. 
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TOWKR-WARDER, OS ahoVC. 

How the gay argosy doth glide 
With the tresh breeze of eventide ! 

How is upheaped its rapid track 
With chest and cotFer, btik:: and sack 1 

\_Splendid galleon^ richly and variously 
laden fivith ihe produce of foreign 
lands. 

Mephistophrles, The "rwREE Mights Mt-N 


CHORUS. • 

Here do we land 
'Vith costly hoard ; 

All hail, our blaster, 

Hail, our Loid! 

\fl hey ill undo vrk ; the good^ art hroujh, 
ashore. 

MEPHISTUPHELES. 

f 

Us have we quitted as behoves. 

Content, if but our Lord ap])roves. 

With but two ships in modest sort 
We sailed, with twenty come to port. 

Gieat things liave we achieved—how pi ear 
May best be gatheied from our freight. 
The free sea frees the mind—who aught 
Knows when at sea of taking thought ? 
There helps alone the timely grip ; 

You catch a fish, you catch a ship, 

And are you lord of three, straightway 
You hook the fourth as best you may ; 
Then is the fifth in evil plight, 

For Might is yours, and therefore Right, 
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Not ho*iv^ you ask, but ^vhat! For me.’ 

Of sea-taring if aught wh.itever 
I icnow, arc war, trade, ])iracy, 

A trinity that none may sever. 

THE TIlktE MIGHTY MEN. 

No thanks ! No greeting ! Sooth you’d think 
We brought liis lordship naught bur slink. 

He pulls wry races, prizes not 
The royal store we*bring one jot* 

M'-'PHISTOPHELES. 

• • 

For further meed \e must not look. 

Marry, your share thereof }e took ! 

THt THREE MIGHTY MEN. 

Aye, for the time hung on our hands. 

An equal share though each demands. 

MFPHISTOPHPLES. 

First up above thcie hall on hall 
Array the costly treasures all. 

The rich display then doth he see, 

And leckon all more narrow'}^. 

He'll be no niggard as 1 live, 

But feast on feast the fleet wdl give. 

The gaudy birds will come to-muirow; 

Be they my care, and. down with sorrow! 

\^rhe iar^o is carried offi 

MEPHISTOPHELEE, /C Faust. 

With sombre gaze, with serious brow. 

Thy lofty fortune learnest thou. 

Now is high wisdom crowned. 'Tis done, 

The shore is with the sea at one. 
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The ships to their swift path the sea 
Takes from the shore right willingly. 

Speak ! From thy palace in its grasp * 
T’hine arm the whole wide world shall clasp. 
Here was the woik fiist set on foot, 

Here stood the first rude Vooden hut. 

A trench was scratched where at this day 
Feathers the busy oar the spray. 

Thine high design, thy people’s toil, 

Have made both earth and sea thy spoil. 
From here ’twa^— 


FAUST. 

That accursed hrrt ! 
^Tis that that doth oppress me shcei. 

Needs unto thee I must declare it, 

Thou many-wiled ! It stabs my heart 
With prick on prick. I cannot bear it, 

Yet shames me that I do impart. 

Yon old folk should give way that foil me, 
Yon Ihidens for a seat I crave. 

The few trees not mine own—they spoil me 
The lordship of the world I have. 

From branch to branch, that all unbaffled 
Mine eye might range, I’d build a scaffold, 
Thus were a spacious prospect won 
To gaze on all that I have done, 

And in one glance to compass it, 

This masterpiece of human-wit, 

Confirming with sagacious plan 
The dwelling-place reclaimed for man. 

Thus are we worst put to the rack, 

Feeling ’mid riches what wc lack. 
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The tinkling bell, the limes’ perfume, 
Enfolds me as with church and tomb. 

Here the all-powerful’s free will 
Doth break on yonder sandy hill. 

How shift the burden from my spirit ? 

The bell rings 5nd I rave to hear it. 

MhP)USTJl'HKLIS. • 

Of course, some,sovereign annoy 
Must still embitter all thy joy ’ 

Who doubts it ? To each noble car 
This jangling hateful doth app^ .u-, 

And the accursed ding-dong-belling. 
Evening’s clear sky with vapour vei ling. 

In each event, or sad or merry all. 
Mingles, from the first bath to burial. 

As life ’twixt dinjr and did seem 
A shadowy, forgotten dream. 

FAUST. 

ft 

Such opposition, such self-will 
The highest gain embitter, till 
With deep, fierce suffering he must 
Enforce himself, that would be just. 

MEPHlSTOPHtLES. 

What need is here for temporising ? 

Art not long used to colonising ? 

FAUST. 

Go then and shift them. Thou dost mind 
The pleasant homestead here behind 
That for the old folk I designed. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

IMl bear them forth and on the ijround 
J?et them aj^ain ere they look round. 

When from the violence they recover 
The fair abode will smooth ajl^over. 

^JVhtstles sbriilv 

, \^Enter the Three 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 

Come, as our lord doth bid, so be*t. 

To-morrow will he feast the fleet. 

» • 

THE THREE. 

The a^ed lord received us ill. 

We’ll fleet the feast with ri^ht good will. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, ad Spectatores, 

Here haps but what hath haj'ped of vote, 

For Naboth’s vinejard was before. 

[_Re^um I., 2 \ 


DEFT NIGHT. 

LYNCEUS, THE TO\VEK-WARDFR, 

[jitiging on the •watch-to'iver oj the CastL 

To sec is my dower, 

To look my em])loy. 

My charge is tiie rower. 

The woiid is my joy. 

My glances afar light, 

My glances light near, 

On sun, moon and star-light, 

On woodland and deer. 
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In all the eternal 
Adornment I see, 

WflJ-plcased with all things. 

Well-pleased too with me* 

Ye eye-balls entranced, 

Whate’er ye hate seen. 

Where’er ye have glanced, 

So fair hath it been ! 

Pan SI 

Not alone though to delight me 
Am I posted here so high. 

What a horror to affi ight me 
Threatens from the midnight-sky ! 

Glancing sparks stream helter-skelter 
Through the lime-trees^ double night j 
Ever wilder glows the welter 
By the draught fanned fiercely bright. 

Ah, the inner hut is flaming 

Moist and moss-grown that did stand there, 

Speediest assistance claiming, 

Yet no rescue is at hand tnere. 

Misadventure oh how dreadful ! • 

Woe is me ! The good old folk. 

Once about the fire so heedful 
Victims fall they to the smoke- 
Flarnes are flaring ! Glowing redly 
Stands the black and moss-grown fianie. 
Kindly souls, if from tlie dcad^^ 

Hell they could but rescue them 1 
Lambent tongues of flame it launches. 

O 

’Twixt the leaves and ’twixt the branches. 
V^lthered boughs that flickei burning, 

Briefly glow and fall, I set. 

Ill-starred eyes, such sight discerning! 

So far-sighted must I be ! 
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Crashes in the littJe chapel 
Burdened ’neath the branches' fall. 

Barbed flames already grapple, 

Wreathing, with the summits tall. 

Now unto the roots the hollow 
Trunks are glowing purplc-rcd.* 

V^J^ong pause. S'mging. 
What the eye once loved to follow, 

With the centuries is dead. 

« 

FAUST, upon the balcony^ to^ivards the dunes. 

Aloft what strain of lamentation ! 

Here word and song too late they sue. 

My warder from his lofty station 
Wails, and mine hasty deed I rue. 

Yet though the limes that grew so thickly 
A horror of charred trunks now be, 

A look-i' the-Iand is buiided quickly 
To gaze into infinity. 

In their new home, in soft effulgence 
Spending the sunset of their days, 

Conscious of generous indulgence, 

On yon old pair too shall I gaze. 

MEPHISTOPHELES AND THE THREE, helo<UJ. 

We come again our tale to tell. 

Your pardon ! Sooth, it went not well. 

We rapped and chapped with right good will, 
Yet none did open to us still. 

We rattled and we rapped away— 

The rotten door before us lay! 

We shouted loud, we threatened sore, 

Yet hearing found we none the more. 

As in such case doth oft appear, 

They did not hear, they would not hear! 
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But we, we made no more delay, 

We cleared them speedily away. 

The old folk fretted scarce a jot 
For terror killed them on the sjtot. 

A stranger hiding there made show 
Of fight—blit'him we soon laid low. 

In the brief span of furious frav. 

From embers, scattered round that lay, 

Was kindled straw. Now flares it free, 

A funeral-pyre for all t!ie three. 

FAUST. 

Deaf unto my commands were ye ! 
Exchange 1 wished, not robbery, 

And this insensate brutal wrong, 

I curse it i Share it ye among ! 

CHORUS. 

The good old saw is still good sense. 

Be willing slave of violence. 

And art thou bold and steadfast, pelf 
And house and home mayst stake, and self! 

FAUST, on the bahony, 

Their glimpse and gleam the stars hide all, 
The fire sinks and flickers small ; 

A chill wind fans it as I speak, 

And drifts towards me smoke and reek. 

O bidden quick, too quick obeyed ! 

What floateth hither like a shaile ? 


MIDNIGHT. 

ri'lnter four grey hags. 
FIRST HAG. 

Men know me as H'ant ! 
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SECOND HAG. 

Men know me as Gintt ! 

THIRD HAG. 

Men know me as Ct 2 re ! ^ 

rOURTH HAG. 

• Men know me as Ne^d: 

THF THREL. ' 

Fast barred is the port,if, we cannot within J 
There dwelleth a rich mtin, \«e may not fare in ! 

WANT. 

There grow I a shadow. 

GUILT. 

To nothing I wane. 

NEED. 

Their facj turn the pampered from me with 
disdain. 

CARE. 

Te Sisters, ye cannot, ye may not fare in. 

But Care through the key-hole slips stealthily in. 

[^Care vanishes. 

WANT. 

Ye Sisters, grey Sisters, hence hie yc, I pray! 

GUILT. 

I cleave to thy side, Sister. Up and away ! 

NEED. 

I tread on thy heels, Sister. Need followeth! 
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THE THREE, 

The cloud-rack is scuddinf^, and quenched each 
star now ! 

Behind there, behind there! From far now, 
from far now> 

There comcth our bi other, there cometh he— 
Death. 


FAUST, in the' PLilace. 

Four -^aw I come, but three go hence. 

Nor of their dlsco\Irsc Could T the sense. 

One spake of Need, thus did it chime. 

And Death did c]o«sc the sombre ih'/me. 

It had a hollow, spectral-muffled tone. 

Not yet into the Open have I won. 

Could I but from my path all magic banish, 

Bid every spell into oblivion vanish, 

And stand mere man before thee, Nature I 
Then 

'Twere worth the while to be a man with men. 

Such was I once, the gloom ere I explored, 

And cursed myself, the v/orld, with impious 
word. 

Now with such glamour doth th^ air overflow 
That how he should avoid it bou ’ doth know. 

If one day lit with reason on us beams, 

Night trammels us within a web of drea.ns. 
From the young fields wc turn us home elate, 

A raven croaks ! What doth he croak? Ill- 
fate ! 

Us Superstition socn and late entwines, 

With happenings, with warnings, and with signs. 
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Thus are we overawed, we stand alone.— 

The door doth creak, and yet doth enter none ! 

[^ShucLiertn^ 


Is any here ? 


CARF. 

Tlie question aslceth aye / 


FAUST. 

And thou, who ait thou then ? 

CARE. 

« 

FAUST. 


Lo, here am I 


Withdraw thyself! 

CARE. 

Here may I filly dwell 

FAUST, first nvraihful, then softened, to himself. 
Have thou a care and speak no magic spell! 


• CARE. 

Though of ear unheard, the groaning 
Heart is conscious of my moaning; 
In an e/er-changing guise 
Cruel power I exercise. 

On tiie liighway, on the billow, 
Cleave I clo.se, a carking fellow; 
Ever found, an unsought guest, 

Ever cursed and aye caressed. 

H ast thou not Care already known : 


FAUST. 

Athwart the world I have but flown, 

G rasped by the hair whatever I did covet. 
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Loosed it, had I no pleasure of it, 

Did it elude me, made no moan. 

I did but wish, achieve, and then again 

Did wish, and thus I stormed through life amain. 

First vehemently, with majestic passion, 

But shrewdly ac?w I tread, in heedful fashion. 
The round of earth enough 1 know, and barred 
Is unto man the prospect yonderwarJ. 

O fool, who thither turns his blinking glances. 
And of his like tibovc the clouds romances ! 

Let him stand firm, and round him gaze on earth. 
Not mute the wopd to the man of worth. 
What need hath he to ranee infinitude ? 

o 

What he perceives, that may be understood. 
'Fhus let him journey down his earthly day; 
When spectres haunt him, let him go his way ; 
In onward-striding find his bale, his bliss. 

He, that each moment uncontented is. 


Cx'iKIv. 

? ^ 

Whom I make my own, with loathing 
Counts the whole wide world as nothing. 
Him eternal gloom surj)risnth, 

Setteth sun no more nor riseth ; 

With each outer sense creeling 
In his breast hath darkness dwelling. 

He may not by any measures 
Make him lord of all his treasures. 

Good and Ill become caprices, 

Him 'midst fullness famine seizes; 

Be it joy or be it sorrow. 

Puts he off unto the morrow, 

On the Future ever waiteth, 

So that naught he consummateth. 
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FAUST. 

Peace 1 Thus thou canst not shake my soul. 
Unto such folly 1*11 not hearken ! 

Away ! The wretched rigmarole 

E’en of the wisest man the witj plight darken. 

CARE. 

■ 

Shall he come or go ? Denied him 
Is all power to decide him. . 

On the paven highroad reeling, 

Stepping short and blindly feeling, 

Ever more profoundly krays he, 

All things more distorted sees he. 
Burdening himself and others. 

Deeply breathing, yet he smothers, 
Smothered not, yet lifeless faring. 

Not resigned and not despaiiing, 

, Thus he rolls on unresisting, 

May not, wishing, must, not livSting, 

Now enfranchised, now soul-sickened. 
From hSlf-sleep awakes unquickened. 

All that in his place doth root him, 

But for PIcll at last doth suit him. 

FAUST. 

Unhallowed spectres ! Aye, thus persecute 
still 

The human kind on myriad occasions. 

E*en days indifferent transmute ye still 
To a foul web of tangled tribulations. 

’Tis ill, 1 know, from demons to be free ; 
The spirit-potent bond we may not sever; 
And yet, O Care, though stealthy-great it be 
Thy might 1*11 not acknowledge ever ! 
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Then learn it now, as from thy view 
1 quickly turn, my curses spending. 

Men commonly are blind their whole life through* 
Blind be thou, Fajustus, in life’s ending i 

\_She breathes upon him. 

FAUST, blinded. , 

More deeply-dccp Night seemeth to enfold me. 
Yet clear the daylight shines within mine heart. 
I’ll hasten to fulfil the plan doth hold me; 

The master’s word* alone doth weight impart. 
Up from the couch, ye vassals ! Every man ! 

W ith happy issue crown my daring plan. 

Take tools in hand all ! Spade and shovel ply 
ye! 

What is staked out be straight accomplished 
by ye! 

Strict order, rapid diligence 

Are crowned with fairest lecompense. 

To speed the greatest enterprises • 

One mind for thousand hands suffices. 


GREAT OUTER COURT OF THE 

PALACE. 

r Torches. 

MEPHisTOPHFXES, in front as Bailiff. 

Come here, come here! Come in, come in ■ 
Ye Lemures loose-iointed i 
Patched up of smew, bone and skin, 

Natures but half-appointed! 
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LEMURES, in chorns. 

Here arc we straightway at thine liand. 
And half ^tis our impression 
We come about a fair broad land, 

Thereof to take possession., 

The sharpened stakes, the fair long cliain 
F'or measuring have we gott< n, 

But whereto Ve wei e called explain. 

For that have we forgotten. 

v.l PHISTOPHELLS. 

Here needs no art, ^-e witless throng ! 

Use your own measures, seek no others. 

The longest lay him all his length along, 
And round about him lift the sods his brothe 
Dig out, as for our sires they did, 

A longish square as ye I bid. 

F'rnm palace into nairow house, 

Such after all the farce’s stupid close ! 

LEMURES, diggiTv^ •with Tnoch}ri<^ gestui rs. 

In voutji when I did live and love 
Methought it was full sw(‘et-a ; 

With dance and song trip])ed life along. 
And merrily went my feet-a. 

But churlish Age with stealing steps 
Hath clawed me with his crutch-a. 

I stumbled o’er the grave his door. 

Why must it yawn so much-a.^ 

1 AUST, 

[^coming from the Palace^ 
the door-posts. 

How I rejoice to hear the spades resound ! 

It is the throng for me that toileth, 

Earth with herself that rcconcileth, 



321 


( Part II 

‘Unto the billows sets a bound, 

And round the sea stern bonds doth cast. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, Usih. 

Thou dost but toi] for us at last 
With all thy dams and moles. High revel 
For Neptune still, the water-devil, 

Thou but prcparcst, good my fri’end. 

Lost are ye, lost in every manner! 

Tlie elements are’leagued beneath our b inner, 
And all in nothing still must end. 


BailiflT! 


Ml PHISTOPHELES. 

Here ! 


FAUl'T. 

Workmen throng cn throng address 
Thyself to pct. Put fo;th all vigour. 

Now with indulgence, now with ligout 
Encourage. Pay, entice, impress ! 

Let every day bring nrv/s of our successes, 

How this new trench, this mighty groove jiro- 
tjresses. 

M F P HI STOP HELP S, huif- loud. 

They talk—such nows to me they gave- 
Not of a groove, but of a . . . grave ' 


A marish skirts the mount, whose smell 
Infecteth all the land retrieved. 

To drain the festering sum]) as well! 
Then were the last the best-achieved. 
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I open room for millions there, a 'dwelling 
Not idly sure, but to tree toil compelling ; 

Green fields and fruitful, men and herds at home 
Upon the earth new-wrested from the foam ; 
Straight-settled on the hill-strength, piled on high 
By swarming tribes’ intrepid industry. 

Within, a paradise, howe’er so grim 
The dooJ without may bluster to the brim. 

And as it nibbles to shoot in amain 
Flock one and all to fill the bi'cacii again. 

My will trom this design not swerveth, 

The last resolve of huma/i wit, 

For liberty, as life, alone deserveth 
He daily that must conquer it. 

Thus childhood, manhood, and grey old age he: e. 
With pen] girt, shall spend their strenuous year. 
Fain would f see such glad turmoil, 

With a fiee people stand on a free soil. 

To such a moment past me fleeing. 

Tarry, I’d cry, thou art so fair! 

The traces of mine earthly being 
Not countless aeons can outwear. 

Now, in the presage of such lofty bliss. 

The highest moment I enjov, e’en this. 

[^Faust jdlls Inch, I'he Jjervures catch 
him and lay him on the ground. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Him can no pleasure sate, no Hiss suflicc. 

Thus ever after changing forms he springeth. 
Even to this last sorry empty trice, 

Poor wretch, with all his soul he clingeth. 

Me did he sturdilv withstand— 

j 

Time triumphs, lies the graybeard in the sand. 
The clock stands still— 



Part II 


323 


Stands still! As midnight hushed and dead' 
The finger falls. 

MLPHISTOPHLLES. 

It falls ! ’Tis finished ! 

CHUHUb, 

^Tis past and over. 

MEPHHTOPHFLLS. 

, Past I a stujjid word. 

Why past and over ? 

Past and pure Nothingnes.'-! T'le s.ime and 
wholly one! 

What boors us then Creation's endless trav.J] : 
Created but to nothing to unravel! 

*Tls ])ast! From I'nat wliat meaning can be 
twi.'.ted ? 

It is avS good as had it ne’e'- existed, 

And vet in cycle moves as if il were. 

J ^ , f 

Eternal Emptiness w'ould I j^refer. 

Entomument. 

LEMUR, Su!0. 

Who hath the grave ao haJiy built 
With mattock and with shovel? 

LEMURES, Chjfus. 

For thee, dull guest In hempen 
Is far too fair the hovel. 

LI-MUR, SjIo. 

Who hath so meanly aecked the hall 
No chairs nor table any! 
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Li-MURES, Chorus, 

*Tw.is hilcd for briefest interval, 

The creditors are oo many. 

1 , 

Ml PHISTOPHELES. 

There lies the Bod v ! Would the Soul forsake i', 
Til hold the blood-writ bond before its view. 
Yet now they have so many means, pla^. e 
take it, 

To cliouse the Devil of his due! 

On the old way we give offence, 

Upon tlic new are sjionsors lacking. 

Once I had doncY with confidence 
Alone, but now I must have backing. 

The times are bad wherein we live. 
Time-honoured custom, old prerogative, 

Now everything hangs in the balance. 

With the'last breath once would she quit tin. 
house ; 

I lay in wait, and like the quickest mouse, 

Snap! tight I clutched her in my clenched 
talons. 

Nt-w lingers she, to leave the dismal place, 

Vile house of the foul carcase, hesitating. 

The elements, each other hating, 

Will drive her forth at last in foul disgrace. 

Yet though for hours and days myself 1 weai), 
IVben ? nvbere^. and how ? that is the ])laguy quei y! 
Now Death, grown old, is feeble grown and 
slow. 

The very If^ hath long been hard to know. 
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Oft eyed J giefcdily the stifR-ned members; 
They seemed but dead—life quickened in the 
embers. 

\JVith fantastic fugleman-lde 
gestures of incantation. 

Lords of the straiglit and of the crooked horn, 
Hither apace, around me swiftly settle, 

Of sterling dcvil-inint and nietaly 

And with ye straight the jaws of Hell be borne. 

True, Hell hath ihatiy m iny jaw^. It sw.’ilows 

With due regard tu tank and dignity. 

in this Jasi diania though the time that follows, 

As in all eli>e, will less })unctilious be. 

IThe hurrihle j it'js of Hell open 
up on the left, 

"^ITe side-fangs yawn, troni the throat's deep 
foundation 

Tiie flood of tire in frenzy flows, 

And in the background's seething exhalation 
Eternally the flaming city glows. 

Itself the crimson surge u}) to the j;eeth up- 
launchc'.. 

Damned souls, deliverance hoping, swim to vicv/. 
Colossal them the hyaena limb-meal craunclu s. 
Their burning path they fearfully renew. 

Still much may be explored in many a corner. 
Can space oO small with so much horror teem r 
The sinners vc do well to scare, the scotner 
Will count it still but flam and si.am and dieam. 

[/b the fat devils, vutth short, 
siiai'cht horns. 

Ye fai-paiinched knaves, with cheexs wheie 
hell-fire smoulders, 

That sweat hell-sulphur in an oily glow. 



326 Goethe’s Fau^t 

With log-like bullnecks movtless 00 your 
shoulders, 

Look out for phosphorescence here below. 
That's the wee soul, Dame Psyche with the 
pinions; 

Pluck them out, but an ugly ^vdrm is she. 

Til brand her with the brand that marks rny 
minions, 

Then on the fiery whirlwind set her free. 

Keep watch upon the lower regions 
If haply there she choose to dwell. 

Be that your task, ye fatrgut,Regions! 

The truth thereof we know not well. 

Oft in the navel doth she stop— 

Give heed, lest at the navel out she pop. 

r/io tljc If an (ifv'tls, ^v'lth hng^ 
crooLcd horns. 

And you, ye zanies, fuglemen gigintic. 

Snatch at the air, your arms outstretched fling ! 
Unsheathe your claws, stir ye as were ye frantic, 
That ye may catch the fluttering, fleeting thing. 
In her olJ house uneasy must she prove ; 

The Genius will straight come out above. 

TGlory ahoDf on the right. 

HEAVENLY HOST. 

Messengers holy, 

Heaven’s kin, slowly 
Follow in flight! 

Sinners forgiving, 

Dead dust reviving, 

Leave, as ye hover 
Lingering over. 

To all things living 
A trace of delight! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I hear a hateful strumming, harshly jangled, 

That with unwelcome day comes ftom above. 

It is the boyish-girlish botchwoik, fanglcd 
As best the sarcamonious taste doth love. 

Ye know how we in hours most black and 
blameful 

Did plan destruction for all human-kind. 

What we indented of raost shameful 
To their deveuion apt they find. 

• I 

Canting they conic, the silly cattle ! 

Many they’'.c kidnapped fiom rs in like wise. 
With our own weapons do they give us battle. 
They too ate devils ... in disguise. 

Heie should ve lose ’tweie to your shame 

j J 

eteinal. 

To the giavc! Cling to its blink, ye hoste 
inlcrnai ! 


CHORUS OF ANGELS, Stre'Luing rOM'S. 

Roses, ye twinkling, 
Bcdsam-bespiinkling, 
Fluttering, thickening, 
becrttly-quickenin^-, 

Lcafiet-bewinged ^’hat are, 
Rosebud-unringed that are, 
Hasten to bloom ! 

Purple and green burst 
Spring from the gloom ! 
Paradise siieen burst 
Into his tomb ! 
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MEPHiSTOPHtLts, to the Sdtans. 

Why wink and shrink ye, pray ? Is that Hell- 
use ? 

Plague on ye, stand, and let them scatter ! 

Back to his post, each witles3 gpQsc ! 

With such like flowery toys thenii^elvcs ti:c\ 
flatter 

To snow the hot devils up ! What matter? 

Your breath will melt and shrivel it. Puff 
Amain, ye puff-devils ! Enough ! Enough ! 

The hot blast bleaches all the fluttering stuff. 
Less violently ! Shut your jow'Is and no^tiils I 
Good sooth, ye^'e blown too hard, ye covStiils' 
That ye the golden mean will never learn ! 

Not only shrivel they, they scorch, char, burn. 
With venomous bright flames they flutter hithei. 
Brace yourselves 'gainst them, i'limly pres, 
together! — 

Their strength expires, their courage all is spent. 
An alien W'ltching glow tlie devils scent. 

• 

ANGLLS. 

Blohsoins, ve bcnedi^hi, 
blame lets, ye troiir-light, 

Love aie ye lavishiug, 
Bosom-enravishing 
IMIS', ye purvey. 

Words void of 1 
Th’ etheieal sky in, 

To hosts undying 
Everywhere day ! 

MEPHlsTUPHl LKS. 

Curse on the oriL and fhame ! Oh scurvy 1 
Satans are standing to])j.y-iui vy. 
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The lubbers, wheel on wheel they throw, 

And into Hell plunge arsy-versy. 

Joy to 5 'our well-deserved hot bath below ! 

But I shall stand my grotind. 

r liuHling nvtih the hovering roses 
Graiiiercy ! 

Hence, Jack o’ Hanterns ! Thou there, shine 
amain I 

But a foul sticky mess tliou’lt be once ta’en. 

'■Vhy flutterest ? ’ Wilt hence be winging ? 

Like pitch and brimstone to my neck ’tis 
clinging 1 • • 

CHORUS OF AN GILS, 

Whar not pertains to ye 
Needs must forswear it. 

What brings but pain to ye, 

May ye not bear it. 

If the assault be keen 
Fearless must be our mien., 

Them that have loved alone 
Love Icadeth in. 

mephistopheles. 

Head, heart and liver 1 burn. O punishment * 
An overdevilish element! 

Moic bitter-keen than ivS Hell-fire! 

Wheiefore are your complaints so diie, 

Unhappy lovers, that, disdained, spy 
i\fter the loved one still with neck awry. 

Me too, what draws my head in that direction ? 
Therewith have I sworn feud and disaffection. 
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Once from the sight most bitterly'"averse 
Hath something alien pierced through and 
through me ? 

1 love to look on them, the charming youth ! 
Beshrew me, 

What is'c constrains me that I cannot curse : 

Me to befool if now I let them. 

Whom shall we henceforth fool esteem ? 

The baggages, e’en though 1 hate them. 

Lovely past everything to me they seem. 

Ye beauteous children, tell me*this, ye! 

Are not ve too of Lucifer’s descent ! 

j 

Ye are so pretty, sooth I’m rain to kiss ye! 
Methinks ye come like fish in Lent. 

I teel at ease, so natural, so trustful. 

As had wc met a thousand times, I swear ; 

So stealthily, so cat-like lustful. 

With every glance anew more Lirlv-fair : 

O draw ye near ! Vouchsafe one glance, 1 prav , 

• ANGELS. 

We do draw near. Why dost thou shrink, 
away ? 

We come, abide our coming if thou can ! 

r/Vjc ciff^els stream aroumi. filhm tn 
'ivbole space. 

MLPHisToi’HELES, Crowded into the Proseemurn. 
Damned spiites ye chide us. In your gizzard? 
Ye lie, ye are the only wizards. 

For ye seduce both maid and man. 

O cursed hap ! O torment dire 1 
Is this Love’s element ? My frame 
From top to toe is all on fire. 

Scarce do I feel upon my neck the flame. 
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Ye hover to aiid fro, come down a little ! 

Bestir your beauteous limbs—and were it but a 
tittle— 

More earthily. The serious style 
Beseems ye, true, but once to see ye smile! 

That were a joy'c^ernally entrancing] 

1 mean like lovers on the loved one glancing; 
One dicker round the lips and ir, is done. 

Thou, tall fellow, dovSt make my chaps to water 
sadly. 

The sanctimonious air sits on thee badly ; 

Oh, give me but ope W|inton look, but one. 

More naked were more decent to my mind ; 

The long draped smock, ’tis overmuch decorum. 
They turn tlu'm round. To see them from 
behind! 

The jades, too toothsome are they, all the 
(quorum! 

CHORUS Of AXGELS. 

Back to the s})lendour 
Turn, loving ll.imes now! » 

Who hiiiKselt blames now 
Truth whole shall render. 

He shall unravel 
Trammels of evil, 

In the Ail-llnity 
Blessed to be. 

MEPHiSTOPHEu:s, r:;^trahi:ng himself. 

How is’t with me ? Like Job amidst the 
embers 

The whole man boil on boil, until he loathe 
Himself, yet triumphs too, when through and 
through he doth 

Himself survey, in sell and lineage both 
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Doth trust. Saved are the* noble devil's 
members! 

The lovo-spell pierces not the hide, ar,d troth 
The damned flames are all burnt out. Gramercy, 



curse ye! 


CHORUS OF ANGiLS. 

f 

Holy, thrice holy 
Flames, and he ovtir 
Whom they may hover 
Blest feels him wholly. 

Rise all together, 

Laud and extol! 

Cleansed is the ether. 

Breathe may the soul! 

^I'hex rise aloft^ hearing forth the 
immortal part of¥K\!ST. 

MLPHisTOi'HLLES, looking about' him. 

How's thjs ? Where are they gone, I wonder ? 
Ye callow brood, ye took, me by surprise. 

Flown up to Heaven are they with their plunder. 
TJiat honey lured ye to this grave, ye flies ! 

Of a great, unique treasure I'm fiustrated ; 

I’he lofty soul, to me hypothecated. 

That have they smuggled hence in crafty wise. 

1 o whom my plaint now shall I carry ? 

Who will enforce my well-Larned right? 

Fhou art outwitted in tiiine old age, marry i 
Thou hast thy meed ! Thou'rt in an evil jdight. 
I've bungled it in scurvy fashion, 

Great outlay shamefully have flung away. 

To vulgar lust, to silly mawkish passion 
■Fell the case-hardened Devil a prey. 



333 


Part II 

If with this chil‘dish-silly toy the fiend, 

The shrewd-experienced, hath been meddling, 
Then of a truth the folly in the end 
That hath possessed me is not peddling. 

MOUNTAIN-RAVINES, FOREST, 
CLIFF, WILDERNESS. 

HoVY a St HOK.ITI.S, 

\j^iaUcrtil Up thf mountain-^idcs^ hLruing 
that\ d^.vf'Jling in rocky clefts. 

CHORUS AM) ECHO. 

Billc'vvs the forest on, 
i.,e.in them the chfis thereon, 

Orajinle the toots thereon, 

'^rrunk. crowding trnnlv ii])on ; 

Wave gushes after wave, 

Shelters the deepest cava j 
Soltly t!ie lions, liumh- 
Fiiendly abou’ us cc^rne, * 

H onour the holy seat, 

Sanctified love-i etreat. 

PATER ECSTATicus, bo l\ up and 

landless enraptured file, 

Glorvving love-bond e'^tll^. 

Seething he.irt-agon’ , 

Foaming Ood-ecsr'i‘'y. 

Arrows, tiarisnierce ve tnc. 

Lances, enforce ye me, 

Blud<’,eons, so bacei me, 

Lightnings, so shatter me, 

That the unwortivy all 
Pass, wtli the tv"thy all. 
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Shine the endless star above. 

Core of immortal love. 

PATLR PROFUNDUS, iti the deep region. 

As at my feet, the gaze entrancing. 

Rests rocky deep on deep pibfound. 

As flo’vV a thousand streamlets glancing 
Unto the foam-Hood’s shuddering bound, 
As, with a miglity impulse sailing. 

The tree shoots u]>ward straight and tall, 
E’en so Alriiighty Love, unfailing. 

Doth fashion all and chcrifh all. 

About me a tumultuous roaring, 

.As surged the wood, the craggy steep ! 
Yet with a pleasing sound, downpouring 
To water straight the vah , doth leap 
Into the abyss the w.itcr-foistm. 

The hash, that hurtling down did fare. 
Doth ])urge the atmosphere, that poison 

And reek within its bosom bare. 

« 

Heralds of Love are they, forthtclling 
What aye creative round doth roll. 

Oh, kindle too that inner dwelling. 
Where cold and wildered doth the soul 
In bars of stolid senses languish. 

In straitly-clasping fetters’ smart! 

O God ! appease the thoughts of anguish 
Illumine Thou my needy heart I 

PATF.R SF.RAPHICUS, in the middle region. 
What a morning-cloudlet hovers 
Through the pine-trees’ waving hair I 
Guess I what its mantle covers ? 

Youthful spirit-troop is there. 
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ch6rus of blessed boys. 

Father, tell us, whither go we? 

Kindly, tell us who we ate. 

Happy are we all, that know we. 

For to all is life so fair. 

• .» 

PATER SERAPHICUS. 

Boys at midnight born, th^ gateway 
Hall-unclosed of sense and mind ; 

I^ost unto the parents straightway 
That the angels gain might Mind. 

Well ye feel, that in this place is 
One that loves—draw near apace. 

But, O nappy 1 ye no traces 
Have of rugged eaiihly ways. 

In mine eyes descend, I pray ye. 

Organs apt for world and earth, 

Use them as your own ; so may ye 
On this neighbourhood look forth. 

recei^Tts tLc'm into himself. 
These are trees and cliffs and whirling 
Torrent plunging down in spray* 

And with a tremendous swirling 
Shoitening its break-neck way. 

BLESSED BOYS, /rwfw 'ZVt.ihiu, 

'Tis a bjicctacle astounding, 

But too sombre is tiie ])1 ce^ 

Us with fear and dread eonfounding. 

Free us, noble friend, apace ! 

PATER SERAPHICUS. 

Seek in higher sphe’-es your station. 

Grow by gradual period. 

As in ever purest fashion 
Strengtheneth the face of God. 
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For in ether free, supernal, * 
This as spirit-food still holdeth, 
Revelation of Eternal 
Love tliat unto bliss unfoldeth. 


CHORUS OF BLESbl l> 

\_circlwg about the highest summt: 

Hand In hand cling ye, 

In a glad ring unite, 

Soar ye and sing yc 
Songs ol divine delight! 

Truht ye unto li'm, * 

Godlike his lore. 

Soon shall ye view Him 
Whom ve adoie. 


ANOHLS, 

^ho’i'ering in the upper atmospher 
hearing the immortal pan etj 
Faust. 

Freed *is the noble scion of 
The Spint-world from evil. 

Him can we save that tireless st'oir 
Ever to higher level. 

And if Supernal Love did stoop 
To him with predilection, 

Thei! him sh. 11 hail tlie angelic troop 
Wirh hiotherly aflection. 

THt YOUNGER ANGELS, 

Woman-penitents, love-haJlowed, 

Roses gave, whereby victonoas 
V/e did pro,e, and our all-glorious 
Task, unto fulfilment followed. 
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Our rich ipoil, this soul, wc owed them. 
Foul fiends yielded as we strowed them. 
Devils fled aghast, sore-smitten. 

Not with wonted Iiell-pangr. bitten 
But v.Mth love-pangs were the spirits. 

E^en the old Arch-fiend his merits 
Flad, with keen pain pierced and cieaved- 
Shout for joy, it is achieved ! 

THE MOah-PERIT CTFD ANGELS. 

Still doth some e.irth remain. 

Still doth arrest us. 

'Tis not all free from slain 
Were it asbestos. 

When spirit-might hath blent 
Closelv-consorted 

m 

With Earth’s gross element, 

Angels ne’er parted 
Natures knit two in one, 

Near interwoven. 

Bv Internal I.ove alone 
Can they be cloven. 

THE YOUNGER ANGELS. 

Wreathing the rocky height 
At little distance, 

Mist-like, there meea. my sight 
Spirit-existence. 

Now grow the cloudlets clear. 

Blest boys 1 see appear, 

A stiirirg legion, 

Freed from the stress of earth. 

Ranged in a ring 
In the Upper Region 
Revelling in the birth 
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Of its new spring. ‘ 

Let him first yoked with these 
Work out by due degrees 
His perfecting. 

4i « 

THE BLESSED BU''. S. 

Him in. the pupa-stiige 
Gladly receive we so, 

And an angelic ])lcdg(' 

Straiglitway achieve we so. 

Strip ye away tr^e strait 
Husks that enclose him 1 
With blest lilc fair and great 
L’en now lie shows him. 

DOCTOR MAR IAN US, /// //.’C h’^hest. ClU 

Hcie is the prospect fice, 

^'he soul iiplirt(‘d. 

Yonder float women by, 

Heavenwaid dritted. 

Glorious amidst them e’en, 

Crowned with the star-sluiie, 

See 1 higli Heaven’s Queen 
Radiant afai shine. 

static Lilly 

Thou iliat reignest as Thy due. 

Lady, of 'Fliy pleasure, 

Let me Thine arcana view 
In the vaulted azure ! 

Sanction what man’s breast doth move. 
Reverent and tender, 

And with holy bliss of love 
Nigher Thee doth render. 
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All invimiible we grow 
When august Thou wiliest. 

Tempered straightway is the glow 
If our hearts Thou stillest. 

Virgin pure from stain of earth, 

Mother honour-throned. 

Chosen ^ueen, and peer by birth 
With the Godhead owned*! 

Cloud s'Wreathe the splendour 

Frail as a feather. 

Penitents tender 
' » 

Are they, together 
Drinking the ether, 

Round her knees pleading. 

Paid on sore-needing. 

O, Thou ITndefiled all, 

It is not forbidden 
That the hght-beguiled all 
Come to Thee unchidden. 

Into frailty borne away, 

Hardly to deliver ! 

Who lust’s chain hath torn away 
Of his own strength ever ? 

On the slant and slippery oath 
Is the foothold fleeting. 

Whom beguiles not flattering breath. 
Glance and honeyed greeting ? 

I^Mater Cxi.o?i\o^h floats 

CHORUS OF PENITENT WOIvlEN. 

To heights art soaring 
Of Realms Eternal! 
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Hear us imploring, * 

Peerless, Supernal, 

Gracious, Maternal ! 

MAGNA PECCATRIX, S/ Luke vh. 36 . 

By the love that for a precious 
Balsam poured forth tears of yearning 
At thy Ood-like Son’s all-gracious 
Feet, though Pharisees were scorning. 

Bv the box of alabaster’s 
Costly ointment lavished sighing, 

By the tresses then the Mastei’s 
Floly feet so softly diying— 

MULIER SAMARITAN A, St John ft'. 

By the well that erst did water 
Abraham’s licrds, with cooling gitted, 

By the urn Samaria’s daughter 
To the Saviour’s lips once lifttd, 

By th«< pure and plenteous river 
From that gracious fountain teeming, 
Overflowing, limpid ever, 

Thiough all worlds around us streaming- 

MARIA AEGYPTIACA, ^^Cta SiinctorUTTl, 

By tlje lialiowed place where mortal 
Hands the Ford in eartli did lay, 

By the arm that from the portal 
Thrust me warningly away, 

By the forty years’ repentance 
Truly held in desert-land, 

By the biisaful parting sentence, 

Writ by me upon the sand— 
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AIL THREE. 

Thou, to women greatly sinning 
That thy presence not denicst. 

And their penitential winning 
Through all a^es anipiifiest, 

Thir> good soei that did forget her 
Once alone, her sin not knowing. 

In thy grace vouchsafe to letdier 
Share, thy pardon meet bestowing. 

I 

t \A IHU’MTLNT IU^^ 

f fjj-tiurfy hnn^m as G. ctcberiy nestling 
nearer. 

Ah * how 

Thy gracious brow, 

O neerl'.ss Thou, 

i. ^ ^ 

And radiant, on my radiant bliss! 

Tviy youth’s belovc'd, 

From grief removed, 

Rctrruing is. 

BiESSEP BOVS, ihanvhig near tn circhr\^ motion. 

G’ea<^-liinbed already he 
Grows, us transcending. 

Will requite lavisiily 
Our careful tending. 

Farlv removed weie we 
Forth of Life's choiu ; 

LTs will he teach what lie 
Hath learned before us. 

the one penitent, 

[" formerly knonvr as Gretchen 

Girt by the glorious spirit-legion 

Scarce the new-comer wakes, sc^yce knows 

His life renewed in this pure region, 
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Ere like the angelic host he growt. 

Lo, how he bursts with glatisome gesture 
Each old-enswathing bond of earth, 

And radiant from ethereal vestuie 
The pristine strength of youth gleams forth. 
Grant me to teach him ! RaAictnt-shimng 
Still dazzles him tJie new-sprung day. 

MATKR GLORIOSA. 

Come, soar to higher spheres! • Divining 
Thee near, he^JJ follow on thy way. 

DOCTOR MARIANus, adoring. 

Tender penitents, your eyes 
Lift where looks salvation. 
Gratefully to bliss arise 
Througli regencr.ition. 

Each best power, Thy service in, 
Prove it efficacious. 

Ever, Virgin, Mother, yucen, 

Goddess, be Thou gracious ' 

« 

CHORUS MYSTirUS. 

All things corruptible 
Are but reflection. 

Earth’s insufficiency 
Here finds perfection. 

H ere the inefTable 
Wrought is with love. 

The Eternal-Woman I) 

Draws us above. 


FINIS. 



NOTES 


SECOND PART 


I. A Pleasant Landscape. 

In the First Part of the Facst'drama, when 
Faust 18 on the eve of quirting his study with 
his new mentor, Mcj)iiistophelcs, the latter 
announces his programme in the following 
w('rds : “ The Utile ivorld^ and then the greae 
n.ve*ll seed^ The excursion through the little 
•ujorld, the circiimsciibed life of the obscure 
citizen, came to a tragic end in Gretchen^s 
dungeon. In the Second Pair of the drama 
Faust is to be introduced to the great •worlds 
beginning with the crowded motley medley of the 
Court. But he cannot pass immediately from the 
black despair of the dungeon-scene tc the brilliant 
frivolity of the Court. We must imagine an 
undefined interval of remorse and paralysis, from 
which he emerges slowly, under the healing 
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influenccR of time. This canfiot be prestnt^^J 
dramatically. The purpose of the Prelude, fur 
such the First Scene really is, is to portray it 
figuratively. The period of healing is gathcrc'l 
up into the four’watches of one night; the 
healing influences aie persofirticd as tiny elvts, 
who, ..s powers of Nature, are non-moral, arul 
minif-ter indifferently to the good and the evi}, 
and the completion of tiie healing svncnromd*a- 
’vith the dawn of a new day, of I'aust’s ne\' 


Page i; , 

Setir'.df, 


f 


i.e. I^i.Tht-sP'v^s JrTuT ttih r-yoti ailfl 

'I'hese nrics occur in the MS (the latter in 
S>ini rerjtillt'). hut not in the printed editions. 

Page 13. 

Hart I The Ilnurs :/j siorri are ’iitrKnn'., 

S 

The Hours in Homer are ti t Ktepers of the Gate r 
Flci-ven. 


Page 14. 

Lrfe 1 puhs(\ ticri ''i-quichfTied notv ii'^viii'er. ef. 

This maf^nificent description in tet \a rtma of sun¬ 
rise in ’■h.i Alps is a rcminiscepte of Goet!u‘*s thud 
Swi'S Journey, particulai ly ol the Falls of the RLihi* 
and Lake Lucerne. 


II. Thf Thronf-Room. 

The newly-elected Emperor, fresh from 11 ]*^ 
journey to Rome to be crowned by the Pope, 
holds his first Privy Council. For the con¬ 
stitution of the Holy Roman Empire of tJ>r 
German Nation and its relation to the Papacy, 
the reader may be referred to the IVmple 
Classics edition of Schiller’s IVilhelm Tell^ 
Appendix 1. Though the Emperor Maxi- 
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milian I, furnished some traits to Goethe’s 
description, his Emperor is not to be identified 
with any historical Emperor. It is a fancy 
picture that the poet paints of the Empire in its 
decadence. In his Conversations fwith Echtr- 
rnann the poet is itpresentcd to have said : — 

In the Emperor I souc^ht to portray a Piince who has fvery 
quality necessary to lose his couniry, wnich accordinRly he 
ultimately succeeds m doing. . . . He is Aot at all concerned 
for the weal of the Realm or of his subjects ; he thinks only of 
himself, and how to find every day some new amusement . . . 
The Privy Council wisiies to deliberate, hut their most t Iracioiis 
T.oid [uefc-rs to amuse himself. - . . Here IMephisto is in his 
element He speedily shelves the former Fool and takes his 
place 1 a' tlie Emperor s snje as \jew Fool and Counsellor. 

Tne Faust of the Facst-book also appears at 
the Imperial Court, anti Goethe has adopted 
nianv suggestions from this origin il. Here then 
w'e recur to the Faust-book, with which we 
jjarted company after the scene in Auerbach’s 
cellar. We do not bid it a final farewell until 
the liitii act of the second part of the drama. 

The intrusion of Me])histophcjes and his jiro- 
inise to procure gold are suggested by Hans^ 
Sachs’ ““ Adventure of the Emperor Maxinnluin oj 
rvt.rshipful memory and the Alchemistd 

Pairt' 16. 

c> 

IVhat ij accursed, yet ft skume ever ^ etc. 

Mephisfopheles’ riddle has nevci been satisfnctoriiy 
folved. Amongst the .solnrious piopnsed are: iyoid 
LIa\\\c, the i)evd, the kout t-l'col. 

Page 20 . 

G/iibellins and Guelf. 

In the conflict betwixt Emperors and Popes tlie 
Ghibelhne faction supported tie imperial supiemacy, 
the GuelfxhTst of the Papacy. 

Page 2 2. 

Nature end mind ' Tc Christian ears ' 
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I . 

The Chancellor was the Archbishop of Mayence 
(see p. 193), whence his readiness to scent heresy. 


Page 13. 


.^/jur 'neaih the sivay 
Of mi^ht^ ai,d thus itll yesiet dsy. 

Aye, till to-dc:y tt tvas. , , 


Cf. Sil Thomas Browne : Hydnotaphtu :— 

How the Romans left so many coins in countries of their 
conquests seems of tiard resolution; except wt consider how 
they buried them untlerijround when, upon barharous invasions, 
they weie fain to desert their habitations in most parts of their 
empire. 


Pagf 15. 

I he-t his ftirrv ti-o/./fao/, e aer, 

L> 

t.e. because he bears Mephistophcles prompting 
him. 


Page 25. 

And some of m uric manJrcii.es maunder, 
tiome maunder oj the Sivarthy Jlnund, 

manamie (leally the rxandra^sorr.^ a narcotic herb 
allied to the belladonna), is siipfio.sed to grow under 
gallows in human form, whence it is also called in 
German the galloivs-maniitn. Those that succeed in 
possessing fhemselves ol it have in 11 a chaim which 
amongst other powers has that of procuring money. 
But to him who tears it from the earth, or hears the 
shriek, it then utters, it proves fatal bo Juliet ,sj;eaks 
of 

Shi teis Hie mandtahes' torn out of the earth. 

That living mortals, htartng them, run mad. 

Accordingly he that would pluck it stops his ears, 
makes it fast to a starving black dog, entice.s the dog 
with food, and blows a great blast on a liorn the while 
to drown its deadly .shriek. 

Black hounds, as well as eerperts and dragons, are 
known in folk-lore as guardians ol buried treasure. 

The remainder of the speech has reference to the 
supposed sympathetic influence of hidden treasure upon 
the human frame, a superstition which also underlies 
the belief in the divining-rod. Cf page 61- 
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Page 26. I 

There hfs the Jiddler, 

A familiar German saying when anyone stumbles. 
Does it imply that the presence of the buried fiddler 
sympathetically sets the foot a-twitching for the dance? 
So we say in England, when a person shudders without 
apparent cause, thaV^ome one is ivaHing ever his grave. 

III. Spacious Hav-l. 

The disproportionate length of the Carnival 
Masquerade, together with its general discon¬ 
nection from the action of the drama, is doubtless 
answerable for the attempts that have been made, 
with considerable ingenuity’, to interpret it as an 
elaborate allegory. Thus Diiiitzer explains it 
in detail as an allegory of moral, civic, and 
political life. For others it is an epitome of an¬ 
tiquity and nature in the clearer and more vivid 
southern forms •which she assumes in Italy, or a 
survey of the elements of society in its uniform chief 
achievements, or a survey of the course of universal 
history brought down to the present day^ in single, 
often almost detached pictures, or a travesty of 
the Imperial Court in the typical figures of ancient 
and Italian comedy, and in characteristic forms of 
heathen mythology. 

The reader may choose his own interpretation, 
and will of course find much in support of any. 
But a carefully wrought-out allegory should 
surely be susceptible of more uniforni interpreta¬ 
tion. Detached groups are of course allegorical 
on the face of them. Others naturally become 
the mouthpieces for critical reflections upon life. 
But on the whole there would not seem to be 
sufficient reason to regard the entire masque as 
one connected, consistently developed allegory. 
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It is rather to be regarded ac a brilliant and 
varied pageant, which appeals to the eye rather 
than to the reason. If the reader finds it drag 
somewhat in the reading, let him try to conjuie 
up before his mind’s eye the figures and groups 
of the motley train, and he will admit that, pre¬ 
sented with the appropriate spectacular devices, 
it would not be likely to fail of its effect. 

Viewed as an integral part of the drama, it 
merely serves to exhibit the means by which 
Mephistopheles and Faust establish a foothold 
at Court. The Masquerade pursues its normal 
course as planned—by the Herald, we may 
suppose, as Master of Ceremonies—until the 
entrance of Zoilo-Thersites. Thenceforth a 
series of unrehearsed effects, due to the magic 
of Mephistopheles, are interwoven with the 
pre-arranged groups, perplexing the Herald and 
alarming the guests, and culminating in the sham 
con flag ration. 

34 ;. 

oodcutters . 

Probably such figures were seen by Goethe in the 
Italian carnival, which posbihly inherited them fron- 
ancient tradition. 

Page 35. 

Pulcinelli. 

The familiar figures of popular Neapoliran comedy. 
T.'hey wore caps of white and blue with red tuft'., 
white jackets', hoae, and slippers, 

Page 36. 

Parasites. 

Familiar figures of Greek, Roman, and Italian 
comedy. 

Page 38. 

Tkt Nocturnal and Charnel-house poets. 
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Goethe satirizes^ or rather proposes to satirize_for 

we have here an undeveloped note—the contemporary 
school of writers, notably French and English, who 
thought to provoke the jaded appetite by dishing up 
the horrible. He may be allowed to supply the com¬ 
ment in his own words :— 

) * 

Writers are now beRinning to declare the representation of 
noble thoughts and deeds wearisome, imd to experiment in 
the treatment of all sorts of abominations. Devils, Witches, 
and Vampires take the place of the beauiifiil contents of Greek 
Mythology, and Tricksters and Galley-slaves elbow out the 
Hublinie heroes of .Antajuity. 

I’Age 38. 

I'he Grat, es, 

* . 

Hesiod names three Graces, Aglaia^ splendour, 
good-fortune, and £uphr esyne^ cheer/ulness, 
For Thalta, familiar also as the name of a Muse. 
Goethe substitutes Hegtmone^ leaderess, one of the two 
Graces leverenced by the Athenians, the other being 
Auxoj growth. Seneca says ; Some think that it is one 
Grace that bestoivs a benefit^ a second that receives */, and a 
third that repays tt. 

Page 39. 

The Fates, 

The Parcae or PatiS, like the Graces, wei*e three in 
number : Clotho^ the spinner, holds the distaff; Lachesis^ 
the assigner of lots, guides the thread ; Atropos^ she 
that is not to be turned, slits the thm-spun life with her 
shears. Atropos and Clotho have interchanged roles 
for the nonce. 

Page 41. 

The Tunes. 

These are also three in number, Aledo^' the irrecon¬ 
cilable, Megaera^ the malignant, and Tisiphone^ the 
avenger of bloodshed. They are grey hags, with 
bloodshot eyes and snaky locks, who haunt the steps of 
the blood-guilty. But they appear disguised, in 
deference to the season, as coaxit^ pussies^ pfcttyt young, 
mnd tricksy. They describe themselves as the provokers 
of discord between man and woman, of jealousy and 
estrartgelnent, and as avengers of breach of faith. 
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•) 

Asmodeus^ trusty Jiend. 

For Asmodeus, the demon of discord, S'^e Tobit, iii 
8 , in the Apocrypha. Cf, also page 112. 

Page 45. 

ZotIo-Thersitt\. 

Zotlus, an Homeric critic ol the third century, whose 
name has become a by-word for an ignorant critic. 
Thersites^ the scurrilous, mis-shapen buffoon of the 
Iliad. The double Jivtirfish thm^ is. as appears in the 
sequel, the first of tlie uniehear'retl etfects due to 
Mephisto’s magic. Beneath the stroke of the Herald's 
truncheon he is tiansformed into the blind bat and the 
venomous adder. 

Page 46. 

— ath’wart the throng a fplendid 
Four-^oieJ churioi comes oJ:d/n<ji 

The new group, as appears frcjm the Herald’'^ per- 
piexity, is another creation of Mephistopheles’ maj>ic. 
FluiuSy the god nveal/h^ in regal state, charioted 

by d ragons. Poetry is the charioteer. Upon the 
chariot is borne a treasure-coffer, whereon squats the 
emaciated fig me of Avarice, The interpietainm of the 
allegory msy be leit to the reader’s ingenuity. 

It may be remarked here, what does not appeal irom 
the play itself, but is gathered fiom Goethe’s (.u^ivcrsa- 
tions ivith Eclermann, tha*" the personage of Piutus, 
is supposed to be sustained by Fau.st himself, and that 
of Avarice by Mephistopheles. 

The relationship here poitrayed between Plutus and 
the Boy-Charioteer, between Wealth and Poetry, hears 
so close a resemblance to that existing between the 
Grand Duke of Weimar and Goethe himself, that we 
can scarcely be mistaken in supposing that Goethe here 
paid a tribute to his princely patron and ft lend. 

Page 52. 

tth dragons be the dragon greedy, 

Avariect cowering upon the treasure-chest, is identi¬ 
fied with the treasure-guarding dragon of traditional 
lore. 
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Page 57. 

The tuild-folk come^ they come pell-mell^ 

From mountain-height and ivoodland-dell. 

With the entrance of the wild-folk, Fauns, Satyrs, 
Gnomes, Giants, Nymphs, together with the god Pan, 
the Mask resumes Ki orderly course. 

Page 57. 

They knouu ■wJuit no man else doth guess, 

t.e. that the personage of the great god Pan is 
sustained by the Emperor himself. 

Page 59. 

The, I'Viid’ivood-m 

The figures here described are familiar figures in 
heraldry, where they often appear as the supporters of 
escutcheons. 

Page 60. 

And underneath the vaulted blue 
He still hath kept him "wakeful too. 

The Nymphs are grateful to Pan for not putting a 
term to their sports by falling asleep, for when Pan 
sleeps, all Nature sleeps with him. The allusion a few 
lines below is of course to panic fears. 

Page 63. 

Already through the Woud aspire 
The pointed tongues of lambent fire. 

The Wood is a scenic wood. 

By the contrivance of Mephistopheles the masque 
ends dramatically in a seeming universal conflagration. 
Goethe had in mind two histoii'.al instances of the 
disastrous termination of festivitie® by fire. In his 
youth he had read in Abelin’s chronicles an account of 
a similar occurrence at a masquerade at the court of 
King Charles VI. of France, when the tow and pitch 
in the king’s masking-costume caught fire, and four 
gentlemen who sought to save him were burned to 
death. There was adso present to his mind a contem¬ 
porary occurrence, the conflagration at the ball of 
Prince Schwaraenberg at Paris in x8io, at which the 
Emperor Napoleon was present. 

Faltejtrt play* a frequent r6le in the first Faust-book. 
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Thus Faust visits the Court of the Emperor Soliman 
at Constantinople and plays sundry pranks upon him ; 
amongst others this:— 

There went great streams of lire round about in the Turkish 
£mperor's hall, so that each and all ran up to quench it. 

Again when Faust visits Hell, • » 

for as fiercely as it burnt, he felt neither heat nor burning, but 
only a gentle breeze, as in May or springtide. 

I 

IV. Pleasaunce. 

t 

The kernel of this scone is the fulfilment of 
Mephistopheles’ promise to furnish the Emperor 
with money. The. arch-schemer has already 
painted a vivid picture of the countless wealth 
that lies buried within the Empire. lie crowns 
his scheme by devising means whereby this may 
be turned to account without the actual labour 
of digging it, to wit, by the issue of a paper- 
currency. Sound finance requires that such a 
currency should be based upon a supply of 
bullion or specie approximately equal to the 
face-value* of the notes. What matter, argues 
Mcphistopheles, whether this security repose in 
the vaults of the Imperial Treasure-house or 
beneath the soil of the Empire? The Emperor 
has allowed himself during the giddy whirl of 
the Masquerade to be persuaded into sanctioning 
the issue with his signature, and when he fully 
realises what he has done, the notes are already 
issued and beyond recall. He is, however, 
easily reconciled to the step by the temporary 
appearance of prosperity created by the scheme. 

The scheme has prototypes in the French 
Mississippi scheme of John Law and in the 
issue of assi^nafs by the French Republican 
Government in 1790, which depreciated to such 
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an extent that ‘six years later 24 francs in gold 
would purchase 7200 francs in assignats \ Our 
own South Sea Bubble occurs to ^the mind as 
another parallel. 

Page 68. <1 » 

No’w it the Alphabet indeed redundant ; 

Each in this sign is blessed luith bliss abundant. 

The letters composing the Emperor’s name are all 
that people will care about. ''I’he second line is an 
allusion to the inscription upon the cross rhat appeared 
to tlie Emperor Constantine: in hoe signo •vinces. 

♦ 

V. Gloomy Gallery, ‘Fausl^s Journey to 
the Mothers. 

What are the Mothers, the dread powers 
whom Faust must visit if he would summon 
Helen from the world of shades ? Eckermann 
put this quevStion to Goethe himself on an 
occasion when the poet read through the scene 
in his presence. “But he (Goethe) veiled 
himself in my^stery, looking upon me with wide- 
ojien eyes, and repeating to me the words: 
7 'he Mothers ! Mothers ! nay, it sounds so •weird! 
‘ I can reveal nothing further to you/ he said 
thereupon, ‘than that I found in Plutarch that 
Mothers are spoken of in Greek antiquity as 
deities I * ** The reference is to Plutarch's Life 
of Marcellus, chapter xx., where it is related that 
the little antique town of Engyion in Sicily was 
famous for the worship of strange goddesses 
known as the Mothers. Nicias, a prominent 
citizen, who sought to turn the town from its 
Carthaginian bias to the interests of Rome was 
to have been delivered up to the Carthaginians 
as a traitor. But he feigned madness, crydng 
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out that the Mothers were puf suing him^ and 
none dared lay hand on him, so that he escaped. 

This passage furnishes nothing more than the 
name Mothers, as associated with sentiments of 
awe. Another passage in Plutarch : Concerning 
the Cessation of Oracles, seems to have contributed 

to Goethe’s conception. It runs as follows: — 

• 

There are 183 worlds, which are ordered in the form of a tri¬ 
angle; each side contains 60 worlds, the remaining 3 stand 
at the angles ; in this order they touch, each other softly, and 

ever about as if in a dance. The plane witiiiti the triangle 
ts to be regarded as a coniinon hearth, and is known as the h ifld 
of Truth. Upon it lie motionless the I’rinciples, the P'orins, 
and the Archetypes of all ihiifgs that h.ave ever been ur yet 
shall be. These are surrolinded by Eternity, from which Time 
overflows into the world as an eflIueiiLe. 

It is impossible to overlook, the further influ¬ 
ence on Goethe’s myth of the Platonic Theory 
of Ideas, which indeed evidently lies at the root 
of Plutarch’s account of the Field of Truth. 
We cannot attempt here anything like a com¬ 
plete exposition ot this doctrine ; we must con¬ 
tent ourselves with a brief quotation from the 
Timaeus ; — 

There is first the unchanging idea, unbegutten and unperish¬ 
able, neithei recei^nng a'lght into it.'iclf from witiiout, nor it;>clf 
entering into aught else, invisible, nor in any wise perceptible— 
even that whereof the contemplation belongs to thought 
Second is that which is named after it and is like to it, sensible 
created, ever in motion, coming to be in a certain place and 
again from thence perishing, apprehensible by opinion with sen¬ 
sation (.Aicher-H ind’s Translation). 

With these clues we may venture upon some 
general interpretation of Goethe’s myth, bearing 
ever in mind that the essence of imaginative 
poetry lies in a suggestive vagueness, which leaves 
scope for the play of fancy of the individual 
reader, and therefore essaying not to drag forth 
completely from the mystic shadow of fantasy 
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what Goethe himself playfully refused to subject 
to the harsh light of reason. 

The unexplored solitude^ where is neither place 
nor time, the ever-empty Far, where the eye can 
discern nothing nov the foot iind a resting-place, 
the unfettered Realm of Form, would seem to be 
the Domain of Mind, the Sphere of the Ideal; 
the ]\Iofhers are perhaps the creative powers of 
the imagination ; the phantom-dr ft, the •wraiths, 
the forms of all things that he, the lifeless images 
rf life, are the ideas, the ettnnai archetypes, 
which, embodied, apporiloned to the rope of day, 
the gracious course of life embraces ; but which, 
before and after their eiiibodiment, abide in the 
Domain of Mind; and these the hold •wizard, the 
sei ker atter the ideal, seeketh in their place. To 
Mcphistopheles, the Spirit of Denial, the con¬ 
sistent rhatenalist, this realm of the ideal is a 
void; to Faust, the stnver after the ideal, the 
vearning spirit that finds no resting-place, no 
abiding sati faction in this world of plfenomena. 
the ideal world is, as to Plato, the only real. 
In thy Naught, he says to Mcphistopheles, / 
trust to find the ylll. 

Page 74. 

Kill croj) d’warfs. 

Kill-crop, German KtelLropf, insatiate brat, 
popularly supposed to ln‘ a fairy changeling substituted 
for the getuiine child (New English Dictionary} 

VI. Baronial Hall, dimly lighted. The 
Conjuration of Helen. 

There are in the Faust-book two instances of 
the conjuring up of the spirits of the dead. At 
the Court of the Emperor Charles the Fifth 
Faust calls up for the delectation of the 
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Emperor the spirits of Alexander the Great and 
his consort, or rather other “piimcval ” epirlts 
inTCSted with their likeness. On another 
occasion he gratifies a boon company of students 
witli the vision of Helen* .of Troy. The 
dramatic climax to the incident does not occur 
in the Faust-book. Goetlic mav have lound ;t 
in Hans Sachs, or in VRnchanteur Faustus oi 
the Frenchman Hamilton, or, more probably in 
both. In Hans S£ich6\s Marvellous Vision oj 
the Rmperor Maximilian of vjorshipful memory 
shown by a Necromavcerl the Enmeror is shown 
the spirits of Helen, of Hector, ami of his own 
dead consort, Maria. Cariied aw'ay by lo\e he 
seeks to embrace the latter, whereupon the 
spirit vanished full swiftly from the circle^ with a 
din and a smohe and a loud tumult so that 

ihe Rmperor started with terror. In Hamilton’s 
story Faust calls uj) a series of famous beauties 
at the Court of Queen Elizabeth of England. 
The last fs the Fair Rosamund, and wiien the 
Queen rushes towards her with oj^en arms the 
scene comes to a sudden end amid thunder, 
lightning, and smoke, in the midst of which 
Faust sprawls on his back Ide a wild boar. 

With sure dramatic instinct Goethe has, by 
the introduction of Paris, converted the tame 
exhibition of a picture into a lively little action, 
and provided it with an appropriate background 
in the Grecian temple. 

Page 85. 

Impcisihltf therefore most crediile 

Cf. Sir Thomas Browne, Religio Medki: I can answer 
all the objections of Satan, and my rebellious reason 
with that odd resolution 1 learned of Tertuliian, 
Certum ett^ quia mpottibih ett 
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Page 89. I 

The goodlv form that ent my bosom capturea^ 

JVEe tn the magic-glass rnrapiured. 

See Faust, part i., The Witch's Kitchtn (page 114). 

Page 90. 

A picivfe^l Luna and Endt^mion / 

T he grouping is indeed that of Luna and Lndymion 
in Sebastian ConcaS pictuie, of which Goethe possessed 
an engraving. ^ 

Page 93. 

~3-the doubli empire, 

i.f. the union of the Ideal with the Real, of Poetry 
with Life 

'• I 

ACT II. 

Tilt* germs of the Hclen-episodes, which 

occupy the second and third acts of the 

draira, are to be found in two brief incidents 

in t.'c Faust-book—the evocation of tlie shade 

of Helen and the union of Faust with Helen. 

In llie Faust-book there is no hint of any 

connection between the two incidents, Goethe 

links them together and imparts to them a 

symbolical significance. In the interpretation of 

this svmbolism there is, as usual, a wide field 
^ * * 

for individual conjecture. It may be broadly 
ex])Ounded as follows :— 

Faust symbolizes rnedieviil Europe, groping 
blindly after higher ideals. Such an ideal—that 
of the Beautiful—it finds in Greek, an, typified 
in Helen. From its first glimpse of this, 
CN oked as an insubstantial shad» by the power 
of the imagination, it cannot rest until it has 
entered into full possession of it. It is paralysed; 
its material life is in the present, its intellectual 
life in the past. But the sou! of the past, of 
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Classical Antiquity, can only 6e revived and 
wedded to the present, the medieval spirit, as 
the result of patient research, and not by any 
single, impassioned act of the imagination. 
Creative genius, the idealist Faust, can alone 
breathe into the dry bones of the past the spirit 
of life, yet must itself be dependent upon the 
labours of plodding scholarship, of dry-as-dust 
Wagners, for the dead dust which it is to 
re-vivify. As bchrber well says; “ A poor 
creature like Wagner might easily province a 
Greek Grammar or Lejdcon which would open 
to a Faust a world 6f beauty.’^ 

It is from Wagner^s Laboratory, then, that 
Homunculus proceeds, under whose guidance 
Faust visits the departed world of Greek 
mythology and poetry, and wins Helen, the 
incarnation of its highest beauty, to return with 
him to the light of day. 

I. High- Vaulted, Narrow Gothic Chamiu*r, 

FORMERLY P^AUST^S. 

Page 96, 

Cricketsf chafers^ and moths jly out, 

Mephistopheles is the “lord ot the flies.” See 
part i., note to page 71. 

Page 97. 

Rver ’where life thus rots and moulders 
Are ma^ots bred. 

The poet plays upon the two meanings of the 

German Grillen — •crickets and crotchets, 

* 

Page 97. 

Famulus. 

Not Wagner, of course, but Wagner’s famulus, now 
that Wagner is himself professor. For famulus see 
Faust, part i., note to page 31. 
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Page 98. 

Or emus, 

i.e. I It is a charm against evil, like the 

sign of the cioss. 

Page 100. , , 

There behind me stirs a guest ’U’rll-knoivn. 

I'he Baccalaut Lus ^ Bachelor of Arts, is the artless' 
student of part i. ; the seeds implanted in his mind by 
Mephistoplieles have, as in the case of the old fur- 
cloak, also brought ioith after their kind. 

Page 100. 

a^simpl^ Lejan. 

I'he German word is Fwh, d University Freshman. 
Bejan, from French bee jaune^ i.e. yellow bzll^ Jledgehngy 
is similarly u‘-t.d in the Scotch Universities. 

Page loi. 

Tou Icuk {juite resolute^ quite valiant, but — 

Pray d^nt go home quite absolute. 

'I'he play upon resolute and absolute is not quite 
obvious. Yon have gradually parted company with 
your hair.” says Mephistcpheles in effect, “ as also 
with traditional learning, thereby acquiriiig a very 
aggres.sive demeanour in body and mind. But have 3 
care ! The one course leads to baldnes.s as sui ely as the 
other to complete absolutism in philosophy.” 

Page 103. 

Experience/ Froth andf<!sm alone^ 

Wit/i mind not equal-born. 

The Baccalaiircus pins his faith to Transcendental 
Idealism, the Kantian philosophy as modified by 
Fichte, who taught m Jena, in the neighbourhood 
of Weimar, from" 1794 to » 799 - 

of brilliant philosophical speculation and first of 
intense populaiity and profound influence with the 
students. His relations with the students were later 
overclouded by misunderstandings, and certain of his 
speculations led to charges of atheism being brought 
against him. At the instance of the Weimar govern¬ 
ment he was visited with censure by the University 
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Senate, and retorted by resigning^his professorship. 
In his conflict with the Weimar authorities Goethe 
took side against him. Goethe's attitude was dic¬ 
tated chiefly by political considerations, though the 
concrete turn of his own mind was such as little to 
dispose him to sympathy wijh abttract thinking. 
He had, however, followed Fichte's speculations witii 
interest, and had not denied the philosopher the tritiiire 
of his admiration. 

The system of philosophy of which the Baccalaurens 
has become a disciple seeks to re,concile the oppo.sitiun 
between Ego and non-Ego, subject and object, mind 
and matter, thought and being, to reduce them for the 
purposes of philosophical spticulation to one term. 
This term it finds in*the Ego, the thinking being, ot 
which alone we have intuitive consciousness. For ♦^he 
Ego the world only exists in so far as he thinks it, 
and accordingly to become philosophy science must 
shift its ground, and examine the facts of experience 
as facts ol telf-consciousness. It thus become.s the aim 
of Fichte’s philosophy to “ construct the whole com¬ 
mon consciousness of all rational beings . . . with 
pure a priori evidence, )ust as geometry construct^ 
with pure a priori evidence the general mode‘s of 
limitation of space by all rational heing.s.” 

The system of philosophy here imperlectly ex¬ 
pounded recommends itself to the Baccalaureus by 
two doctrines which he thinks, quite mistakenly ot 
course, that it inculcates: the worthlessness of ex¬ 
perience, and the doctrine that the sensible world is 
the creation of the Ego, The flrst furnisher him with 
a royal road to learning and leads to his contempt of 
age, the second tickles his overweening vanity. He 
expounds the latter doctrine himself in a later passage 
(see page 104), whose very grandiloquence serves to 
emphasise the folly of his presumptuous claims. 

The nature of the error into which the Bacca¬ 
laureus may perhaps be best understood by 

reference to the analogy quoted abo\e from Fichte 
himself between bU Philosophy and geometrical 
science. The geometer would fall into similar errors 
who should think, because the abstractions with 
which )ie deals have no objective existence, that tlierc- 
fore he might have arrived at them independently of 
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all conciete exp'i^rience, and because he has deduced 
a priori from a minimum of assumptions the Laws 
wl ich govern relationship in space, that therefore he 
has ordained them. 

How foreign to Fichte’s own intentions was this 
interpretation may ^readily he seen in passages in 
which he seeks to guard against such perversion of 
his meaning. “I declare,” he wiites, “the very 
innermost spirit and soul of my philosophy to be. 
that man has nothing beyond experience, and that 
he obtains all that he has from experience, from life 
only. All his thinking, whether vague or scientific, 
whether popular or transcendental, proceeds from ex¬ 
perience and concerns nothing but experience.” And 
again he as;.errs that the jifliiio^ophical construction of 
the world of experience is not to be confused with the 
world of ex})ilienee itself. If in the development of 
the neressaiy conditions of self-consciousness it is 
shown how the notion of a non-Ego arises—if feeling 
and representation are deduced—it is not to be sup- 
jH>sed that by such process of deduction these as facts 
of experience producta. 

It Siiould he said that according to a conversation 
n poited by Eckeimann, Goethe himself denied that 
the scene with the liaccalaureus was a travesty of 
Idealistic Philosophy. fVe comierseJ^’ he says, 

‘ ‘ the fnrure of the Baccalaureus, ‘ Does he not stand 

for a tertain Jdss of Idealist Philosopher?^ said I. * JVo,* 
said Goethe, ‘ in him is per sotlfed the presumption ivkich is 
in patlLuiar chatuiferii^ic of i/outk, of ivkich ive had such 
striUn^ examples in the Jini year: after uur IVar of 
Liberation. Blot covet y every one thiris in his youth that the 
•world IS really only be finning •with ht.r, end that everything 
realli^ exists only for his sahef^^ It ia difficult to think, 
in spite of this disclaimer, that Goethe had not in 
mind the disciples of Fichte when he wrote this 
passage. They were also the butt of other con¬ 
temporary satire, and Goethe had already aimed a 
shaft at Fichtcan philosophy in the first part of the 
Faust (paige io6). 

Page 104. 

'Tivere best to knock you on the head right early. 

Something like this dictum is quoted from the 
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writings of Fichte, but with a particular, not as here 
a general application. 

Page 105, 

Cramping thoughts Philistiau, 

Fhilisiian has here much the .same sense as it lias 
acquired in English since its introliiScrion by Matthew 
Arnold. It is originally a term oi contempt bestowed 
by the German students upon the non-academic woild. 

r 

II. Laboratory. The Creation of 
Homunculus. 

Medieval speculation busiyd itself with the 
artificial production of fiomuncuiiy manikins, for 
which Paracelsus (1493-1541) gives a recipe 
in his treatise : De general tone rerum. The in¬ 
gredients are to be putrefied until be becomes quick 
and moves and stirs, After such time he noill in 
a certain measure resemble a man, but fusitl be 
transparent, ^without body. Such Homunculi are 
creatures of wondrous knowledge, and equal to 
the elemental spirits in powers and deeds, frjr 
they acquire their Itfe through art, n.vh ere fore art 
is incorporate and innate in them. Reference 
is made to Homunculi in Tristram Shandy, 
chapter ii. 

With the traditional conception of Homunculi, 
Goethe has blended that of the bottle-imp, 
which appears in the Diabie boiteux of Le Sage, 
and has suggested the name of the scientific toy 
known as the Cartesian devil. 

It is doubtless more than a coincidence that a 
whimsical contemporary of Goethe, one J, J. 
IVagner^ professor at Wurzburg, in one of his 
works, wrote as follows :— 

There! b still sn experiment tq Ibe made which wiU not suc- 
peed a lohg time, to wit, to caxise two VoUarc piles of 
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contrary kind to w*rk upon one point. Should the experiment 
succeed, the result ■will be an organic product, for life is 
everywhere, it needs but to be awakened. 

A consistent interpretation of the symbolical . 
significance of Homunculus is scarcely to be 
found, and was, probably never intended. For 
Hiintzer he represents the soul of Faust in its 
striving after the highest ideal of beauty ; for 
Schrber he is the humanistic* movement, the 
revived interest in Greek literature of the 
Renascence of Letters; again he is the pure 
abstract human mind^ ‘without sense-organs, and 
anterior to all experteixe. Von Loeper would 
have us content ourselves with the fiction modelled 
by th e poet u^on the oldfable, which in individualisa¬ 
tion is second to none of the personages of the dr^Ama. 
It is likely that this latter view coincides with 
Goethe’s original intention, and that various 
and even conflicting symbolical significations 
wove themselves into it both consciously and 
unconsciously in the course of its elaboration. 

From the Conversations with Fciermann we^ 
gather, what, as Goethe himself felt, is not over 
evident from the poem itself, that the final suc¬ 
cess of Wagner’s experiment is due to the 
co-operation of Mephistophcles, who comes, at a 
most timely moment, his lin-k to hasten* Such 
apparently was not Goethe’s original intention. 

107. 

many a cryitalUzea man, 

A crystallized man is presumably what English slang 
calls a fossil, and is probably a sly hit at Wagner 
himself. 

Page io8. jT 

What thee, thou Rogue, Sir Cousin, here J view. 

“ Moreover he calls him couiin; for such spiritual betts^ 
(as Homunculus) who are not yet Jartenedana cramped by 
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hfcomi/t^ men oui and out ivtrre Lounted dtm>n»^ 

Tvhence a sort of kinship betnueen the (ivo " (Goethe to 
Eckerinann). 

Page IC9. 

J'jir-eni.ompasied/ Limpid wains^ etc. 

Homunculus, as an unembodied* spirit, is able to 
read in Faust’s mind, and proceeds to describe the 
dream in which he is ab'^orbed. It is of the visit of 
Zeus to Leda, to which Helen owed hei being. 

Page no. 

Liiy birth was in the misty 

d'he waste tf priesthood and oj chivalry. 

The conception of tli^ Devil was unknown to the 
Greeks. Medieval superstition clothed the shadowy 
Spirit of Evil of the Scriptures with the attributes ol 
various heathen deities, lesuUing in the ]K>pulai con¬ 
ception of the Devil with horns, tail, cloven hoof, etc. 
See aho part i., notes to pages 99 and 117. 

Page Ill. 

The warrior bid unto ikef^ht^ 

Leaa thou the maid to triad a me.isure. 

t.e. take everyone to the goal of hi.s longing. Faust 
will be in hisselement in ancient Greece. 

Page Ill. 

Classical M^alpurgis-Night and Pharsalus 

See note at beginning of next scene. 

Page 112. 

Asmodeus. 

See note to page 42. 

Page 113. 

For Thessalian witches set note at bcg.nning ol next 
scene. 

Page 113. 

the dot upon the /. 

t.e. the finishing touch, which is, for Homunculus 
corporeal existence, full hnman life. 
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III. Classical Walpurgis-Night. 

To win Helen, i.e, to attain to the Ideal of 
Beauty, the crowning achievement of the Greek 
spirit, Faust nWst pass step by step through the 
succcbsive phases of which this is the ultimate 
fruit, he must re-live the evolution of Greek art. 
How is this mental process to be translated into 
sensible symbols? By carrying him on a visit 
to the phantom Greek world, the legions of 
HcUemc myth. This, suggests a parallel to the 
Walpurgis-Night of pait i., the gathering of 
witches ar.d demons of medieval superstition. 
Thus arises the conception of a classical Wal¬ 
purgis-Night. But what would be a fitting 
occasion for such a gathering ? Phantom- 
battles, in which the ghosts of slain warriors 
fight over again the old battle every year as its 
anniversary recurs, are common alike to classic 
and Germanic folk-lore. Thus, according to 
Pausanias, the shock of conflict and the neigh¬ 
ing of horses are heard yearly upon the battle¬ 
field of Marathon on the anniversary of the Greek 
Victory over the Persians. Goethe accordingly 
selects for the Classical Walpurgis-Night the 
anniversary of a great battle which proved a 
turning point in the history of the world, the 
battle of Pliarsalus, where Caesar met and van¬ 
quished his great rival Pompey, where the 
Roman Republic passed into the Roman 
liimpire. On the Pharsalian plains the old 
order came to a violent end; it might well be 
assumed that there the phantom of the whole 
antique world “revisited the glimpses of the 
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moon ! ’’ But for other reasons loo the locality 
lent itself to Goethe^s grandiose conception. It 
was at Pydna, actually in Macedonia, but near 
the Tliessalian frontier, that another decisive 
battle had been fought (i68^b.c.), when the 
Roman Aemilius Paulus crushed the Macedonian 
King Perseus, whereby Macedonia became a 
Roman province. Nor were the mythical 
associations less favourable than the historical. 
Thessaly was the cradle of ancient Greek 
mythology. Here was Olympus, the scat of 
the gods; the Temple of« Aptllo ; tlie veil of 
Tempe; here the giants had assailed the gods 
m their citadel—the rugged rock-strcwn coun¬ 
try still boie witness to the Titanic strife; and 
here the centaurs had burst in, unruly and un¬ 
bidden guests, at the espousals of Pirithous. 
The association of Tliessaly w’th witches adds 
a further justification to its choice as the scene 
of the classical counterpart of the Witches^ 
Saturnalia 0/ part i. 

Scenically the Classical Walpurgis-Night frdls 
into four parts. It opens in the P/jurstiu.t.i 
plains^ which Goethe imagines by error or ov 
licence as lying along the upper course of the 
Peneus, whereas they really lie along the Ajji- 
danus. The scene then shifts to tlie banks of 
the Peneus^ and follows Faust down.sMe.im vu 
his ride on the Centaur back to the Temple of 
j^poUo on Olympus, Thereafter it returns to the 
Upper Peneus, and lastly shifrs again to the 
disemboguement of the Peneus in the Aegean 
Sea. 

The Classical Walpurgis-Night may be 
regarded as a fantasia upon tiie theme of 
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evolution, which is treated in a threefold 
variation : the en)oluiton of the artistic sense of 
beauty^ portrayed in the course cf Greek Art; 
the evolution of the surface of the habitable earthy 
portrayed in the controversy between Vulcanists 
and Neptunists ’(%ee page 574); and the evolu¬ 
tion of man^ portrayed in Homunculus* strivings 
after corporeal existence. Indeed, if we accept 
Kuntzcl’s ingenious interpretiition of the Kabiri 
(slc page ),’we shall liave a fourth variation 
upon the same theme, the evolution of religions. 
The action of,the Classical Walpurgis-Night 
falls into three parts; Faust’s quest of the ideal 
of beauty, wliich terminates at the end of the 
second scenic division with his descent into 
Hades through the Temple of Apollo; 
Mephistophelcs’ quest of the ideal of ugliness, 
which terminates at the end of the third scenic 
division with his assumption of the form of 
a Phorkyad ; and Plomunculus* quest of exist¬ 
ence, wlilch terminates at the end of the fourth 
scenic division with the shattering of' his bottle 
at the feet of Galatea, and his entrance upon a 
course of evolution. 

Mephistophelcs appears again, still in the guise 
of a Phorkyad, in the first scene ot the third 
act, Faust in the second scene of that act. 
Homunculus disappears from the drama. 

i. Phav»aliaii Plains. 

Page 114. 

Kri ktho, 

hriJiiho was a The«.s..liaii witch whom Pompey’s 
bon consvilts in Lucan'^ Pharsalia concerning the^ issue 
of the battle. Her speech is cast in the tragic tri- 
meter. 
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Page 114. / 

7~et not to loathsome as the pestilent poets mi 
Surcharging slander. 

T he pestilent poets are Lucan himself, who paints 
Erichtho in very grisly colours, and Ovid, who styles 
Jurialis, ^ ^ 

Page 11 5. 

/file Freedom's gra^ous thoutand-bUssomed ’iL r'ath is torn. 
The unyieldtng laurel hent around the ruUr's hroiv, 

El ichtho identifies Pompey’s ca'iise, in reality the 
cause of the Senate and the aristociatical oiigaixliy, 
with the cau^e of freedom. Mephistopheles (page 
112^ takes a less biased vieV.'. The ruler is of course 
Caesar. 

Page 115. 

Me-e of his earlij greatness' biossomit g JVIu'tnus d> earned ; 
Thtre^ hanging o'er the tremulous balance, Caesar "watched. 

Following Lucan, Goethe calls Pompey by his sur¬ 
name Magnus. The same author relates tJiat on th<- 
ere of the battle Pompey dreamed that th.e peopic 
hailed him with plaudits in the theatre he himself 
had built, as on the occasion of his first triumph, 
wliereas Caesar’s anxiety concerning the issue lotbade 
him to sleep. 

Page r 16. 

At token through the tvindotv old 1 
Gazed on northern dread and gloom. 

So Wodan in German mythology looks out up(m 
the earth through a window (aee note to page iio_). 

Homunculus is repelled and Mephistopheles at¬ 
tracted by the earliest representatives of Greek 
mythology, the nionstroiis creations. 

Page iiy. 

Is it the glebe not, her that bare, eU. 

Thessaly is not Helen’s birthplace, but at least it 
is Greece. 
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I iS. * 

So stand 1 Itke Antaeus daunt I ess-heart ed. 

Antaeusj the L'byan gianr. who won new stningrh 
lioni contact witli mother Earth, as Faust irom the 
touch oi GrecitP soil. 

Pd^e 118. 

7he spfunxes unabashed^ iht ijjms shameltis. 

The sphinxes have a woman’s liead, a lion’s body 
and a <lragon's tail and wings; the griffins a lion’s 
body, an eagle’s head and wings. These laiitastic 
hybrids, the tine of Assyrian and Egyptian, the otiier 
ct oriental origin, ihpreseiit the earliest stages of crea¬ 
tive art, »vl]ich soifght Its ideals in a combination ol 
‘uch l)e‘-tial attributes of Strength and ferocity as 
impressed early humanity with a sense ol its inferiority. 
The huiTian element already appears in the sphinxes, 
aud the sirens and centaurs, the earliest creations of 
Greek art proper, though still semi-bestial concep¬ 
tions, show tlie dawn of a striving after the 
idealisation of purely human qualities. I'hc river- 
nymphs, who, though not human, are conceived in 
pu'-ely human form, appropriately lead Faust’s thoughts 
back again to his dream of Helen, the ideal of womanly 
beauty, Helen herself does not appeal ip the Classical 
Wal purgis-N igh t. 

I'he most bestial of the antique creations are those 
that first attract the attention of Mephistopheles. But 
he is ill-contented with them. He is the demon ot 
obscenity, and they, though iwkcd, are unconscious of 
their nakedness. They are n^ked but not ashamed. 

Page 118 

Hail / iji fair women / Hail! ye sapient grizzles ! 

Te fair womens i.e. the sphinxes. Griffins Mephisto- 
pheles maliciously perverts into grizzles (German 
Greifen, Grelsen), The griffins resent the misnomer on 
etymological grounds; the letters gr have evil associa¬ 
tions. To Mephistopheles’ retort that Griffins has no 
advantage over grizzles in that respect, they reply by 
claiming that Greijen, griffins, has no connection with 
that objectionable family, but is next cousin to ^reifen. 
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to grip, a very different matter. The pas»-age is a not 
very relevant satire upon the wild speculations of eaily 
etymologists. 

Page 119. 

Ants of the colossal species^ Arimaspians, 

Herodotus (iv. 17) has a story of irfts as big as dogs 
who dig out in the course of their excivatiou-^ the 
gold-sand, which the Indians collect and carry off He 
has a fuither story* of the Arimaspians, a one-eyed 
race of Scythians, who are at feud with the gritfins 
o\er the gold of which the latter are'the guardians. 


Page 120. 


r 


J^e did. they see 
the old siage-pi'ay as Old Iniquity. 


The Vice or Iniquity was a familiar character in the 
old English Moralities, where, however, he is not 
identical with the Devil, but accompanies him, beating 
him with dagger of lath in his rage and his wrath ’’; 
see Shake speare, Ttveljth Ntght^'w. 1 ; Rioiardthe Third. 
iii. I. Ben Jonson has vetus IniquUas. Old Iniquity, 
in the prologue to “ The Detril is an Ass." 

7 'he purpose of Mepliistopheles' eva'jivc answer is 
presumably to preserve his incognito. 


Page 110. * 

Some riddle., some chara.te at least propose 

The riddle propounded to Oedipus by tin Theban 
spl ijiiv is well known. The an-T-wer to the ridJie here 
proposed is, of course, the DeviL,, 


Page 123. 

Bfore the like Ulysses in hempen bonds hath striven. 

It will be remembered how Ulysses (Odyssey xii.) 
had himself bound to the mast by his comrades, jffter 
having stopped their ears with wax, in order that he 
might not yield to the seductive song of the sirens. 

Page 124. 

Hercules slew the latest of our nation, 

Hercules purged the earth of monsters, e,g. the giant 
Antaeus (page 118), the StymphaliJes (page 125), the 
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Lernaean Hydra (page 125), etc. That he slew the 
•phinKes is an invention ot Goethe’s. 

Page I 24. 

Chiron might give thee injormation, 

Chirony the wif^pentaur, son of Chronos andPhilyra, 
and teacher of the Giecian heroes, notably of Achilles, 
HeKiilC'. and Jason. 

Page 124. 

Wiih^ui tvhen Ulyites tarried. 

The Siiens are of course fabling. See note to page 

I 

Page 126. ’ 

/"he L,amiae„ rare •wanton lasses. 

Lamiay the daughter of Belos and Libya, was loved 
of Zeus. Her child was slain by the jealous Juno, 
whence she became a child-stealing spectre. , In 
Philostratus’ “ Life of Appollonius” Lamiae are men¬ 
tioned as lewd spectres that thirst for the blood of 
young men. Apuleius identifies them with Thessalian 
witches They then, rather than the dignified Erich- 
tho are doubtless the Thessalian nvstches hinted at by 
Homunculus (page 113). The witchds. it will be 
remembered from part i., are the devil s lemans. 

Page 126. 

And heed but how we lie—controller 
Ordained are ive of lunar day and solar. 

The sphinxes, ranged in loisg rows at the entrances 
of Egyptian temples and beside the pyramids, as well 
as the pyramids themselves, have frequently been 
supposed to have an astronomical significance In 
Creuzer's Symboliky a work known to Goethe, the 
sphinxes with their form, a hybrid between a lion 
and a virginy are conjectur id to represent symbolically 
the summer-solstice, when the sun is between Leo and 
rirgo. So far back as Pliny it was suspected that 
they played a part in the measurement of the risings 
of the Nile. '' 
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li. Peneus surrounded by Waters atjd Nymphs. 

Page 116. 

Me the sultry air doth ’ivahen^ ' 

Stranere all-searching thrill hath shaken 
From my sleep and cradling stream. 

These are the premonitory sign-< of an earthquake, 
which does not follow until the beginning of the next 
scene, Peneus is here the river-god. 


Page 127. 

Such Hiss was once bejore thy share. 

i.e. in his dream (page 1091, which is here enacted 
again before his waking eyes, though Leda, the lofty 
qu^eny is this time not upon the scene. 


Page 


130. 


As Mentor none. 
Not Pallas^ self is to be gratuiattJ. 


The goddess Pallas accompanies 'Pelemachus, 
Odysseus' son, in the guise of the aged Mentor, on 
his voyage in search of his father, and acts as his 
guide and counsellor (Odyssey ii., 225, et seq. 
But Chiron’s sweeping dictum is scarcely just to 
lelemachus. 


Page 


131. 


The glorious federation 
Of Argonauts. 


Tile Argonauts sailed to Colchis in the good ship 
Argo under the leadership of Jason on the Quest of 
the Golden Fleece. The chief of them are enumerated 
in the following lines : The Dioscuri are Castor and 
Pollux, brothers of Helen; Boreas' sons^ Kalais and 
Zetes, who delivered Phineus from the harpies; 
Orpheus and Lynctus are sufficiently characterised in 
the text. 


Page 133.^ 

On that occasion had ike Dioscuri 

From robbers' hanas their little shierfreed. 



Notes to Part II 373 

I 

Did n6t idchtlUsj in Pherae find her 
Idf' ithout the pale ofi time ^ 

For these incidents in the mythological career of 
Helen see pages 19^ and 197* The part played by 
Chiron in the former of them is the invention of 
Goethe. 


Page 134. 

T^anio, 


Aesculapius^ daughter^ 


Manto was the daughter of the 7 ’lieban seer Tiresias. 
and was associated with the cult of Apollo. Goethe 
makes her the daughter of the divine physician, 
Aescnlapius. and gives her as seat the Temple of 
Apollo on Olympus. ’ ^ 

Pajre I3s- 

Here Rome and Greece each challenged each in fight y etc. 

t.e. at Pydna, see introductory note to Classical 
Walpurgis-Night, page 365. I’he greatest realm in 
sand evanishing is the Empire founded by Alexander 
the Great, here finally disintegrated; the citixen, the 
Roman Consul L. Aemilius Paulus; the iing, Perseus. 


Page 136. 

Reads to Persephone the gloomy portc^l^ etc. 

Peisephone^ the daughter of Ceres, ravished from the 
upper world by Pluto, the King of the Shades, is now 
Queen of the Nether World, yet still yearns after her 
old home in the sunlight. In Olympus was one of the 
many entrances to Hades. Orpheus descended to the 
Shades to seek his bride Eurydicc, as here Faust to 
.seek. Helen. The story of his failure is well known. 
That he was smuggled In by Manto is the invention 
of Goethe. 


It was at first the intention of the pget to 
follow the fortunes of Faust in Hades. In 
conversation with Eckermann he said: 

Just Imagine everything that finds utterance os that mad 
night I Faust's speech to Proserpina, to move her to relinquish 
Helen. What a speech that must be, since it moves Proserpina 
herself to tears I 
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The scene, however, was neveV written, and 
in the next act the success of Faust’s appeal is 
taken for granted. 

iii. On the Upper Peneus as before. 

The key to the right understanding of this 
scene lies in the controversy between the 
geologians of Goethe’s time concerning the 
agencies at work ‘in the moulding of the surface 
of the earth.. The Vukanist^ held that the 
chief role was played by subterranean fire, and 
that the transformations were catastrophic in 
character; the Neptuni 3 ts\ with Goethe, attri¬ 
buted them to the agency of water, and regarded 
them as essentially gradual, holding volcanic 
upheavals for isolated phenomena of restricted 
scope. The volcanic agencies are here personi¬ 
fied in Seismos (Greek, earthquake')^ whilst the 
Sirens uphold the views of the Neptunists. 
The war of the Pygmies (Vulcanists) and 
Cranes (Neptunists) symbolises the same con¬ 
troversy. Later in the scene the conflicting 
theories find advocates respectively in the Greek 
philosophers, Anaxagoras and Thales, of whom 
the former occupied himself with earthquakes, 
eclipses, and meteors, whilst the latter found in 
water the origin of all things. Goethe return* 
to the subject in the fourth act (see page *54). 
where Mephistopheles is the advocate of the 
volcanic theory, whilst Faust is all for gradual 
development. 

Page 137. 

, For the ilUttarred people'j ^od, 

’ i 

The ill-starred people are apparently the VuJkaniffts, 
who are to be converted to Keptunism 
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Page 138. * 

that ivhi'om 

Delos^ isle for an aujlum 
Unto one in travarl gaV'. 

i.e. unto Leto, persecuted by Juno, who found refuge 
in Delos, and there bore Apollo. Goethe has modified 
the Greek legend,* which merely relates that Delos 
floated about in the sea, but was anchored fast at the 
birth of Apollo. But Rhodes (see page 169) was 
thus thrust up for Apollo from beneath the waves. 

Page 138. 

Ltie a caryatid colossal 
Straining still nvithout reposal^ 

He upholds a drpad stone-scaffold^ 

Breast-deep still, yet etill unbajfltd. 

In the diploma of the Jena Ivlineralogiral Society, 
designed by Goethe, there appears such a figure as is 
here described. It was suggested by Raphael’s cartoon 
of the Liberation of the Apostle Paul, in which Earth¬ 
quake is thus personified. 

Page 139. 

Whenas ’with Titans leagued defiant, etc. 

In the Odyssey (xxi. 315 the Titans pile Pelion on 
Ossa and Ossa on Olympus, in order to scale Heaven, 

Page 141. 

Pigmies, Baity Is. 

In the Iliad (iii. 3) the Pigmies are a diminutive race 
who are at feud .with the cranes. Goethe identifies 
them with the gnomes or kobolds of German myth, 
and furnishes a casus belli in their wanton assault upon 
the herons, the kinsfolk of the cranes. 

The Bahtyls are a fabulous race of skilled metal¬ 
workers on the Phrygian Ida. Their name (Greek 
aaktylos, finger) has reference to their skill, not to their 
size, but Goethe identifies them with the Thumhitngs of 
German myth, named from their size. 

Page 141. 

The cranes of Ihycus, 

A well-known poem of Schiller’s with this title 
relates how the poet Ibycus, being set upon by mur- 
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derers in the neighbourhood of CorintJ*, called upon a 
pasting flock of cranes to avenge his death. One of the 
murderers was overheard later in the theatre, when the 
cranes passed overhead, to say gibingly to his accom¬ 
plices: “Behold the avengers of Ibycus ! " The 
remark attracted attention, the murderers were dis¬ 
covered and Ibycus avenged. Thecizmes of Ibycusthus 
appear as divine avengers of murder. 

Page 143. 

Tbfl fat-paameh^ erool~leg knave. 

Phis is the conventional form of the Birgmannch », 
or gnome, as familiar a figure in Germany as Father 
Christmas with us, and frequently represented both in 
pictures and as puppet. • 

T’age 143. 

Give me Blociahergfor a revel^rout, etc. 

The Blochsherg or Brocken^ the highest point of the 
Harz Mountains, is the seat of the yearly gathering 
of witches on Walpurgis-Night. The Jlsemtdn and 
Heinriehshohe, lisa’s Stone or Castle and Henry’s 
Height, are clitTs on the Brocken, the Princess lUa, 
who has her seat on the former, being associated in the 
legend with the Emperor Henry. The Snoren are two 
high rocks in the neighbourhood of the village of 
Elcnd (Misefy), With this passage compare the 
Walpurgis-Night in part i. (page 183). 

Page 145. 

Bmpuia. 

Empusa is a Greek hobgoblin, a phantom of terror 
sent by Hecate. Her name is interpreted as meaning 
the One footed, her second foot being variously described 
as an ass’s foot, or as a foot of iron or of cb^-dong. 
To her as to the Lamiae is attributed the power of 
assuming different forms. Her assumption oftfie ass’s 
head is prophetic of the issue of Mephisfopheles’ 
pursuit of the Lamiae. MephistopheUs sees an oj/j 

head of his own. 

Page 148. 

A mask, at everywhere doth chanee,. 

It here an emhltmofU' dawu 
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Mephistophejes’ pursuit of the Lamiae is the anti¬ 
thesis of Faust's quest of Helen ; it is bestial lust, con¬ 
trasted with ideal love. It is unnecessary to interpret 
in detail the significance of the emblematic dance^ 

Page 148. 

, , Oread, 

Mountain-nym|^h, speaking for the mountain 

Page 15c. 

Anaxagoras and Thales. 

See introductioD to notes on this scene, page 374. 

Page 151. 

The snouni bears^yrmidons in bevies. 

This is Anaxagoras’ retort *to Thales’ contemptuous 
question: kVhat vnid.r issue doth it boot Fire, too, 
can engender life. The myrmidons were the inhabitants 
of Aegina, whose name, irom its supposed connection 
with the Greek murmexy an ant, gave rise to the legend 
of their having been transformed by Zeus from ants. 
Goethe uses it, playing upon the same derivation, as a 
generic term for all the swarming, ant-like creatures 
brought forth by the mountain, enumerated below. 

Page 15 a. ^ 

Diana, Luna, Hecate, 

The Moon is Diana on earth, Luna in heaven, and 
Hecate in the underworld, and is hence represented 
with three heads. Anaxagoras prays to her for an 
eclipse, so that his prot^g^s, the pigmies, may escape 
by favour otthe darkness. The fall of a meteor at this 
moRienc startles him into the belief that he has got 
more than he bargained for, drat by his prayer he has 
drawn down the moon from her sphere, as the 
Thessalian sorceresses were commonly reputed to do 
by the jjower of their enchantments (Plato, Gorgias, 
68; Aristophanes, Clouds, 749 5 Horace, Epodes, 17; 
Lucan, Pharsaiia, vi). The humour of it is that 
Anaxagoras Was a rationalist, who explained eclipses 
from natural causes, and foretold the fall of a meteor 
from the sun. It must accordingly have been peculiarly 
disconcertfisg to him to be thus taken at his word. 
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Page 154. 

It •was but thought. 

i.e. but a phantom, like everything elie on this 
night; or perhaps Thales returns to his old charge; 

luider issue doth it boot? Having effected nothing 
it is as vain as a thought that has not passed into 
execution 


Page 154. 


Dr^ad, 


Nymph of the oak'tree. 


Page 155. 

The Phorkyadst 

The Pkerkides^ or GraiJt, weVe the daughters of 
Pkorkys, Darkness, and' AV/o, the Abyss. They were 
represented as three gray hags, of surpassing ugliness, 
who had but one eye and one tooth amongst them, 
which they interchanged as need was. ITiey had 
their abode in outer darkness, where neither sun nor 
moon ever looked upon them. Goethe has recast their 
name on the model of other Greek patronymics into 
Phorkyads (cf, page 189'!. 


Page 155. 

*Tis more than mandrakesy •what is yonder ! 

For mandrakes sefc note to page 15. Phe Sins ol 
the next line are the Seven Deadly Sins, pictorially 
represented in repellent forms. Mephistopheles thinks 
they will no more frighten would-be sinners, when 
once they have seen this new horror. 

Page 155. 

Of>s and Rhea. 

Ops was the sister and bride of Saturn, Jthea the 
motner of Zeus; the one a Roman, the other a Greek 
divinity. Mephistopheles^ flattei7 of the grisly Three 
reminds us forcibly of Satan's cajolery of Sin and 
Death in the Paradise Lost.” 

Page T56. 

Where nimbly rotry day in double step 
A block of marble intv l\fe doth leap. 
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Duntzer sees in*the expression in double step an allus¬ 
ion to the advance in sculpture traditionally attributed 
to OaedaluSj which consisted in the representation 
of the two legs separately, in a walking attitude, 
whereas the lower part of the statue was formerly left 
unwrought, as in the Hermes columns, or the legs 
were at most indicaftlll by a groove. Duntzer ridicules 
Schroer’s interpretation of the words in the military 
sense, but it seems difficult to reject that interpretation, 
even if we admit at the same time the*allusion, obscure 
enough in all conscience, to Daedalus’ alleged con¬ 
tribution to rhe evolution of statuary. 

Page 157. 

Te three one eye, one^tmth^ snjficeth luell, 

^Ttvere mytholo^icaihf feasible 

In tii’o, of three to concentrate the esseiice. 

The thought seems to be, since one eye and one tooth 
suffice you, the number three is manifestly not essential 
to' the myth. 

Page 158. 

0 fte ! Hermaphrodite must I be foutedf 

T.e. male as Mephistopheles, female as a Phorkyad, 
with one of wliom he has incorporated himself. 

iv. Rocky Cove of the Aegean Sea. 

This scene pursues the development of Greek Art 
towards perfect beauty, culminating in Galatea, and 
follows the fortunes ol Plomanculjs in his search after 
existence. 

Page 158. 

Did Thessalian ha^s infernal 
Impiously draiv donvn thy yellotv 
Os b. 

See notes lo pages* 113 and 15;!. 


Page 159. 

Pfereids and Tssions, as sea-monsters. 

The Nereids or Dor ids were daughters of Nereus 
and Doris, the Tritons children of Poseidon and Amphi- 

u 



Goethe’s Faust 



trite. They appear as sea-monstersf half-fish, hair 
human, i.e. as mermaids and mermen. The Dori 4 t% 
in attendance upon Galatea, the Goddess ofi Lpve, are^ 
however, later distinguished from tht* Neteidi\ being 
conceived as wholly human in form, and representing 
the final stage in the evolution of beauty. 


r, t 


Page i6o. 

the lofty Kabiri. * 
See note to page 164. 


Page 160. 

Ivereut 

An aged sea-god, endowed witl^ the gift of prophecy 
and the power of self-trariTsformation, Contrary to 
Goethe^s conception of his character he is represented 
as kindly-minded to men. His prophecy tq Patis of 
the sack of Troy forms the subject of an ode of 
(i. 15), that to Ulysses is the poet’s invention. ^ 

Page 161. 

JVhere Pindut* eagles glutted them in glee. • 

Pindus' eagles are the Greeks. > 

Page 162. 

( Cypris. 

Cypris was one of the names of Venus, from her 
preference for the island of Cyprus, on the west coast 
pf which, at Paphos, the goddess sprang from the sea, 
wherefore a temple was built to her in that town. 


Page 162. 

AtJoay to PriAeus ! Ask that nvtKard-ei/ 

Honv one can best exist assd change oneself. 

Proteus is a sea-god, who shares with Neraus the gilt 
of prophecy and the power of transforming himself 
Of this power avails himself to evade Questioning, 
and can only be brought to spdech by such as are 
cunning enough to catch him and bold enough to hold 
him until he has exhausted his transformations and 
appears in his own form- As cannot 

clasp him, Goethe invents another way of bringing 
him to speech (page 166). 
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Page 163. * 

Chelone*M thell^ 

’ ^ tortoise-shell. Chelone was a nymph who 

was changed into a tortoise. 

Page 164. 

The Kabiri. 

The whole episode of the Kabiri would seem to be 
little more than one of those satires directed at con¬ 
temporary questions of ephemeral interest which 
Goethe, l^th questionable judgment, has so frequently 
introduced into both parts of the Faust. 

The Kabiri were mysterious deities worshipped 
especially at Samothface, of whom very little is known, 
or apparently ever was kno^n in historical tlitSes. 
little may almost all be found in the text (^. 
3^7) • There arose a controversy amongst 
scholars concerning their names, attributes, 
and significance, which is unedifying and 
. we^ii^e at the present day, and which the curious 
reader^ may read elsewhere. Amongst other forms 
attribuw to them was that of earthen crocks, and 
with 1 $^se the clairvoyant Homunculus identifies 
them. 

It Is doubtless the apparent pointles|pess of the 
whole passage which has led commentators to seek a 
deeper 'meaning in it. As an example of the ingen¬ 
uity with whiSi they embroider allegory to fit their 
canvas, it may be interesting to give a brief account of 
one such interpretation. Kuntzel explains these 
mysterious deities, hunger’^bitt:^^ ruer-burning for the 
Unattednahlty as the successive religions in which the 
aspirations of man after the unknowable have from 
time to. time been embodied. The three which are 
brought to the feast are the Indian, Egyptian, and 
Pelasgiaa faiths. The fourth, which claims to be the 
only tnifej is the faith of the ancient Hebrews, the cult 
of Jehovah. *rhe three that are not forthcoming are 
Buddhism, Christianity, and Mohammedanism, all 
unknown the ancient Greek world; whilst the 
eighth, timw iwm h(Ah thought of hereto^ is the all- 
embracing religion of the future. 

In spite of the striking ingenuity of this theory, and 
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its appropriateness to the g^eneral* tendency ot the 
Walpuigis-Nigbt, it is difficult to believe that Ooethr 
would have combined an allegory of such significance 
with the satire of a trivial controversy, and that 
without any unmistakable hint of its figurative 
meaning. , ^ 

Pago 164. 

"rks eighth beeth htiply there too. 

Goethe h«3 us^d an archaic form of the sub‘.ran*i\e 
verb, as here beeth, perhaps to emphasise the meaning 
(d existence which has been dimmed in the otdinaiv 
verb Irom its use as a copula; not merely there liut 
exi ts there. 

Page 167. , ' ‘ 

lie IS, mrthinktf hertr i^hi (jJiiie ti 

Htrm.iphroditical, double sex, is here sonr \vl;,'r in 
accurdLeiy used as meaning of JoubtJ\J sex. iSuch i« 
nectsratily the condition of the incorpoieal Homun¬ 
culus. 

Page 168 

Threefold rKte’U.'orihy sp^rit-t ip, 

i.e. notewortliy trip of thre ‘spirits ; Proteus, who 
iR essentially a spirit; Phile , wiro is ihs^mbodit'd 
and H(^mifuulus, who is yet to Iil- etnbi'died. 

Page t68. 

Ji’L/iines of /Ihwd.s, O'l hlfpn impt irnd sc..-dragon^ 

The Tf/cA/flcj wer e a mystic rnce (d metai-svo! kers 
on the inland of Rhodes, who fostered Neptune in his 
childhood and forged his tiident. Goethe makes them 
votaries of Helios, the Sun-god, Phoebus AiHiUo, to 
whom the fair-weather island of Rhodes wa-i con¬ 
secrated. 

Hippocampi are sea-horses. They have the head of 
horse and the tail of a fish. 

Page 170. 

7 here sees him in myriad forms the Refulesni, 

As youth esnd as giant, the Great, the Indulgent, 

These lines refer, of course, to the statues of the 
God, one of which was the famous Colossus of 
Rhodes. 
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Pajre 170. 

The statues of tfie gods stood greats 
An earthquake laid them aesolate^ 

All hi/ite been melted down for ages 

The Colossus was overthrown by an earthquake. 
B.c 224 The Ay^s took away the ruins in the 
seventl) tentury on nine Imridred camels. 

Page 170 » 

Thnu li move thee by eternal norms there 
Tli^'i ugh thousatid andyei thousandforris there. 

And ere fhau’rt man there's time to spare. 

Goethe here outlines clea/ly the theor) ol evolution, 
ot wl U'h it is one of his glories *10 have Ix'i'-n amongst 
the piecurso^'S. In hi* JiAetamorphoses oj Plants he 
showed fot th.- first time thst the various parts of th" 
flower art modifications of the leaf-type, and again he 
pointed out that the s-kull is a modification oi the 
upper spinal vertebiae, -both sptcifir instances of 
evolution. It may be ot interest to quote here other 
passages, in which he stated, in no uncertain language, 
the theory ior w'hich the laOt)urs of Darwin in 
particular have now won geij*-al acceptance. In 
November 1S06 lie sa)s:— ^ 

NaiL’v, in ordrr to .ttta,n to man, perfoims a long prelude 
of lifUigs .ind fonnb which still fall far short of man. 

In March 1807:— 

Na'iiiC makes no leaps, she •'.''Ulci, exaiupic, rever make 
a ho-se unless all the other animals had gone before, upon 
Vhich, as upon a ladder, she ciimbs up to the structure of the 
hor.-i. 

Again, in Novemher 1810 :— 

Ah literature is like a proce*i.s of formation from water to 
molluscs, polyps and the like, until at last a man comes into 
existence. 

For Goethe’s views upoii evolution see also the 
introductory notr to this Act (page 36(1), and the 
introductory note to the present Scene ('page 374). 
It would scarcely be too much to say that evolution i« 
the key-note to the whole Faiist-drama 
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Page 171. • 

Paphos Vir that her impassioned 
Brood oj^birds halh hither sent. 

For Paphos see note to page i6z, Cypris. Aphrodite 
or Venus is commonly escorted by doves. 


• • 


Page 172. 

Something holy still to treasure 
Linjin^ in the still tvarm nest. 

i.e. Still to cherish faith in the supernatiiral. not to 
think that science explains all mysteries. 


Page 172. 

Psylli and JSdarsi, 

These are both rac#*s of snake-charmers, the former 
Libyan, the latter Italian. The Psylli aie mentioned 
by Lucan (^Pharsalia^ ix.), the Maisi by Virgil 
{Aeneid^ vii., 758;, and both together in Pliny’'t 
Natural History, in a passage the misintei pretation of 
which has apparently led Goethe to locate them in 
Cyprus, and thence to associate them with the cult of 
Aphrodite. 


Page 172. 

War Kagle nor ti inged Bion heed tve, 

^ Cross nor Crescent d^-loon. 

These are the insignia of the successive lords of 
Cyprus, Rome, Venice, Christian, and Mohammedan. 

Page 177. 

To Eros the empire^ ivhencc all first things first 
blossomed. 

Eros, Greek Love, first-born of the Gods Irom 
Chaos, and source oi all created beings. 


ACT in. 

This Act, commonly known as the Helena, 
belongs to the oldest parts of the drama, parts of 
it dating back to 1800, eight years before the 
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publication of first part of Faust. It was 
published separately in 1827, with the title: 
/I Classico^ Romantic Phantasmagoria^ Interlude 
to Faust, and became in some sort the nucleus 
about which the second part of the drama grew. 
It is indeed complete in itself. 

To bring it into organic connection with the 
preceding acts we must suppose, that Faust^s 
petition to Persephone has been granted (see 
note to page 136).' Helen is to return to the 
upper world and resume the thread of her life at 
the point where traction.left it. 

It may be well here to iVhcarsc briefly the 
story of Helen. To Tyndareus and Leda were 
born four chiidien, Castor and Clytemnestra, 
Pollux and Helen. The two latter, however, 
were really the offspring of Zeus, who visited 
Lt’da in tlte form of a swan. The beauty of 
Helen drew hosts of wooers from amongst the 
princes of Greece. Tiiese Tyndareus invited 
to a solemn feast, and bound them b^ oath to 
abide by the choice that should be made, and to 
join in avenging any violation of the prospective 
union. The choice fell upon Mcnelaus. During 
the absence of Menelaus, Helen voluntarily fled 
with, or was violently abducted by the youthful 
Paris, son of Priam, the king of Troy. The 
Grecian princes assembled, in accordance with 
their oath, and sailed to Asia with a mighty 
armament under the leadership of Agamemnon, 
brother of Menelaus and husband of Clytemnestra. 
There they laid siege to Troy, with many vicis¬ 
situdes, during a space of ten years, and at length 
accomplished by guile what they had not been 
able to effect by force. They entered Troy by 
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the contrivance of the wooden horse, slew the 
aged Priam, and burned and sacked die tower- 
crowned city, leading into captivity such of the 
Trojan women as escaping slaughter fell into 
their hands. Menelaus returned to Sj)arra with 
Helen. Later tradition busied itself wirli the 
fortunes of Helen both before and aftir her 
abduction, and»even after her death, evolving many 
and often conflicting accounts (see notes to fiages 
195 and 197)* Goethe, whose scheme for the 
elevation of Faust through Helen exacted regard 
for the moral character of the heroine, atlojitcd 
the really later view of the forceful abduetion ot 
Helen, which regarded her as the victim of 
destiny. The version of the return to Sparta 
which best lent itself to hiu plan was tlut given 
in the Troades of Euripides, which lie adopted 
with some modifications. According to this 
version Menelaus sent his recovered \u;e hack to 
Sparta in a different ship from himself, with the 
resolve t^iat she should there suffer an evil death 
as an example to all women. 

It is at this point that the Helena takes up the 
thread of the story, wliich is continued in the 
form of the ancient Greek drama. 

For the Helen episodes of the Faust-hook, 
the reader may consult the introdurtoiy note to 
act i., scene vi., and for the symholical signifi¬ 
cance of the Helena the introductory note to 
act ii., as well as to later parts of this act. 

To the reader unversed in the classics a few 
notes upon the metre of the Helena may not be 
unwelcome. In the earlier, strictly classical 
parts, these are adaptations of the metres of 
Greek tragedy, in which, as is usual in modern 
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languages, accentod and unaccented syllables take 
the place of long and short. In the dialogue the 
metre is commonly the iambic tnmetre, which 
consists of SIX feet, or three dipodies (double 
feet), one foot more than the normal English 
blank veise, and tne same number as the, in 
English, relatively little used Alexandrine. 
Eiujii this latter, however, it differs notably in 
two essentials, whicli enuiely change its char¬ 
acter. in studying this ditfercnce the reader 
mav profitablv compaie pages 2S8 to 300 of the 
tiLNt, whi te the met/e is the Alexandrine. 

d'lie characteilstic featuiesbf the Alexandrine 
are the strongly marked pauses after the sixtli 
and the twelrih syllables, which practically divide 
It into a si rics of six-syllable lines, and the strict 
limitation ot the foot to two syllaoles. it thus 
acquiM S a certain regular stateliness, which, how- 
cvei, becomCwS wearisomely monotonous in the long 
run. in the passage rtlerred to above, Goethe 
has intentionally chosen it because of this quality, 
ami peilu.s because of its peculiar association 
with tljc classic French tragedy of the age of 
l^ouis (Juaiuize, m order to suggest the hollow 
external pomp with which die ic-esiablished 
emi)( lor inau 'urates his new state. 

In the iambic trimeter, on die other hand, 
whilst this median caesura is at times admitted, 
the normal exsura, instead of falling between two 
feet, is a break in the middle of a foot, and falls 
in tlie third or fourth foot, />. if the feet be dit- 
gyllabic, after the fifth 01 seventh syllable. The 
iambig trimeter thus acquires a suppleness and 
variety, together with a greater lightness of 
movement, which make it as well-htred for the 
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purposes of dialogue as the English ^blank vlm sv. 
Further variety is gained by the :n 

certain places of trisyllabic feet. These essential 
differences, which Goethe, with some license in 
the case of the trimeter, has consistently ubse rved, 
have been too often overlooked by translators, 
with fatal results. 

Other metpes used in the dialogue call for no 
]>articular remark. 

In the choral odes the Greeks m.ide use ot 
various metiical combinations which it is impos¬ 
sible to consider here. If properly constructed, 
however, the metre should be evident to the 
reader, though this is perhaps not alw.iy;'. the 
case when, as in modern languages, it is based 
upon accent, which is less constant than ti^e 
ancient quantity. 

It may be observed, however, that the choral 
ode normally consists of strophe, antistrophe, 
and epode, and that the metre of the anti- 
strophe a replica of that of the 6tro]»he, fioni 
which the epode again departs. 'I’liis idle 
Goethe observes, with few and triding excep¬ 
tions, probably due to oversight or the lack of 
the last hand. The best of his tran.slaiois have 
been so utterly at sea in this matter that not only 
does the metre not tally with Goethebs, but the 
antistiophe is not even modelled upon the strophe. 

It may be worth mentioning here, what so far 
as I am aware no commentator has drawn atten¬ 
tion to, that Goethe, in imitation of an occasion at 
custom of the ancient wi iters, has in a few places 
further accentuated the correspondence of strophe 
with antistroplie, by introducing in the antistrophe 
an echo of the sound of the syllables in some 
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corresponding it^trical position of the strophe. 
Examples of this will be found in the choral 
odes on pages 198 {Deep^enamhushtng — Mild^ 
enlumining^ and 210-211 [^CheerJuUest day — 
Ftarfullest lay). 

\ * 

Paj.^c 17X. 

Palla.' Hill. 


t.£. Athens. 


Pa;^e 179. 

Uytherea i shrine. 

Cytherea is Aphrodite, Venus. Tradition has it, 
however, that Helen was borne away by Paris whilst 
sacrihcuig at the shrine of Artemis. 

Page 187. 

The Thalamus. 

I'he bI idal-chamber, or the chamber oi the lord and 
lady of t'’*e house. Also the bridal-bed. 


Page 187. 

Phorh/as 

The disguised Mepliistopheles. 
Page 

Which of the daughters 
Art thou of Pork^s. 
See rote to page 155. 


Page 191. 

hideous y side b’j side with 


Btaut!/, is Hideousness ? 


The following dialogue in alternate single lines 
fCJreek sUchoMuthta) i« characteristic of the Greek 
drama, and is particularly effecf^va when employed, 
as here, in tailing or in dispute. 


Page 193. 1 r 

Nat Upon blood which thou too hotly lustestfor. 

In the Od^ssei^, xi., 1*8, the shades in Hades throng 
eagerly round Odys.seus to taste the blood of the slam 
sh:ep. whereby they would win again a bnef moment 
of life. Porkyas accordingly hints, as again in her 
next speech but one, that the Ch-etuls are but 
spectres to whom life is granted again for a brief space. 
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Page 195. » ^ 

Tkee Tfuseus Jirtt^ bif iongtng goaded^ rejt hetim^i. 

Cf. page 133. Theseus and his friend Apli'.lmis 
are the robbers there spoken of. 

Page 197 

fet thou a ttv^J^old phantom Jt<U^ appear ^ men >4j/,, 

In Ilium behfid, beheld in £gypt too. 

According to one version of the legend, ioUowi d hy 
Euripides in his*Heletta^ the Helen carried orf by P.,iis 
was only a wraith, the real Helen having been con¬ 
veyed by Heimes a., the instance of Hera to Fgvi.t, 
where Menelaus found her 011 his retuin fioin 'li< y. 
The story saves Helen's reputation. 

Page 197. 

Th<n do .hry tatfy from forth the hollciv Hraln, lJ i'y“ ‘J'j, 

A fame •with Achilles mate i Kim -iviih .a.* 

The fruit of this union of phantoms was Enpii >i n,:,. 
Cf. note to page 131 

With riiese thrt'e passages compare also p-iges . j j 
and 1 34. 

P.igL' 20 y. 

A darin^^ breed behind then in the mourt'ain~vale 

Hath ioagrJ in silence^ pt csiing from Cirnmenan la >,! 

The union of Kaust and Helen, as we haw .-ii.n 
(page 357), symbolizes the union of medieval witli (ir^ ck 
culture effected by the Renaissance. IMcdtevai Ethi>pe 
came into actual contact wiiii tlie Gie-ek vvuiid >11 
Greek soil, through the Ciusades, from whence ^^e 
may date the morning-twilight ol the new day, rhc.igh 
the full dawn did not break till two centuiie> tatei. 
In 1202 Constantinople succumbed to an army of 
Franks, Germans, and Venetians, and Gmllaume de 
Champlitie established a feudal state in the Pelej on- 
nesus, with a seat in a castle near the Eurotus arui 
six dependent vassalages. Goethe ha.s laid !udd oi 
this historical fact to materialize his allegory. '1 hv 
daring i&rcfa'which has established itself in the heart of 
Greece in a me iieval castle is a German host with 
Faust as its feudal lord. Uiged by Photkyas, Helen 
rakes reluge with him from her vengeful lord, upon 
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whose discomfitl^rc the conqueror, Faust, distribute? 
the land in fief*' to his captains (see pa-ge zz^j. 

Vage 207. 

Wh ate scutch'ont ? 

The ancient heroes bore devices on their shields, as 
aj'piMis notably in a striking passage of Aeschylus’ 
'^e'l.Kn a^^uiKsi j here referred to, but these were not 
coatn-oi-arms, not being hereditary. Phorkyas makes 
the deference clear in the woid'3 from iheir must remote 
proisensttrs. The ’wreatheJ snake of Ajax' shield Goethe 
toi.)k liom a yrictuie on a vase belonging ’"o the Dowager 
J 'uche.ss of Weima! 

Pane 2 1 1 . 

’ fLateth haply e'en 

Ilermr^ bej'itc'‘ Gleams ndt the golden ivanj ^ 

tht tunefion.s of Hermes, the messenger or 
I'leia’.il oi the yds, was that of conducting the souls ot 
Pie dead to Haties. He bore a golden wand in token 

of l.is otfice 

P'ge 215. 

In lieu of solemn gneti^g behoved. 

J tie representatives of the lomantic medieval world 
sj-eak in blank verse, the me-re par excellence of the 
romantic drama wrought out by the English Eliza- 
be'iiaiis, or in some loi-in of rliymed vi?rse. Helen, 
with ready cou’tesy, ttames her .speech at once to the 
*nrmer, which, being nniliymeJ, is not wholly foreign 
to the genius of Gitek, but is unable to rhyme until 
sbe learns from Fau'-t. Fau t occasionally uses the 
tlas.sic hirnbic trimeter, Phoi kyas and the Choretids 
mostly use classical metres. The choice of metre 
usually has lefeience to the '''casion. 

I'he attitude of medieval chivalry towards women, 
wiiich forms so strong a contrast with the almost 
(.Iiiental attitude towards them of the Greek-world, 
nmis striking expression in Faust’s speech. 

Page 216. 

Lyn^eus^ tie Wutdet 0/the Tonver. 

Tlie name is taken from the lynx-eyed steersman 
the Argo I see note to page those who find 

illegory in every least detail of the drama, Dynceus has 
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been variously interpreted as the idealizing love of the 
troubadours, or as the medieval churdn in her attitude ' 
towards the New Learning. 

Page 318. 

IVe wanderedfrom the rising sun. 

And straightway was the f^ffst undone. 

In the following lines is described the FClher- 
•wanaerung, or migration of the Teutonic tribes, which 
pressing in from the East ovetthrew Roman civilisa¬ 
tion in the West (see in the Temple Classics, WilhrU’, 
Tell, page 194). 

Page 

Feeble is the lord^s behe,tt. 

What the servant doth is jest. 

Lynceus means that Faust is spurring a willing horse 

Page 221. 

It seemed as did one tone unto another 
Fit Itself, etc. 

It is the rhyme that has impressed Helen. In th'* 
following passage, in which Helen learns to rhyme in 
alternate speech with Faust, Goethe has availed him- 
selfof a Persian legend to the effect that rhyme wav 
thus discovered by a pair of lovers. Helen soon proves 
herseU an apt pupil, 

Page 225. 

iVe disembarked at Pylos, shattered — 

For ancient Flestor is no more — 

The petty kinglets' arms. 

ft was the aged Nestor whose sage counsel composed 
the quarrels ot the Grecian princes before Troy, and 
thus held the army together (see Iliad, iv , 293, 
ei stqj) 

Page 225. 

I had ye Dukes as forth ye sally. 

See note to page 205. In the following line.s Goethe 
has used German inaccurately, as if it were the specific 
name of a tribe, like Goth, etc. It is really the 
generic name which includes them all. 
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Page 227. . 

IVe in tit mtJst ’ivi'A talc our stand. 

i.r in Arcadia, of which there follows an exquisite 
dc'Cription:— 

rw’iv ivLjt though the mi,u?iiahi i giant shoulders^ etc. 

Page 227. ,» 

Thou Ail-bui-isle 

The Peloponnesus 
227. 

When, •^L'hilst r.uruias' \eai’tf lightly 
idl. ispeied, she huist her ihell ubluze. 

Helen “sprang Irom an egg on the hanks of the 
t-n rotas. The aueenjy mother is Leda, X.\\G brethrtn invain^ 
^ astor and Pollnx. * 

i'aef rzi,. 

o 

And e’l crtj maa imm/>riai in hn place is. 

h' ing coniinued in his dc^cendanrs who ever inhabit 
rl’.e ->ainL‘ vspot. 

Page 231. 

1 irasr there spttngs an .htny from the ivornun's lap he 

Lupeth 

i<j the man, from sire to mother, 

* 

The uichin is the child of Fau,st and Helen. In the 
Faiisr-hook. the child of Faust and Helen is called 
Justus Faust. Accouhng to ancient tradition there 
sprang Irom the union of Achilles and Helen (see 
iiwte to I>agt* 1^7 a cijild called Euphorion, the lightly 
which name Got. the has adonted. Of Euphorion 
(.ioetiie himself says tliat iie ij no* .-humane but only an alle¬ 
goric ill bt trig. In him is personv td Poetry^ -which is tied to no 
time, to no place, and to no per ion. He is then the Genius 
of Poetry. In a later passage, however, in which he 
IS momentarily identified with Lord Byron, Goethe's 
own language (quoted ir note to j>age 244), seems to 
give justification to those who regard him as syin- 
boli2ing in particular the poetry, or in a wider sense 
the culture, of modern times, the child of Classics' 
Antiquity and Romantic Medievalism. 
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Page 233. , 

The son of Matd. • * 

Hermes, of whom the ancient poets rekited what 
follows, e.g. in the Homeric Hymn to Mercuiy - 

Page 235. 

iVhut from out th^ he^^t arnet 
Cun alone ihe heati con^tol 

The greater subjectivity of modern poetry, with, it^ 
resulting wealth emotion, impies,se8 even Phoikya'* 
and the Chorus, the repiesentatives ol chissic,*’ 
poetry, ' 

Page 236. 

Let me be tee pin ^ etc. 

In the following lyrics Goethe frequently uses the 
inijieriect form of rfiyme known as assonance, '1 i-e) 
gradually assume the character of an inqiassir^ne^l odt 
upon the Greek war of indejiendcncc, wluclr ^.11 
Europe W'as watching with breathless interest at rht 
time when Goethe was WTiting the sceiu’, aiui na J 
their climax in the ianious dirge upon the Death ol 
Lord Byron, 

Page 244 

I4^e think ti** recognize u irell-knoion form in the de.iJ ho.... 

That of Lord Bvron. who died at \Ii'Solon <’1 1, 

» t 

uhither he had hastened to derote himself to the cause 
of Gieek fieedom, April 19, 1X14. 'I his incident 
occurring whilst Goethe was yet busy with this y^air 
of the w'oik gave a new tutn to his thought'', and led 
him not so much to identily Euphorion with Byiori 
as ratltcr to hint that in the dead poet was to beioumi 
a character!“'tic representative of the modern poetry’ 
typified in Euphorion. These are Goethe’s words ; — 

As representative of the newest poetic.d perioo I could make 
tise of none but him, who is unqiicstio'uthly i > be reL'^aided a'- 
the greatest talent of the century An ! then, hyron is not 
antique and is not romantic, but he is lil.< me present day itself 
Such a one 1 roust needs have. iSesidc'. he was entirely htung 
on account of Vsis inis.itisfied nature and of hi-' warhlse ten¬ 
dency, which led him 10 his doom at Missoionghi 
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Page 145. • 

» ivhen 

On ikf ill-starred day in cumker^ 

M.ute and hltrJ stand all men. 

' I'he reference is to the tall of Missolonghi, April 
22, I'he Grecian defenders Mew up the fortresi, 

t (>gv rlier wifli thenveives and the in-pouring Turkfi, 
altei a heroic defence of two years 

l-'age 246. 

The old Tnessalian nell-hag, 

'J his mii'-r lie Ihioikya-i, though some commentators 
prder Eriehrliu (page 114'). 

Page 247. 

H ude the thro'ie ' f t Unseat LKublf ^ 

i.e. Persephone. 

247. 

He .•■it! no name hath nvort him. nor hath high resolve^ 

I ''Ho the elemsiJs h.'l'ji h 

Cf '^on kliirnholdt;— 

I .u)c ih a spiritual individiiality to which, however, every 
i^.'ie does not attain, ant! ilns .,.v. rs jiecullar conformation of the 
mind IS eteri),.! and iin,H ;-iKihle Wbat is unable thus to 
shape U^eii may well iituru into the arnvtrsnl life of natuit. 

Humboldt wrote m i^^o, the JJelena was published 
in 1 '2 7 , 

PjO*. 24-. 

Xot merit alone 

Bui Icyalti^ jaures ..1 jersonaiitym 

I: was an article of (J-oethid' hi,Lh that by camtancy 
and loyaltu dime w the present conaii'm do •we beer me ivorthy 
of the his^tur step <j u fulioiving one. and .capable of setting 
foot upon it (Ritmer, Mitteuluyen. 1 139)* 

Paiitbalis accoidinglv aocompanies Helen to Hades; 
the Chorus falls into foui groups, oi which the, first 
become Dryads, tiee-iiymphs; the second Oreads, 
mountai.i-nympits; the ,third Naiads, lountain- 
nvmphs ; and the fourth vine-nymphs, a conception 
of Goethe’s, foieign to the ancients. The speech of 
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these latter concludes with a def.cripcion ot rlit^ 
Bacchanalia, the orgiastic least of l)ionysus, the ”oci 
of wine. 

Page 251. 

Th: Epilogue, 

The Epilogue was never writte^^. 


ACT IV. 

\ 

I, High Mountains. 

Page 251. 

seven-league b^ot blatters on lo the stige. 

As the antique metre, th^ lannKic n imcti r of Fau^-’h 
^peech symbolizes thtf classical inliuence which vti-l 
clings about him, so tlie seven-league boot, tlerr.cd 
from Germanic folk-lore, betokens the return to 
romantic surroundings, to German soil, which 
Mephistopheles has made all haste to regain. 

Page 254. 

Until of force the land's thick i,rust Irom under ^ 

'Fhuk as ti ivas^ did iur<>t and nuck asunder 

'I'his is the Vulcanist and Neptunitt controvei v 
,‘gain (sec note, page :s7lj 

Page 254. 

hur ’we escaped from fiurnir’r thraldom there 
To overplus of lorddiip f Jrie atr. 

The scriptural leftrence is nor intelligible from 
the English Authorized Version. Luther’s veision, 
literally rendered into English, runs thus: — 

Lords of the world, that rule in the darkness of this world 
with the evil spirits under the heavcii'^. 

Once captives in hell, the devils are now lords in the 
upper world. In Eplies. ii. 2, the devil is the pur - 
of the power if the air. 

Page 255. 

Earth bristlet still with ponderom foreign masses. 

It is worth mentioning, as a further instance of the 
keen scientific insight of our poet, that in 1829 he 
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accounted for sucU c’ratic ” blocks by the now gener¬ 
ally accepted theory of giu'^ial action. 

Page 2s6. 

^ “ So/ne capital—its inner ring 

A horror of burgher-vtctuallingy etc. 

The poet probably has Paris in mind, to which the 
description applies* admirably, as indeed to any old 
walled city which has grown in concentric rings, 
bursting in the course of time the girdle of successive 
ramparts. * 

Page Z57. , ^ 

/V build luith grandeur meet 
V the pleasant place^ a pleasure-seat. 

It is impossible to*niistt\ke here an allusion to the 
palace of Versailles, near Paris, with its park, built 
and laid out by Louis the Fourteenth. 

Page 264 

l^tke master Peter Quince, of all 
'Fhe rajf, the essence dtd I call. 

Peter Quince, the carpenter of the Midsummer Night’s 
Dream, who chose the actors for his “ most lamentable 
CO mi dy ” from a scroll of every mans name •which ts thought 
jit thsuu^h all Athens to play tn our interlude, became a 
popular figure on the Clerman stage under the name 
of Herr Peter Squenz, through a farce of Andreas 
Grvphius. 

Page 264. 

Fhe Fhret Mighty Men. 

Goethe personifies fhe brutal elements of warfare 
in three allegorical form-., the leaders of Mephisto- 
pheles’ phantom-army. To these he gives collectively 
the title applied to the three heroes of David’s army, 
2 Samuel xxiii. 8, and individually significant names 
suggested by Isaiah viii. 3. 


II. On thu Headland. 

Melanchthon re|)orts of the historical Faust 
that he boasted “ that all the victories won by 
the imperial armies in Italy had been by him 
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brought to pass with the aid ^ his magic.” ^ 
See Introduction, i)age xxiii. The victorv of 
Charles V. at Pavia in particular was populai ly 
attributed to magic. 

269. 

When glassed in ftte on i^onder m<isling-n>i\^il 
Upon me leapt ihe jlames injuriaie. 

See page 62. , 

Page 270. 

The Sahine sorcerer, . , the’j^ t ^man^er 

Of ^'orciJt 

Keuveiiuto Cellini, whcje autobiogtaphy GiJi.rlic 
translated. telLs how a. •arcerer who sought to peisuade 
him to take part in a necromantic seaiue, siigge^'f-.d 
the mountains of Norcia as the most apjiiopfi itc» 
place. I'o which Goethe says in an AppeuiiiK 

However the mountains of Noicia, between the S.tbiiic .>aa 
ana ilie »luktdoiii of Siuneto, ma\ have earned the title tin n 
of yore, even nt che present day tijey are still called Uie I- 
mountaiiis. Older romance writers availed iheni'iclvcs tins 
localitv is order to lead their heroes throu,;h the most aina/i.if; 
advf-iunies, and increased the belief in such I'Mjic 
whusc first lecviLires had liceu diawn by legend 

We mi^t imagine such r> sorcerer to iiave 
been liberated us Faust describes, and F'ac.st 
represents himself, fabling, of course, as sent by 
him out of gratitude, in order that the Fmperor 
may have the less scruple in accepting Ins 
assistance. 

Page 274. 

Speed&ootp. 

The name dcdvei> from the passage quoted above 
(Isaiah viii. 3^ 

Page 276 

Mist-•wreaths over 
The coasts y' Sicdy that hover, etc. 

There follows a descripcioQ of the famous mirage of 
the Straits of Messina, the Fata Morgana 
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^ Page 176. , 

On each a nimble jldmelet danca. 

;V familiar electrical phenomenon known as St Elmo's. 
\firt, .10(1 by ancientb called, when it appeared double, 
the Dioscuii (see note to page 131). 

Page Z79. 

There com. rn\ tJifem tivain. 

See 1'ai.A^ part i note to page 117. 

Pact 1^1 

* The Uiui'mes. 

ot'c* hausi^ i.. note to p :ge 61. 

Pa;;e zib;. * ^ 

Guelfh and GSiielline. 

ice note to page ic. 

ill. 'las- PiVAL EMctKOk's Tent. 

ibige :S7 

Te call tt contribution though. 

• e Ifirced ieNie.t upon the country occupied by an 
arn.y. 

Pu.ge 2ls8. 

Vteu; be that cs it may, the day is ours, and shattered 
The hostile force in fisoht across the plain ts scattered. 

In spite of all his good intentions the weak Emperor 
can make no better use of oi.s victory than to in¬ 
augurate anew the boUow pomp of Court ceremony, 
^nd to abandon to rbe self-seckitig counsellors, whose 
gmidance has already brougnt him to the brink of 
lain, all real authority within the State. In the 
lollowing outline of the new Constitution of the 
Empire, Goethe has parodied the constitution promul- 
^ateil in 1356 by the Emperor Charles IV. in the 
so-called Golden BuU. \'hat, however, provided for 
three ecclesiaftical Electors, instead of one as heie. 
At the imperial banquets the Elector of Saxony wrs 
to officiate us Lord High Marshal, the Elector of 
Brandenburg as Lord High Seneschal, the Elector 
Palatine as Lord High Sewer, and the King of 
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Bohemia as Lord High Cupbearer, the Arch* / 

bishop of Mayence was to preside at the election of 
the Emperor. 

For the metre here and its significance see the int!o- 
ductory note to act iii. 

The Archbishop-Archchamellor, 

See note to page ii. 

Page 299. 

That most notorious 

IV\u xuith the Empire's strank enjeofjcd. 

We are to suppose that Faust, in pursuance of Inn 
design of redeeming land fro,m tht sea, has obtained 
from the Emperor in reward of hi.s services the gran' 
of the sea-shore (see also pages 263 and 304). 


ACT V 

An indeterminate time has passed since the 
events of the last act. Faust’s scheme for the 
reclamation of land from the sea has succeeded. 
He dwells as a feudal lord, surrounded by a 
thriving |Xfofilc engaged in agriculture and com¬ 
merce. But in the very heart of his possessions 
there stands a small demesne whicli, lacing 
situated upon a height, was already habitable 
before Faust had reclaimed the shore and had 
prior owners. This enclave poisons for Faust 
the pleasures of ownership. The land in ques¬ 
tion is occupied by a pious old couple, who have 
there a cottage in a grove of lime-trees and a 
little church. To these Goethe gives the names 
of Philemon and Baucis, drawn from a story in 
Ovid [Metamorphoses viiL, 629). Philemon 
and Baucis showed hospitality to Jupiter and 
Mercury, who were travelling in disguise, when 
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\ no one elbC vJpuld receive them. The indiiznam 

o 

gods drown the inhospitable land beneath a flood, 
sparing only the cottage of the old folk, which is 
turned into a marble temple. Philemon and 
Baucjs, bidden to ask for a boon, desire only to 
be piicstb in tl*c new temple, and that neither 
inav fiuivive the otlicr. Their wish is granted, 
and in the ripeness ol time the,one is transformed 
into an oak-tiee, the other into a lime-tree. 
Goethe’s choice of these names has given rise 
to some contusion. Plis Philemon and Baucis 
must not in any way ,be identified with Ovid’s. 
He has chosen the names* on the same pilnciple 
which led hmi to call his watchman Lynceus, 
in I tne ca])tains of Mc])h!i'lopheles’ phantom- 
army the Three Mighty Men, because these 
names already connote certain qualities whicti 
be intends his personages thus named to jiossess, 
i'j that the rtader may at once have an inkling 
of the characters to be jiresenred to him. For 
a similar reason in Italian and French comedy 
the same name occurs again and again in ditferent 
PH res to denote the same type of character, and 
in Kii^lish comedy the dramatis personae fre¬ 
quent ly hear names indicative of some outstanding 
ti.iit in their characte», f.y. Sheridan’s Sir Anthony 
Mrs Midaptoi\ Sir Lucius 0’7Wo^rr, 

etc. 

In order to piesent to us vividly the changefi 
wi ought by Faust, Goethe introduces a way¬ 
farer whom the old t’ouple had formerly rescued 
from the waves, and who after many yearti 
n turns to express gratitude to them. To rim 
Plulemon and Baucis relate the transformation 
eflected by Faust. 
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Page 304. 

Human victims shed their Hood these. 

So the old goody huperfetitiously imagines. 

Page 305. 

Faust^ in extreme old u<^'' 

Faust., says Goetlie, as he .sjf.ear^ in the fij'iL act, n 
accotititt» to intention., exuLthj a hunJttd ue.irs old. 

Page 309. 

Go then and shift them. 

Faust is still the -ame impulsive, self-willed being, 
a benevolent tyrant, but .1 tyiant tCilL ilj. Fuusi, 
part i., page ZZ : Whilst still man strives, stili nt.tr. ht 
s'ra... 

* 

Page 311. 

In all tJif eir'tial 
rL.iit ntTicnt 1 it.e 

'I'he universe is tot LynctUs, as ior the Greeks, a 
i.'i me., an ad<Knnieitt, 

Pjge 311. 

7'ryur pardon / Sooth, it ’a .-nt not mic’d, 

Mephistophelt s still j>ei verts to ovi‘ all Faust’s 
commissions. So above cuirinnerce became piiac\ ui 
his hands. 

Page 314. ' 

AFen ino'zc me .jj (lud}. 

German Sihula means )^uiit aiul debt, crmipare ii, 
English: ‘’Forgive us our debti ” and “iorgn*. us oiu 
trespasses.'''' It seems impossible here to <'ec‘i(le wit!, 
certainryhetween the two senses of tl^e wMid 

Page 315. 

Could 1 butffim my path all ma uc hat.i'i..^ 

Mid ever If spell into oblivion vanish. 

jind stand mere man before thee. dCatwe ' Fe.tn 

'F^.vc/e rvorth the ivn'ile to be a r/i./rt •wtin men. 

The tragedy of Faust began w’ltli Faust s ilistonteiit 
with the human lot. He railed magic to ids aid, and 
ranged the fields of human experience, selh^h love- 
indulgence, court-lavour, art (the Helen-episode ami 
at last creative activity, in the latter he finds the 
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\ fittest j^oal of Ijiankind; cf. Thu round of earth hath 
tcope for irreat achieving nut (pa^e 158); The deed u all 
pa^c belore his compact witli the Devil 

. hc’liad an inkling- of this truth; cf. part i., page 36: 

^ In the hegtrtning tvas the Deed. Thus at the end of his 
career he comes back upon the truth dimly peiceivL-d 
.-t the beginning*^ and voluntarily putting from him 
the more than human powers which hamper the indi¬ 
viduality of liis action, accepts the limitations of men 
and fights with purely human wea^ions his battle will 
!us old enemy, Caie ^^Deep in the heart nedi Care, 
part i., page 36),. i.e. brooding discontent, who first 
drove him into the arms of m,igic. We might para- 
phiase Care as Pessimism, winch is only to be com- 
iiati'd hy action. * , 

3 ‘.v 

earsed the itvrld, ii’tih imptout rvord. 

>>ee part i.. page -4 

Page 320. 

Lemu! es. 

1 he 1 . mures cu" Larvae Were wirh tlie Romans the 
gl'Dsts of the ’wicl d dead (-wdience they appear in 
Mejihistojiheles’ service;, who wandered about hy night 
as skeletons, or ratlier as animated mummies. Their 
minds act as imperfectly as their bodies, 

U'he English reader w-iil recognise in»the Lemmes’ 
song an adaptation of the Gravedigger’s song in Hamlet. 
vsiiirh (ioethe also knew frfim ih,‘rcy's Retiquei. from 
wiiich he adopts a variant aMdio/ 

Page 321. 

jV'/ of i v-onvr ^ d r.f a grave. 

I'he poet plays upon the (.-"man Graben,^ trench, 
and (jrab. a grave. 

i’.ige 522. 

To fuch a moment past me feeing, 

Tuiro, Td erv, thou art so fair! 

CJ. Tausf, part 1.. pag^ 7 ^^ — 

U'hen to the tn^ men! feeling past me, 

Tarry ' i <.r\. rr- fair t/mu art! 

Then into fetteri may st thou cast iw«, 

Then let tome dorm "ivith all my heart, etc. 

See also note to this passage. 
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Faust, however, does not declare hi^'hself contented 
with the present moment, his declaration only refers 
to a future contingency. C/. also part i,, pp. 77 
and 78:— 

If on the bed of ilath 1 loll contented 
'rhen •with that moment end my race ^ 

And, • 

Canjt thou my soul ivith pleasures cccen. 

Then be that day my life's last day I 

Far from lolling contented on a bed of sloth, Faust 
i*; st'ired by death in the midst of strenuous effort, ami 
Mephistopheies himself declares; Him can no pleasure 
sate, no bliss suffice. 

It must he remembered too tha*’ there is anoriut 
party to the compact. Jn the Prologue in Heaven 
(part i.. page 23) the Lord says ; 

And s thou '^rajy- him, lead him n’en 
Dozi’si iclih thee I n the doivnivard ivay. 

And stand abathed nvhen (hots mint needi confess 
That a vstod man, by hts litm impulse dri\'zn 
Of the nt^ht ussay hath ever consctouinrss 

Mephistopheles has not drawn down Faust with 
him. Faust, in spite of serious lapses. Iras gone iiis 
own way and dragged Mephistopheles after him, and 
in the long ruffi has even shaken himself free from him, 
except as a mere human servitor. The passage Lsr 
quoted should Jiave made it clear from the beginning 
that Faust’s blind strivings were not destined to end in 
his perdition, Compare also note to page 22 id part i 

Pages 322 and 323. 

7 'he clod stands still . . the funrer falls 

Cf part i., page 78. 

Tei the clod stop, let fall the fnprr. 

Page 323. 

Who hath the ^srave so badlii built 
With mat^'iek and nvith shonsrl, etc. 

Imitated from the third stanza of the Gravedigger’i 
■ong in Hamlet 
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’ Pafre^ 25 . ^ 

IVith fantastic fu^lrman-lihe gestures of incantation. 

7 ’he fugleman or file-Jeader was a soldier, chosen for 
N^lfis stature, who stood out in front of a reg^iment at 
drill, and performed with exaggerated expression the 
required exercises for the imitation of his fellows; 
compare helow:—II* 

yln/l f/PU, ije zanies, fuglemen gigantic, 

at the air, your arms outstretchedf ing ^ 

Pajte 325. 

The horrihlcjazi'i of Hell open up on the left. 

As appears trom what follows, these take the form 
ot tlie y^iwninfj^ jaws or the hyaena, within which is 
sLtn a \i‘vra of the atta dolente Touches for this de¬ 
scription .'re furnished by Dante’s Infmoicf. especially 
viii . ' 72 'i. and by the frescoes of the Campo Santo at 
i i ,a f 1 Ucllsi .Vlofie and L'Inferno, wnli vdiich 

Ciurili,- was familiar. 

316 

/ .'/ hran,.' her tfitk the brand that marks mt; minions, 

•.j ' 

Ti. '■n on the fiery nvhirlivtnd s't her free. 

CJ. Revelations xvi. 2 and x'x. 20. 

326. 

Glory above on the right. 

Gi rh is a painters’ term for the heavenly glory with 
iujn, , <uf Juuds, with rays and splendour, with angels and the 
ele.t in the distance, represented ir perspective. (^Frisch, 
c(uofe{l by Schrrter.) Tire di'^position of the tableau— 
the Jaws of Hell on the Lft, the Heavenly Glory 
above on the right -tallies 'vith that of the Pisan 
fresco mentioned above. The contest between the 
Heavenly Hosts and the Hosts of Hell for the soul of 
the dead, a familiar medieval conception, is illustrated 
in the same fresco. 

Page 327. 

The boyish-girlish botch'^vork. 

The angels aa* repre.sented as sexless, a compromise 
hetwren youth and maiden. It is not clear whether 
they themselvei, as being neither one thing nor the 
other, or their music, is railed at as botekwork. 
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nve invented ef mntt sKArmful 
7"o their devotion api ihei> And. 

Commentators differ as to the interpreration to‘ 
attached to these words. Do they refer to the Cruci¬ 
fixion, or to the sins introduced on earth by the Devil, 
which it is the occupation of the Hosts of Heaven to 
combat and forgive ? The former would seem the 
better interpretation. 

Page 317. 

Chvrm of Angels jfr roses. 

'J'he root’s strewn by the arigeh are emblematic of 
Heavenly Lore, which is wholly unsdfi^li and un- 
sensvial. Devilish love, as we have'abundanr!y seen in 
the course of the Feiust. is wholly and bestially 
'.ensual. The ro.ses of Heavenly Love glow' with a 
heat foreign to the atmosphere of Hell, and s;irig the 
devils like winged flames, Mephistopheles alone 
withstand* them, but they arc unable to inspire m him 
a feeling alien to his nature; fhev only provoke him 
to a passion of impotenr lust, which cannot even ab.ish 
the angels in their perfect purity, and when Mephis- 
topheies recovers his Kelf-jinssession the prizt has been 
wTe.sfed from his grasp. 

Page 333. , 

Holy ancAoriirr, scattered up th* mountatn-siJes. 
havin\y ihetr divelUn'^ in ro.iy clefts. 

For the general conception of the scenery here 
Goethe was indebted in the first place to a description 
of the Mountain of Montserrat in Barcelona, com¬ 
municated to him by a letter from Wilhelm von 
Humboldt. Upon this mountain there were twelve 
hermitage-s, belonging to an old Benedictine abbey, 
isolated one from another by fearful ravines and access¬ 
ible only by ladders and bridges. On the topmost 
peak, which commanded a wide prospect overland and 
sea, there stood formerly a chapel dedicated to the 
Holy Virgin. 

Other traits Goethe would seem to have borrowed 
from another fresco in the Campo Santo of Pi.sa, the 
Anchorites in the Thehaia^ which lepresents fantastic 
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liff'! on the bank^of the Nile, "whereon trees grapple 
tvith their roots, hermits in huts and caves, lions 
digging a grave for a dead anchorite, and others 
gPinding the abodes of hermits like watcli-dogs. two 
dfvils beating an anchorite with bludgeons, and 
Z,osimns giving the viaticum to Mary of Egypt 
(‘■Z- P- 340)- Erofertor Calvin Thomas has unearthed 
from ^Toethe s collection f>l engravings one representing 
St Jerome in the Wilderness, which may well, as he 
suggests, have contributed touches tq the conception 
Compare also the hermits in the Frontispiece. 

Page 333 

Sojtlh ihr Hons, ,iumh- 
Lihou' us enmf. 

Cf. Isaiah Iw. 25, a ’pas^rge which doubtless 
suggested tiie lions in the two pictures mentioned 

a.'io’ 

Page 333 . 

Pater rcstaticus 

The title w’as given to various saints, to Filippo 
Neri, cf whom Goethe writes in his Ituhun Journey ',— 

In the trnrse of his life their dev-^ loped in him the hij^hest 
p n o{ re!i;:;iotis enthusiasm: the gift of tears, of ecstasy, and 
at 1.1, even of rising from the ground and hovenng aboNC it, 
whu n IS held by nil to be the highest 

(.Tcc’^he'-' juiitr ecstatscu^^ how't'ver, as also his other 
t>jifes, musT not be idenThed with any particular saint. 
He IS a type of religious t cstasy. 

PaR** 33 3 

That the urtvorln, all 
Pass ivifh t^ie ea : h, • all, 

Shi' e the en.iless s*cr aho'ue^ 

Core of immortal Lo-re 

The endless star is the soul, the core of immori li Love 
which shines out when all the earthly husk has been 
purged away by persecution or ascetic discipline. 

Pag«^ 334 - 

Paler profundus. 

Thi.s title too was borne by several, notably by 
Bernard of Clairvaux 
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Page 334. / / 

Pater seraphicut, 

St Francis of Assisi, the founder of the Fraii^'iscan 
Order, was thus called from a vision of a cruci^ed 
seraph wliich appeared to him on Mount Avernus on 
the occasion of the Elevation of tlie Cros*., when the 
angel impressed upon him the stigrnata of the Cuicified. 
I’lie members of the Order were hence also called 
seraphic brothers, and a later (ieneral of the Order, 
Bona veil tui a, was known as the seraphic ductur. 

Page 335. 

In mine e^fs dtsctmi. 2 ye^ 

Organs aj<t for ’world gnd earth. 

Use them r^cur c’vn ; so may yt 
On this mti^hhourhood looi futth. 

'I’he belief of the modern ‘'piritualists that di-cm- 
bodied spirits can possess themselves of the organs of 
living beings m order to firing thenifclves into lelarion 
with the world of sense, dates back to the SweJi.-'h 
mystic Sw^edetiborg ' 1689-1 77a). and was familiar tv) 
(roethe from boyhood. It furnisJied liim with a 
favourite simile. 'Fhus in October 1781, he 
wt ites ; — 

'I hroiiph ^is eyes, like a Swcdcnbor^iian spirit. I will sci* a 
goou piece ol" country 

Again in March 1806: — 

It was ver>’ agreeable to me to s?e the great cuy ifuitugh 
your nitr’.ium. 

And yet again, in November 1S06;— 

Why can I not at once, revered friend, on receiving y.nir 
welcome letter, sink myself for a sliort lime in your being like 
those .Swederiborgian spirits that often songbt permission to 
descend into the sense orf^ans of tlo-ir ina.sier, and by their 
medi.T-uou to look upon the world. 

Page 337 

*Tis not all free from stain 
Were it asbestos. 

As 6re is par excellence the cleansing element, so 
adiestoh, which resists fire, is taken as a type of the 
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^/li^rhest attainable earthly purity. With the immortal 
part of Faust thJre is still blent something ol earth 
wliich not even fire can purge it of, and thus the 
^s^iiratual angels find it burdensome to carry. 

Page 338. 

Jioctor Marianui. 

Doctor seems to be a mere \ariation upon Fattr, 
without any especial significance. The epithet 
JMirianus denotes his devotion to *1110 adoration of 
the Virgin, and marks him as a fit recipient of the 
transcendent \ ision Vliich is vouchsafed to him. The 
title was borne, amongst others, by Duns Scotus. 

Page 34T. * * 

yi^\^na j'eccatrix^ 2>Iulier Siimiiritana, Marta A’gyptiacu. 

Manna Fetcatrix^ she tliat sinned greatly, and Mulur 
Saniaruana, the va>nvm of Samaria, are suthciently 
characterised by their own words and the relercnces to 
llie Ciospels. With these pardoncipenitents Goethe ha« 
associated as interceding for (iretchen with the Virgin 
a third di awn from the-yii*/ Sa^ctorum^ Mary of Egypt. 
Ol her it Is there related liiat alter leading a profligate 
lii'e loi seventeen years she went on a pilgrimage to 
Jerusalem, wliere an unseen hand thrust iier back from 
the door of the church of the Holy Sepulchre, In a 
p.i-.sjon of repenrance she addressed herself to the 
Virgin, whereupon she was uplifted and borne as on 
waves into the chmcli. Tnere she heard a voice, 
telling her that she would find peace beyond the 
Jordan, 'Phere she led a lif.^ iT prayer and penance 
(hiring forty-eight years. In the last year of her life 
she received the Eucharist at the hands of the monk 
/iosimus, and immediately before htr death she wrote 
a message to him upon the sand, entreating him to 
buiy her body and pray for her soul. 

Page 341. 

Una poeniteniium. 

One of the penitent women. With her rapturous 
utterance compare the agonised appeal of Gretchen at 
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the shrine of the Mater Dolorosa^n Faust, part 
page 17Z. 

Page 34Z. . ' 

The Eternal'^Womanly, f 

'I’he Eternal-Womanly is pure and unselfish love, 
revealed to mortals in its most p«i 4 ect form in the h ve 
of woman. 
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